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PACK BONDS

My name is Jewel, and I’m an orphan Omega.

My first heat is coming, and the only pack who I want to spend it with are
forbidden. Growing up in foster care in the billionaire King pack, I was
chosen as a companion for the abandoned Alpha. He’s everything that an
Omega would ever want. My other foster brothers are my best friends: an
alluring, blind male Omega, who smells like heaven, and a jock Beta who
takes care of us all. Together, we’re each other’s first loves,
home, everything.

But then, the Alpha is given the ultimatum to bond with a wealthy Omega...
or else. My best friends and I find ourselves fighting for our lives, futures,
and love.

But will they still choose me, when they discover my secret?

A jewel. Her kings. A pack bond that changes everything.
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CHAPTER1

Companion House, The Institute



JEWEL

SIX YEARS AGO..

“’T he Alpha will decide to foster us and then take us home to be loved,
Jewel. I’'m certain of it,” Didier’s musical French voice purrs. As the

rejected Omega son of the French ambassador, he still stumbles over
some of his words, struggling with the language. “This morning, we will
become his pack.”

I wouldn’t bet on it.

Yet Didier says it with such certainty that my heart aches.

Can I tell him the truth?

Didier’s ocean blue eyes are lit with happiness at the thought of being
matched with an Alpha.

I clutch his hand.

After three Christmases stuck in the Companion House orphanage, which
is part of the Institute (I would have been a Senior in high school, otherwise),
I know that today isn’t going to end in some kind of bullshit miracle.

As an Omega, I feel the desperate craving to be matched, as much as
Didier does. Yet he still refuses to believe that even if we’re fostered today,
we won’t become part of a bonded pack.

He’s a romantic.

I’ve had to become a realist.

We’re orphan Omegas, which means that we’re not allowed to bond.

This is Didier’s first Christmas in both America and the Companion
House, however, because his asshole parents abandoned him here, as soon as
he began to lose his vision to the disease, Omega Blindness. And he still
thinks that somehow, he’s going back to his previous wealthy life, where
Omegas were treasured and not treated as property.

In France, Omegas are like beautiful, precious ornaments, he told me last
month, only to be admired and kept safe.

The first time that one of the Betas in Companion House struck Didier
with the Discipline Strap, it wrecked him.

He didn’t speak for a week.



Since then, he’s become my best friend.

He’s the most optimistic person who I’ve ever met.

Also, scarily feral.

I love that about him. Because I am too. But unlike Didier, I’'m not the
smallest Omega in Companion House.

Didier’s raven black hair is silky and lies in feathered curls around his
heart-shaped face. His skin is translucent; his eyes look even bluer in the sea
of paleness.

He’s wearing the same uniform that I and every other Companion are
forced to: black jeans with a thin, scratchy black shirt that has a high collar,
as well as a C embroidered on the arm.

We’re the ones who sew that C on.

Didier has pinpricks on his fingers from sewing by touch alone but he
never gives up.

Now, that’s badass.

I’m shivering, chilled.

I can’t feel the tips of my frozen fingers or toes.

I’m not sure, however, if Didier’s shaking more from cold or excitement.

I’ve heard the Betas whisper that Didier’s the most beautiful Omega in
the Institute.

I blush, studying his plush lips.

What would it feel like to kiss him openly now?

We’re standing with the other Omegas in a front room of Companion
House, which I’ve never been in before.

We were led to this reception room by Gibson, one of the Beta Carers
(did someone with a fucked up sense of humor name them Carers?), who
ordered us to wait.

We get given lots of short commands like that.

Apparently we’re puppies and not Omegas.

I have an IQ of 172 and am being trained as a tutor for an Alpha but I
respond better if my poor Omega brain only has to process single words.

I know that because I sneakily read a copy of The Ultimate Guide to
Training Obedient and Well-behaved Companions, which one of the Carers
left on her desk.

This front reception room is nothing like the draughty, bare space at the
back of Companion House where I live, which is hidden from the public.

Orphan Omegas and Betas are held in Companion House, until they’re



twenty-one. If they’re not fostered by an Alpha by then, they’re transferred to
the adult wing.

In the reception room, there’s a huge fir Christmas tree, which is covered
in robin decorations and tinsel, a mahogany desk in the center with a glass
bowl of candy, and several cozy looking velvet couches.

Would it be totally undignified to squeal and jump on the couches?

I mean, several of my friends have already broken into the candy and are
smeared in chocolate.

Since wait means drop to your knees and remain still in silence, I’'m
guessing that the moment the Beta returns, we’re all in the shit anyway.

We can simply blame our poor Omega brains, right?

I glance back at Didier’s lips.

He’s biting them now, and I seriously want to be the one to be doing that.

It’s unfair that it’s his teeth, which have the chance to bite into that plump
lower lip.

I shift from one bare foot to the other.

Am I totally fucked up? Should I be thinking about another Omega like
this?

Why do I have such a devastating crush on Didier?

I want to protect him.

Possess him.

Last week, he offered to allow me to kiss him.

We were lying together in the dark.

We’re the only two who are allowed to sleep together at night in the same
room because I’m the one who offered to help him, as he adjusts to his
Omega Blindness.

There were tears still on my cheeks because I’d been disciplined, and my
ass hurt.

He pulled me closer, gently tracing the tears with his thumbs.

“Do you want to kiss me?” Didier whispered. “I’ve never kissed anyone
but I’d like you to be my first.”

His offer hung between us in the freezing air.

No one had ever kissed me either.

“Why?” I shifted closer to him.

If we were found out, then the Betas would separate us. I couldn’t lose
him like I’d lost everyone and everything else in my life.

I didn’t think that Didier would survive in Companion House without me.



We were both alone, but he was in a strange country and losing his sight.

I was the only one who was bothering to teach him English.

“Because you’re my best friend.” Didier’s lips grazed mine. “Because I
like you. Because I want to make you happy.”

I pressed my lips to his.

Didier tasted of a mix of buttery sweetness and the peppermint toothpaste
that we all used.

His lips were much softer than I’d imagined.

My stomach felt fluttery.

When Didier sighed into the kiss, it was the best sound that I’d ever
heard.

It was like something clicked into place inside me. I knew that I’d never
grow tired of making him sound like that.

Didier drew back and began to contentedly purr. It settled something in
my heart but startled me as well.

It did every time.

I’d never known any Omega to purr as much as Didier did, and no Omega
ever purred in Companion House.

What the fuck was there to purr about?

Normally, Omegas only did, when they were happy and safe.

And that was the problem, which made my guts churn.

Didier truly didn’t understand how much danger he was in.

The steel Reject bracelet, which is welded around his wrist now with a
twisted R that hangs like an ugly charm from it, marks him out as even lower
status than me.

The R holds the technology inside that will alert the cops, if he tries to
remove it.

Every Reject has to wear one by law.

There are two reasons to be marked as a Rej.

1. Be defective
2. Be rebellious.

Didier is a Rej1. He’s marked as a Reject because of his eyesight.

I and the other nine eighteen year olds in this room are here not as Rejects
but rather as Companions because we’re orphans.

I reach up, pushing my long, amber hair back, which hangs in waves to



my waist and touch the violet choker at my neck. A C hangs from it, which
holds a tracker in it just the same as a Rej bracelet.

I know because the first week that I was brought here after the car
accident, which killed my parents, I tried to run.

I didn’t try it for a second time.

Not after being dragged back and made an example of to the other
orphans, before being locked in the cells beneath Companion House.

There are places in the Institute, which are even worse than the stained
mattresses on cold floorboards where we sleep, lessons with the Betas who
run this joint, which start at dawn, to make us good Companions to Alphas
for the rest of our lives, followed by the small amount of time left until
midnight, sewing the Companion uniforms in the cramped workshop.

I shudder.

Hell, I miss mom and dad.

I trace my finger over the C compulsively, before I glance back at Didier.
He’s flushed, and the pink on his pale cheeks makes him look even more
handsome.

He tilts his head. “Ma raison de vivre, are you studying me again? When
you’re silent too long, it’s what I like to imagine you’re doing. Do I perhaps
look chic in my stylish outfit? Should I consider a future as a model?”

He pulls away from me to dramatically pose with his hand on his hip,
throwing his head back to expose the long line of his throat.

I almost forget how to breathe.

This is why he’s been selected today with me as one of the top ten
Omegas, despite being a Reject.

The ten Omegas in this room are the smartest, most athletic, best at
homemaking — or the most beautiful.

This is what Companions are for.

Several of the nearest look over and giggle.

My lips quirk. “You could be a model.”

“Ah, but of course. But then, I would be the shortest model in all of Paris.
I would be world famous as le Petit Omega!”

True.

I catch Didier’s elbow and drag him closer to me. “The most famous in
all of this reception room.”

“It’s warm.” Didier curls his bare toes in the thick, beige carpet with a
contented sigh. “Soft.”



“It’s nothing like our rooms,” I explain to him, since he can’t see it.
“There’s this big ass tree with lights and robin decorations. Ehm, about half
of our class are cuddled in a pile under it. There are these snuggly couches at
the back. There’s even candy, and Gibson would be losing her shit, if she
could see that most of the candy for the guest Alpha is currently being stuffed
into her golden child Andy’s mouth.”

“Candy?” Didier’s face lights up. “Can you show me? I want to get a
piece to gift you. You said yesterday how sad it was that you hadn’t eaten
any in years. Anyway, chocolate should be appreciated by a true chocolate
lover and not wasted on Andy. Mon dieu, it looks like you’re already
bonded...to chocolate.”

My heart clenches.

“Okay.” I lead Didier by the elbow to the table, rapping on it, so that he
knows we’ve arrived.

I restrain myself from snatching a piece, allowing Didier to carefully feel
for a piece in gold wrapping and hand it to me, instead.

It feels like this is important to him.

“Thanks. Do you want one?” I ask.

He shakes his head. “Happy Christmas.”

I slowly unwrap the golden chocolate, and my breathing picks up.

The last time that I ate chocolate, I was in the back of the car with my
parents, before the truck crashed into us and...everything changed.

I survived, but they didn’t.

I can’t think about that now.

Shit.

I take a long, slow breath like I’ve taught myself, willing away the panic.

My heart’s beating so hard that I think it’ll burst.

Didier rests his hand on my hip like he can sense the uptick in my
breathing and heart rate. He strokes soothing circles, and I calm.

Then I let the chocolate melt on my tongue.

It’s delicious, and the flavors burst in my mouth like life that I've
forgotten.

Somehow, it’s worse remembering that food can taste like this, rather
than the peanut butter sandwiches, tomato soup, and weak potato stew that
we get every meal.

“I’m sorry that I made you sad,” Didier says, softly.

“You didn’t. It’s just a memory of my parents, you know?”



And he does.

A sudden pain flashes across his face, before he can hide it.

I dread Christmas because there’s no way to escape what I’ve lost.

All us orphans and the rejected feel the same here. The world outside and
the Carers themselves have their families, but we don’t, and as Companions
we never will again.

We won’t get a pack, no matter how much Didier hopes and dreams.

We’re being trained to be servants to someone else’s pack.

I can’t let Didier continue to think anything different for a moment longer
because it’ll rip his sweet heart to shreds.

I grip his hands and twist him toward me. “You’re awesome, Didi.
You're fierce and loyal and have a witty sense of humor that I'm at least
beginning to get.”

He arches his brow. “And you are not half bad either.”

“Shut up, asshole. I’'m trying to say that I like you too, and that’s why I’'m
so scared for you. Because you keep forgetting the Three Rules for Good
Omega and Beta Companions.”

Didier’s expression darkens. “Pfft, I don’t forget them. I ignore them.
Perhaps, I wish to be a bad Companion.”

Horrified, I glance up at the security camera, whose red light is blinking
at us from the corner.

We’re all fucked already, but if it’s recording audio, then Didier
announcing that he wants to be a bad Companion will lead to him being
dragged to the same cells that I was thrown into and the type of conditioning
that makes me shake with terror.

My lips pinch. “Now, really shut up. You don’t know what you’re saying.
I’ve been here longer than you. The only way to survive here is to keep your
head down and repeat those three rules, when you’re told to. But not only
repeat them, believe them. Because they’re true. You said that this Alpha
who’s coming today to choose one of us to take home with him could make
us his pack, but that’s not going to happen. Tell me, what’s rule number
three?”

Didier stiffens, and I hate it.

Then he replies on rote, “A good companion will not seek their own pack
bond because they already belong to their Guardian.”

So, he does know the rules.

Good.



“But stupid rules are made to be broken.” He raises his chin, defiantly. “I
speak as a good Frenchman.”

I wince, as Andy gives us a sly look.

Andy’s a strong, athletic Omega, who’s destined to be chosen by an
Alpha who wants an Omega personal trainer to help keep them fit.

Or who likes the Omegas who they take in as wards to be on the athletic
and flexible side.

Andy’s also the biggest snitch in Companion House.

My adrenaline spikes, and my thoughts race.

How the hell can I get Didier and me out of this without us being
separated?

I sigh, looping my arms around Didier’s neck and resting our foreheads
together. “Didi, listen. I know that you were indulged in your old life, but in
this one, we have no rights, status, or protection. We’re being trained to be
sold — although they hide it under the term fostered — to some rich kid
Alpha to help them. They’ll become our Guardian. But we’ll be no more than
their servant, even if they call us ward, for the rest of our lives because we’ll
have no other way to pay off our debt for the food we eat and the roof over
our heads. We’re not worth anything. No Guardian ever bonds with his
Companions.”

Silence.

For an awful moment, I think that I’ve broken my best friend.

Then there’s a sob, and I think that it’s Didier, before I realize with a jolt
that it’s me.

Instantly, Didier’s nuzzling against my neck in comfort in the way that he
loves to do. His curls are soft on my neck; he’s small enough to fit against
me, cuddling beneath my chin.

He smells like heaven.

No one else has a scent as delicious as his.

He smells like a buttery croissant with rich almond filling, which is fresh
from a bakery.

It’s mouthwatering.

I allow myself to be soothed and enjoy the moment. We’re never
normally unmonitored long enough to express affection and soft touches like
this.

But omegas need other omegas.

This connection.



Andy glares at us disapprovingly because scent marking each other is
forbidden, but I poke my tongue out at him, and he stalks off.

Didier and I are already fucked. Why not rebel properly?

“But I want you.” When Didier tentatively licks my neck like he doesn’t
dare do more but is trying to mimic the greatest taboo of all, the Omega on
Omega bond bite. “You are worthy. You’re worth more than all the stars in
the sky to me, my Jewel. You shine brighter than anyone who I’ve ever met.
You’re kind, smart, and smell of sweet, powdery marshmallows. I could eat
you, mon amour.”

I laugh through my tears, flushing, as he nibbles on my neck.

Before he can tempt me with his seduction any further (or make a
dangerous warmth unfurl through me with talk about how worthy I am), I
curl my fingers into his hair and wrench back his head.

He whines, but his pupils are dilated.

I’m beginning to learn how to play his body, and it’s fascinating.

Didier loves having his hair tugged, but gently, not how the Carers drag
him around just because he can’t see not to bump into the furniture and they
can’t be bothered to guide him properly.

“How about you don’t hump me in front of everyone?” I give a
significant look down at his dick, which is tenting his pants, then wish that I
hadn’t because it definitely isn’t small, unlike the rest of him.

“How about you don’t be so sexy, you make me explode in my pants?
See, both of these are impossibilities.”

I roll my eyes.

I thought that I was horny, until Didier became my roommate.

“Then take a cold shower later.”

“Cruel marshmallow, fluffy on the outside, hard on the inside.” He pouts
but then he says in a small voice, “But we are, non?”

Confused, I blink. “Are what?”

“They can say that we don’t deserve pack. But you and I, we are best
friends, family, and lovers. We are pack.”

I stare at him.

Omegas aren’t allowed to have a pack by themselves. I’ve never heard of
anything like it before.

Didier is brave for voicing this.

Fearless.

Anxious, I shift from foot to foot. I stare up at the security camera and



then at the closed door. The Carers haven’t returned yet. None of the other
Omegas appear to be listening.

I wet my dry lips.

I can do this.

I can rebel.

“You’re my Companion Pack,” T whisper, fervently. “My everything,
Didi. I won’t let us be parted. I don’t know how. But we’re pack and that
means sticking together.”

He gives a sharp, decisive nod.

“Here, if we walk forward about six paces, there’s a couch.” I lead him
with a light hold on his elbow to the velvet couch, kicking it with my foot so
that he can map where it is.

He lets out a whoop and throws himself onto it, rolling around.

“What?” He says like he can tell that I'm quirking my brow at his
behavior without even seeing me. “It’s snuggly.”

I snicker, leaping onto him and dragging down the giant blanket, which is
draped over the back of the couch for decoration to cover us both from the
cold.

Didier adores soft textures. I wish that I could surround him with more of
them.

He gasps, tracing his fingers over the Merino wool, before bringing it to
his cheek.

I wrap the blanket around us both like it can protect us from the world.

It can’t.

Then I notice the design on the blanket and realize why the Betas must
have draped this out here just like they decorated the rest of the room to con
the visiting Alpha and his family that we’re treated well and are having a
merry Christmas.

I’m surprised that they’re not going the final step and and piping “Santa
Baby” on loop.

I wrinkle my nose.

Actually, we’re lucky that they don’t use that as a special discipline
method.

I gently take hold of Didier’s wrist and trace his finger over the design on
the blanket and the words underneath. “This blanket is scarlet with green
elves all over it. They must have put it out for you.”

Didier’s brow wrinkles with concentration, as he spells out the words that



he can feel raised up on the material with his finger. “I’m not short. I’'m elf
sized...”

There’s a pause, as he appears to process the words.

Then he lets out a musical laugh, before struggling around inside the
blanket to push me down beneath him. Despite being small and with an
outside fragility, in reality, he’s strong when he wants to be with compact
muscles.

Didier rubs his nose against mine. “If I’'m an elf, then I have captured you
and taken you to my kingdom of ice and snow.”

“I’m terrified,” I drawl. “But I must be an elf too because I’m the one
with toys in my pocket. Well, sort of.”

I wriggle around to draw a sock out of my pocket, pushing it into his
hands.

He feels it, before blinking. “A sock...?”

“It’s clean and the best that I could do a stocking.”

“Mon coeur, you have got me a gift...? But you told me that Companions
didn’t get Christmas presents.”

“We don’t. But my pack do.”

Didier smiles, before reaching inside the sock.

I hold my breath.

Is he going to hate it?

We’re trapped inside this Wing of the Institute with its high walls and
guards. I haven’t been into the outside world for three years, since I was
brought here from the hospital, as soon as my broken leg and ribs had
mended after the car crash.

I haven’t been able to buy anything but I could make this from the odds
and ends that I technically stole from the technically not quite a sweatshop, in
which the Carers make us work.

Didier carefully draws out the tiny black dog, which is formed out of
strips of cloth and stuffed with them. Its eyes, nose, and mouth are violet
thread.

When I made the dog, I also gave it a tail and embroidered on fur.

Didier pets it. His expression is unreadable.

Does he even like it?

Shit, what was I thinking?

“Are you making fun of me?” Didier sounds so hurt that I flinch. “Is all I
need a toy to hug to save me from the nightmares? Do you think that I am



some stupid child?”

“Hey, no.” I panic, nuzzling against him. “It wasn’t... Fuck, I’'m an
asshole. T didn’t mean... You told me about your dog back in Paris,
Croissant. Your parents gave him to you to raise from a puppy because you
were an only child and lonely. You named him after your scent. It was one of
the first things that you ever told me about your life, before... Well, here. 1
know how much you miss him. I just thought—"

Didier stops me with a kiss, hard and inexpert, only catching the corner of
my lips, but still, perfect. “Thank you. I’m the asshole. 1 love my new
Croissant.” He lays the dog beside my head on the couch but doesn’t stop
stroking it. “The real one will be sleeping beside the fire now. She will be
tired. Christmas Eve is when our gifts are given and dinner is held. Ah, such
delicious meals like you’ve never tasted.”

He sounds so sad, as if he’s imagining it. He should be there with his
family, but those jerks don’t want him.

They left him behind, when they returned to France.

Despite everything, Didier has more patriotism for his country than
anyone I know.

Perfume, bread, coffee...

He’d probably argue that even French air is fresher.

I’ll have to ask him if French shit smells sweeter too.

“In December,” Didier says, dreamily, carding his fingers through my
hair in a way that sends tingles through me, “the Eiffel Tower is all lit up.
You can see it for miles around. I'd sit by the window and stare out,
desperate to walk to it. But my Alpha mother never allowed me out as soon
as it became dark. Mon petit oiseau (which means my little bird), she’d say,
stay safe in your cage. It’s an old French saying. But people forget the second
half: But if you escape through the open door, then fly high to avoid the jaws
of your predators.” His hands clench. “I wanted to fly high. But no one’s safe
outside the cage.”

They’re not.

Especially not a beautiful Rej1 like Didier.

I take a deep breath, cupping Didier’s cheek and moving him to face me.
“But that’s it, right? We’re not safe, even inside the cage. And the predator is
coming to snatch one of us into their jaws right now.”

He startles, and I drag the blanket around him to keep him close. “I don’t
understand.”



“The type of Alphas who choose Companions aren’t our rescuers. I know
that you don’t have this system in France, but you need to understand how
this works. An Alpha registers with Companion House to choose an orphan
Beta or Omega to become their ward and companion for their Alpha kid.
They want someone beautiful, wealthy, and talented, who is tied to them to
work for no pay for life. Being a Guardian to a ward is a status symbol
amongst the rich.”

“They’ll still save us from Companion House and take us home.”

“But just think about the type of knothead who’d choose to take on wards
for their Alpha son or daughter. Wards who have no control or rights. Then
think about that kid: the rich and entitled brat. They’re given the power to
choose a Companion to serve them. How do you think they’re going to treat
that Omega? Do you want to become a toy?”

Rage surges through me at the thought.

Some comfortable, happy Alpha, who has a family and pack and
everything that us orphans have lost, will be given the power to pick us out as
a Christmas gift.

I clench my jaw.

If they think that I’1l also smile, kneel, and beg them for that privilege, as
Andy and some of the other suck ups will, then they’re going to be really
fucking disappointed.

Didier’s hand closes around Croissant. “We are that Alpha’s toy.”

“If we’re lucky,” I reply, “he won’t want to break us.” I fucking hope.
“Unfortunately, I heard Gibson talking on the phone. The reason that they’re
so flustered is the King pack are making the selection today, and that’s never
happened before.”

“Who are the King pack?”

“Well, that shows you truly are new to this country,” I splutter. “The
King pack are one of the most powerful packs both here and in England.
They’re billionaires, whose company runs, amongst a lot of other things,
Companion House. They’re already literally our owners. Now, their son is
going to pick one of us to possess for life.”

“The owners of this evil place are the ones who want to take us as a
ward...? I won’t let this young Alpha choose or hurt you,” Didier snarls like
he’s preparing to face off the enemy.

Wait, exactly like that.

I’ve never seen an Omega look like he’s readying to battle an Alpha



before, even if he’s still wrapped in an elf blanket.

Didier’s going to get himself killed.

“Don’t.” I wrap my arms around Didier to hold him still. “There’s being
brave and then there’s asking for an ass kicking. Didn’t you hear me? The
Kings own Companion House. They’ll get whatever and whoever they want.”

I hate it though.

I hate this Alpha who can play with our lives like this.

Who owns every Omega in this room.

“I don’t care,” Didier breathes. “They can beat or kill me. We’re pack,
non? That’s what you do when you lo—"

The door slams open, and all the Omegas jump.

Gibson is back with the Alphas who are here to choose a Companion to
foster.

[ stare at Didier.

What had he been just about to say?

That he loved me?

Pink stains my cheeks.

Fuck, does he love me?

My heart’s hammering in my chest, and I cling to Didier even more
tightly.

Do I love him?

I try to force out the words, before it’s too late because what I haven’t
warned Didier about yet is that I also overheard Gibson saying that the Kings
are only here to foster one ward.

If either of us are chosen, then it means that we’ll be separated.

This could be the last time that we ever get to speak to each other or
cuddle like this.

I could be alone again.

I steel myself, as the Alphas who could be about to tear apart my world,
stride into the room like they own it.

And they do.



CHAPTER 2

Companion House, The Institute



SIX YEARS AGO...

"T hick Alpha pheromones flood through the reception room.
They’re overwhelming.
Rolled up together in the blanket, Didier and I end up smelling like
a marshmallow croissant.

Why on earth hasn’t that been invented?

Didier says that France is the best place for food in the world, but I’'m
claiming that one for the Americans.

The Omegas cringe back in silence, trying to smell sweeter to appease the
powerful strangers, as if that would work after the number of rules that we’ve
broken.

A middle aged Alpha swaggers further into the room, glaring around it
like he’s on a battlefield and disgusted with the way that his troops are
performing.

He’s dressed in a gunmetal gray suit with a thick woolen overcoat and
leather gloves. His dark hair is thinning on the top.

His expression is haughty and colder than the winter morning outside.

I tighten my arms around Didier. He’s shaking but then, so am I.

This cold Alpha is Weston King, Head Alpha of the King pack and CEO
of King Alpha Company, who own the government contract on Champion
House.

How do I know?

The narcissist has his portrait up in every dorm and classroom like we
should be grateful to the knothead.

I only just manage to stop myself snarling but then, panic will help with
that.

Then my eyes widen, as I realize the way that Weston’s scanning the
room and just how this will look to him.

We’re meant to be the best trained Omegas, chosen for our obedience and
skills, in order to be presented as Companions to his son.

Yet some Omegas are snuggled in a nest beneath the tree, others are
playing with the decorations like kittens, while others still have stolen
chocolate smeared around their lips.

Andy is the only one in the correct position on his knees.



The asshole.

Nobody moves.

“Father, what’s wrong?” A rich, English voice says from behind Weston.
“Your pheromones are strong enough to floor an entire battalion. It must be
remarkably distressing to the Omegas.”

An Alpha who looks like he’s a Senior in high school steps up to Weston.

So, he’s the entitled knothead son, who’s here to choose one of us like
we’re his extra Christmas gift.

I scowl at him on principle, hoping that means he won’t choose me.

I mean, living in the King household would be hell. These are the pack
who wrote the rulebook on how Companions are treated and profit off our
sales.

Only, my breath hitches.

The son looks to be a foot taller than Didier with tanned skin and a
tumble of brunette hair.

He’s gorgeous.

His eyes are a startling deep wine red. They widen in shock, as he looks
around the room, lingering for a moment on Didier and me, who are like an
Omega burrito.

Then his lips twitch.

He studies my satin gray eyes, before he shoots me a wicked grin, which
catches me entirely off guard.

I can’t stop myself.

I grin back.

But then, I notice that he’s wearing the same outfit as his dad, even down
to the leather gloves, and that instantly sours my response to him.

It’s as if he’s a clone.

Perhaps, he’s being trained to take on the business empire and learn how
to make money out of orphans.

I stop smiling, and the son’s grin wavers.

“Disgraceful,” Weston’s bark makes me jump, and the other Omegas
whimper. “Where in God’s name are the Carers? This is precisely why
Companions need to be taken in hand.”

The disgusting scent of burned coffee — that of angry Alpha — bursts
through the room.

My stomach heaves, and I want to gag.

My eyes water.



Didier wraps the blanket over my nose.

Unexpectedly, a delicious scent like the richest hot chocolate fills the
room in waves.

I can’t stop my desperate whine.

I stare in shock at Weston’s son.

He’s trying to go to battle with his own dad by putting out soothing scents
to calm us against his anger, and his scent is the most delicious Alpha one
that I’ve ever smelled.

Didier takes a deep sniff, sighing in delight.

“Stop that, Braxton.” Weston snatches his son — Braxton — by the back
of the neck and shakes him. “Don’t waste your pheromones. You need to
learn this type of etiquette. You don’t soothe Companions. It’s most
unbecoming.”

“I’m terribly sorry, Father.”

Braxton doesn’t sound sorry.

In fact, his response sounded more like fuck you.

You know, if you’re uptight, repressed, and English.

My gaze slides almost against my will to Braxton’s again, and he’s
studying me, speculatively.

At last, Gibson sprints, puffing and out of the breath, into the room.

She’s a plump Beta who’s nearing retirement: a long dreamed about
around the world boating vacation with a cushy pension, which she loves to
talk about to the Carers, during her shifts.

Her graying hair is normally immaculate but now hangs out of its bun in
messy strands around her face.

Her green eyes are wild and frantic.

She’s wearing an ivory suit, and a thin strip of leather hangs from her
belt.

Her suit jacket isn’t straight, and there’s a thin sheen of sweat on her
forehead like she’s just run the length of the building.

If my ass wasn’t still stinging from the crack of her Discipline Strap (and
I didn’t guess that all of us would get more punishment later for this hot
mess), I could even feel sorry for her.

“I didn’t... They said that you were...” She leans over, holding a stitch at
her waist. “You weren’t meant to come up here without me yet. I’'m meant to
be escorting you.”

Weston curls his lip. “I apologize for thinking that I had permission to go



wherever I liked in my own damn building.”

“Of course, I m-mean, I d-didn’t mean to imply...” She trails off, as she
looks around herself in horror. “Please believe me, they were told to wait.
They know that command. I have no idea what’s got into them today.”

“May I suggest a little thing called Christmas?” Braxton strolls to the
bowl of candy and selects one.

I can’t look away from his elegant fingers, as he untwists it and plops the
chocolate onto his tongue.

Only, I bet he gets to eat candy every day.

I scowl at him again.

But then, I flush, when he catches my eye.

He arches one brow in inquiry.

Deliberately, I look away.

Weston harrumphs. “You’re being too soft on them. When I was young, a
Companion would never dare to move from position once given a command.
In England, no Omega would even now, Companion or not. Cut their calorie
intake for the next month and double the number of times that they recite the
Three Rules. They clearly have not learned to be obedient or good
Companions.”

The smell of distressed Omega is now overwhelming in the room.

I card my fingers through Didier’s hair to sooth him, as he scrunches up
his nose.

Braxton stiffens. “Father, is that necessary?”

“Of course it bloody is, you young fool,” Weston snaps. “The fact that
you’d question me, makes me doubly certain that I’'m doing the right thing
with you. Now that I’ve been called back to England to take up the mantle of
power with a position in the Cabinet after the unfortunate scandal with the
Prime Minister, I can’t be distracted by holding your hand. You’ll stay here
and learn the American branch of our company. For you to eventually
become CEO, you need to learn about Companions. And that means being a
Guardian.”

“When are you leaving?” Braxton’s expression is a blank mask, but his
voice has become quiet. “Mother’s funeral was only—"

“Tomorrow.” Weston waves his hand, dismissively. “I have important
meetings with civil servants and things to be briefed on that can’t be put off.
I’m only not flying back today, so that I can be certain you’re settled with a
Companion who can tutor you as well. Don’t give me that look. It’s not my



fault that you were too stupid to pass the entrance exams into boarding school
for your final year of college. No son of mine will go anywhere but Eton. So,
you’ll have a tutor at King Hall and like it. This is also the best experience for
running this branch of the company yourself by summer.”

I bite my lip, and my chest tightens.

So, the son of the billionaire King pack is being abandoned by his dad, in
the same way as Didier was by his parents.

He’s going to be left here in America, while his dad goes fucking off...or
runs England, whatever.

Plus, Braxton’s mum has just died, while he’s going to be left alone.

I know how that feels.

A tiny part of me gets why he needs a Companion now, although people
aren’t stuffies.

Why can’t he just get a cat? It’s what the unmarried Betas do who work
here.

Then I pale, and adrenaline spikes through me.

Braxton needs a Companion to tutor him, and I’ve been selected to be
shown to him today because of my high IQ.

I’ve been trained for years to become a top tutor.

Shit, shit, shit.

At least I don’t look smart, since I’'m wrapped up in a comedy elf blanket.

“Understood.” Braxton straightens his shoulders. “Since I shall be living
with them, while being tutored by them, do I get to make the selection?”

Weston glances at Gibson. “Are these truly your best?”

Rude but also, I can’t blame him for the doubt in his tone.

Gibson anxiously wrings her hands together. “Absolutely. Some are the
smartest, others are the most athletic, and others, as you can see, are the most
beautiful in the country. The girl on the couch is a combination of all three.
Her name is Jewel. She truly is the jewel in our collection.”

I blush but also, why did she have to draw attention to me?

I was trying to look dumb and scowl as much as possible.

I love my name but I hate it when I’m seen like that.

Weston pulls on the fingers of his leather gloves, adjusting them. “Then
go ahead and choose whoever you want, Braxton. But regardless of the sales
pitch from the Beta, ignore the girl; she looks like an idiot.” Again, rude. But
score for the elf blanket. “What about this obedient boy who’s kneeling?”

My hand closes in Didier’s hair, tugging him impossibly closer to me. My



heart races, and I know that Didier can feel it, as our chests are pressed
together.

Say Andy, say Andy, say Andy...

To my shock, Braxton’s cool gaze meets mine. “I want her.”

“The idiot girl?” Weston pulls a face.

“The jewel in the collection.”

My stomach swoops.

Tears burn my eyes but not because Braxton’s chosen me.

If I'd ever be okay with being picked by an Alpha, then this one who
smells of delicious hot chocolate, soothes distressed Omegas, and grins at me
with mischief in his twinkling eyes, at the same time as knowing what it is to
grieve and be abandoned, is the one who I’d choose.

But he’s going to take me away from my own pack and first love.

From Didier.

A tear tumbles down my cheek.

Braxton’s expression clouds with confusion. “Is it so terrible to become
my ward?”

“Non!” Didier snarls, fiercely.

He snatches up Croissant, the dog that I made for him, waving it in
Braxton’s general direction with another growl like it’s a guard dog.

Didier has spoken, when we’re meant to be silent.

He’s snarled at an Alpha.

He’s dead.

Fucking dead.

Gibson inhales sharply.

Now, tears chase down my cheeks.

Braxton looks almost comically startled.

Then he grins, flashing a hint of canine that makes him look like a
beautiful devil.

He swaggers to stand in front of the couch, before resting his hand
casually on the armrest and leaning over to cage us.

Shit, he’s going to beat Didier now.

Instead, Braxton says with an amused twist of his lips, “Are you growling
at me, little Omega?”

“Oui,” Didier replies. “Jewel’s mine. I’ll protect her.”

“And your dog.” Braxton reaches to stroke Croissant like this behavior is
entirely normal and he shouldn’t have been slapping Didier or dragging him



to the floor. Didier stops growling in surprise. “He’s brave.”

Somehow, I don’t think that he’s talking about the toy.

I realize now that Braxton’s only affecting to be casual. He’s in fact
angled to put himself between Didier and Gibson, as well as his dad, without
making it look that way.

He’s shielding us.

“Please,” I whisper, breaking the rule not to speak as well because the
risk is worth it, “pick him too. Don’t separate us. We’re like pack.”

“Good God, is there no end to the misbehavior of your Companions?”
Weston exclaims. “That French bastard is almost feral. Can’t you keep any
discipline?”

“I’m sorry,” Gibson says, frantically. “He’s new, the son of the French
ambassador, and a Reject. I think that he’s confused about what’s going on a
lot of the time with both the language barrier and his Omega Blindness, but I
agree, it’s certainly no excuse.”

At Omega Blindness, Braxton’s expression softens.

Gibson purses her lips, slipping the Discipline Strap from her belt. She
marches toward Didier and me, and my mouth dries with fear.

I brace for the pain, as she raises the strap.

The worst thing for Didier, however, is that he can’t see when he’s about
to be struck. Being hurt without warning makes the pain and alarm much
worse.

He says that he’d rather take fifty strokes that he knows are coming, than
a single one that he doesn’t.

In life, I'd always choose the same way. A single stroke of betrayal or
anguish that blindsides you is more painful than a whole host that you can see
coming.

“We’re about to be hit,” I tell Didier with a resigned weariness.

He whimpers but doesn’t move.

Rage flashes across Braxton’s face, before he twists, placing himself
firmly in the way of the leather, which lands across his hip. He lets out a deep
grunt, and I wince, knowing how much that hurts.

Didier blinks, turning his head from side to side, uncertain what’s going
on.

“The Alpha blocked the strap to save us,” I murmur to him.

Didier looks as confused as I feel.

Why would any Alpha do that for a Companion?



Gibson lets out a choked gasp of fear. “I’m s-sorry. I would n-never
dream of s-striking a m-member of the King Pack. My apologies...”

Braxton’s eyes blaze with a terrifying dominance.

He twirls on the grown Beta, as if he’s already the CEO. He snatches the
Discipline Strap from her and hurls it across the room.

The Omegas are watching him with huge eyes like he’s their hero.

I don’t know what to think apart from that he owns me.

And he’s fucking terrifying, when he’s angry.

Weston stalks to his son; the burned coffee stench is even worse now.
“See what happens, when you blur the lines with these Companions?”

Braxton’s eyes are as cold as his dad’s, as he turns to meet his gaze. “I
want him as well.”

He points at Didier.

Does he mean it?

Is this truly happening?

Please...

I clutch onto Didier’s hand and I don’t dare to let go.

Weston snorts. “Why on earth...?”

Braxton tilts up his chin. “He’s the most beautiful Omega I’ve ever seen.
He’s an ambassador’s son, so I’m certain that he can show me the etiquette
you so often tell me I’m sorely missing. He can also teach me French, which
can only be of benefit in both diplomacy and our business in France and
globally. Plus, if I need to learn about this company that I’ll be running, then
I need to understand all sides to it, including those who are Rejects.”

For the first time, Weston smiles. “Well, I am impressed. It appears that
when you’re motivated to possess something, you can give a reasoned
argument and be just as manipulative as your mother was.” Braxton winces.
“Have your pair of Omegas then. But this male one is feral. I won’t have him
on my estates without first giving him to your cousin for conditioning. Either
agree to him being under Trenton’s training, until he turns twenty-one, or
you’re leaving with only one of them today.”

Conditioning?

Shit, that doesn’t sound good.

“Fine.” Braxton’s jaw clenches. “I can’t stop Trenton living in King Hall,
I know that. You’re Head Alpha with the authority to place him there, even if
I’ll be Chief Alpha in the American branch of our family. But Trenton’s only
to have control of the Omega, until he turns nineteen, then I’m sole



Guardian.”

“Agreed. Perhaps, you will make an acceptable business leader; you’re
good at negotiations.” Weston whirls on Gibson, who has been trying to
make herself invisible at the back of the room. “Clear out your desk by the
end of the day. You’re fired. No one strikes a King. Don’t expect that you’ll
keep your pension and other benefits. You’re only lucky that I don’t sue.”

Gibson’s mouth opens and shut, before she swallows hard. “Yes, sir.”

Would it be inappropriate to smile? Because the thought that she isn’t
getting her cozy retirement and boating trip makes me want to fucking cheer.

Didier squeezes my hand and that’s as good as whooping.

Braxton crouches down next to the couch, gently laying a hand on both
Didier’s shoulder and mine.

Braxton’s voice is quiet and earnest. “I can’t promise that the months,
until I become your sole Guardian, will be easy or painless. But I can promise
that I won’t ever hurt you myself. I will do my best to protect you. King Hall
is beautiful, and Christ, it has to be better than living here, right? I can also
promise you that you’ll be very wanted in my home.”

Home.

It’s been three years since I’ve known what that meant.

Yet are we only exchanging one cage for a prettier one? Are we in danger
and actually moving in with an Alpha predator?



CHAPTER 3

Head Office, King Alpha Company



SIX YEARS LATER, PRESENT DAY...

‘T his is such a risk,” I whisper, as my heart beats like a hummingbird
in my chest. “If anyone discovers that we’re behind the mission

today, Didi, then we’ll be sold back to Companion House, and you
know what they’ll do to us there. I’d rather die.”

Didier rests his forehead against mine.

His silky curls, which feather his pale face, tumble across my bronze
cheeks. Their feel is familiar.

It makes me shiver because it fills me with the memory of every night
that Didier and I have lain together in our makeshift nest in King Hall,
sleeping in each other’s arms.

For six years, we’ve been each other’s pack and home.

For six years, we’ve survived because of our love.

For six years, Didier’s been my best friend and first love.

He’s the same height as me, and I love that about him. We fit together
like we were made for each other: A fated pair.

Although, that’s more like the type of thing Didier would say.

He’s a hopeless romantic.

“Ah, but mon coeur, where is the fun in life without taking risks?” Didier
arches his brow. “What is danger? Is it not how we know that we’re still
fighting against the rules, which try to turn us into obedient dolls?”

I snort.

Didier? Obedient?

“So rude,” he gasps.

But he looks delighted.

He’s thrumming with excitement, even as he pretends to lounge.

We’re standing against the walnut door, which is the exit to the outer
office.

We’re in the head office of King Alpha Company.

This building is at the heart of the small and traditional town of Sanctum.

It’s the most impressive building in Sanctum.

Because King Alpha’s such a large company, a lot of people rely on it for
their jobs.

The King family are a big deal here.



It’s Monday morning, but it’s quiet on the top floor of the building.

In this outer office, there’s a matching walnut desk in the far corner with
several computers, phones, and iPads, which is also littered with half-drunk
coffee mugs.

At the moment, the swivel chair behind it is empty.

A door leads behind it to a supply closet. I can hear the rustling of the PA,
Mildred, as she searches for a fresh selection of her favorite colored Post-it
notes (and has a sneaky break and drink from her flask of whiskey, that she
thinks no one knows about), which has given Didier and me this snatched
moment alone to plot.

I glance at the soundproof glass door opposite, which leads through to
Braxton’s office.

He’s in there now, holding an important meeting with a board member,
Thane Hatcher.

It’s because of that meeting I’m on this important mission right now.

My heart’s racing, and I take a steadying breath.

I can do this.

I must.

I’ve spent too long obeying the rules about being a good Companion.

It’s time that I become a badass one and break those rules.

The office is ultramodern with neon violet lighting both in the ceiling and
along the floor, as well as a huge glowing C, which hangs on the wall, as if
it’s more strip club than office.

Perhaps, it helps the workers feel like they’re playing, rather than
working.

After all, they treat Companions like toys.

I wrinkle my nose at the strong scent of citrus cleaning products. Do they
have Companions here that scrub the floors at dawn, before the office opens?

I clench my hands.

Should I ask Braxton?

Since Braxton took Didier and me home, he’s kept his promise not to hurt
us himself. Yet I shudder at the thought that the same isn’t true of his
knothead cousin, Trenton.

I’ve tutored Braxton, but he’s always been distant, keeping himself safe
behind a wall.

King Hall isn’t a home. It’s a Gothic mansion, which traps me.

I’m smarter than any Alpha in this building but I had to watch as Braxton



went off every day to university without me and then, as he started to work at
King Alpha Company.

I’ve been forced to remain home and trapped with the predator who
turned out not to be the red-eyed boy but his older cousin, instead.

Didier is the only home that I know.

And for the first time, we’ve found a way to break free and rebel.

As always, we’re both dressed in the thin Companion uniforms that we
used to sew with the C’s on the arms, as well as the chokers hanging around
our necks. Since the heat is so overwhelming this summer, I don’t miss
having a warm sweater or coat to wear like I do in winter.

Sweat plasters my blond waves of hair to my neck.

These are our best uniforms, however, because Didier spends most nights
adapting ours in as punky ways as he can get away with, slashing them at the
midriff or adding embroidered violet birds onto my jeans.

Luckily, when Braxton sees us at our morning chores in ever more
outrageous outfits, he chooses to ignore it.

I also don’t miss how he smothers a smile.

Now, I narrow my eyes. “How fun will it be, Didi, if we’re sold to some
country like England or Italy? They treat Omegas even worse there. How do
you think they’d treat a Companion Omega with no nationhood, who was
rejected by their entire country?”

Didier pauses, licking his dry lips.

I can’t stop myself following the direction of his tongue.

His lips are so fucking plush.

Didier was pretty as a teenager.

Now, as a man, he’s ethereally beautiful like a fae in one of those
romance novels, which he gets me to read to him at night, while pretending
that he chose it from King Hall’s grand library for my sake.

Yeah, right.

He loves hearing about the sexy Alpha fae kings bantering with the
snarky Omega, who’s been snatched from the human world.

And then rutting them over and over and...

In some ways, I’m glad that he doesn’t know how much I blush at those
parts, although he must be able to hear both how flustered and wet it makes
me in my voice because he always smirks, circling his thumb over my hip
and maddeningly never higher, where I want him to be touching.

Didier’s blue eyes are hooded and scorching, and his ass is so tight, it



should come with a warning so that it doesn’t cause Alphas to walk into fire
hydrants.

I’ve seen that happen before.

The fucking best thing about Didier is that no matter how Braxton’s
cousin has tried to condition him, Didier is still a little bit feral.

Okay, a lot.

And it makes me hot as hell.

I reach to pet his hair, and he melts against me. The delighted sighs that
he makes could make me come untouched.

For months, when we were first brought to King Hall, Didier was isolated
and immersed in almost total sensory deprivation.

Now, he’s so sensitive and touch starved that I try to give him the soft
touches and affection that he needs every day.

I make sure that he knows he’s worthy of them because he always makes
me feel the same way.

But he doesn’t let the trauma define him.

When he nudges his knee between my thighs, heat rushes through me,
and I struggle not to moan.

I’'m so fucking wet.

“Not in front of Croissant,” I hiss.

Didier chuckles. “A Frenchman’s dog is his wingman or woman, in this
case. A Frenchman is also not sexist. I only live to bring pleasure to the
Omega in my life, after all.”

I glance down at the golden retriever, Didier’s service dog, who’s sitting
obediently next to Didier.

She’s looking up at him and waiting for a command.

She’s beautiful and lean with a dense, lustrous coat of wavy gold fur, a
broad head, short ears, and intelligent eyes.

I flick one of her hairs off the sleeve of my top.

Anywhere 1 go, I carry part of Didier with me. She sheds enough to
speckle our uniforms in gold.

It drives Trenton mad that his suits are always covered in her fur.

It’s usually the highlight of my day to see him red faced with rage over
his new Gucci outfit stinking of dog.

On the first day that Didier was released into Braxton’s sole Guardianship
on his nineteenth birthday, dazed and barely able to speak, Braxton was so
gentle and considerate with him that I think I began to fall in love with him in



that moment.

Then he walked Didier around King Hall, mapping it out for him.

Braxton never touched Didier, but rather showed him the adaptations,
which he’d made so that he could be fully independent: ribbons along the
doors and on their handles, textured roses in strips of wallpaper, so that he
could reach out his fingers and find his way around a room or down a
corridor, and even different flooring in the main rooms so that he could
orientate himself from one room to the other in bare feet.

In the Rose Parlor, Didier traced his fingers over the roses on the
wallpaper with a rasping sound; his face was pale with wonder.

“This is all for me?” Didier’s voice was croaky with disuse.

“Hardly,” Braxton drawled. “I simply happen to enjoy roses, ribbons, and
a bewildering array of flooring. Us billionaires are eccentric like that.”

I laughed but then, hurriedly covered my mouth.

Since coming to King Hall, I’d barely spoken to Braxton outside tutoring.

He was a serious and attentive student, although he struggled with both
reading and spelling enough for me to suspect that he was smart but dyslexic.

He was neither stupid nor lazy, which his dad accused him of being on the
frosty fortnightly phone calls between them.

Most of the time, however, he was kept separated from us in his own
wing of the mansion with his cousin.

Suddenly, an exuberant, young golden retriever in a harness bounded into
the parlor.

Didier laughed, as she wound around him, begging to be petted.

He tentatively stroked her.

“This is your new service dog, if you want her. I hope that she’s an
acceptable birthday gift.” Braxton’s expression shuttered like he expected his
present to be rejected. “I’m aware that you’re not allowed to possess anything
of your own, but she’s more like a new member of this... Well, when you’re
outside, or I take you places, as I fully intend to, she could help to guide
you.”

“She’s mine...?” Didier was smiling so wide it looked painful. “She is
mine to name as well?”

“Of course.”

Didier’s smile became cheeky. “Ah, then this is easy. Say hello to
Croissant.”

I should have guessed.



Because I’d kept the toy Croissant hidden under my clothes for Didier all
these months, but now Didier had the real thing.

When my gaze met Braxton’s, I knew that this Alpha was not only
keeping his promise to us, which he’d made in Companion House, he was
trying his best to not treat us like Companions.

As if we were Omegas who still had worth and should be treasured.

Perhaps, that was the moment I truly fell for him.

What a fucking idiot I am to have to fallen for someone forbidden.

An elite Alpha like Braxton.

My Guardian...

“Good girl.” Didier pats his dog on the head, and Croissant’s whole face
lights up.

Croissant pants, and her mouth falls open like she’s smiling.

Her feathered tail wags, sweeping the floor of the office.

We only needed to add a feather duster, and she’d clean the whole floor
in a minute.

Of course, we’d tried that in King Hall.

In fact, we’d escaped that chore for an entire week, before Trenton had
found out and stopped us.

It’d almost been worth it.

Didier’s eyes flutter closed, as he pushes closer into my hand, and I card
my fingers through his hair and down to his neck.

Gently, I massage his stiff muscles, before tracing around to his beautiful
collarbone, which is exposed by the open buttons at the front of his uniform.

“Hmm,” he sighs. “If we weren’t about to strike a blow for the illegal
Omega resistance and become terrorists, then I would say never stop
touching me. Just. Like. That.”

My pulse jumps.

Startled, I hush him. “We’re not terrorists. Maybe criminals. But there’s a
distinction.”

Possibly.

“So, the President is wrong then.”

I open and then close my mouth. My hands are shaky, but I’ve never been
so sure that I’m doing the right thing.

As much excitement as fear winds through me, churning my guts.

The President has declared those helping the Omega resistance — a secret
organization who help Omegas escape from abusive packs or the Institute,



transporting them in illegal railroads to safety and setting them up with new
identities, as well as promoting an agenda of equality between the dynamics
— to be terrorists.

I huff. “Even if I could vote, I’d have voted for the other guy. The
President’s a knothead Traditional, and it’s the liberals who are going to
make changes. But they’re taking too long. We’ve waited six long years for
anyone to even remember that Companions need help too. There’s a whole
Omega Society, movie stars, singers, and subversive poets standing up for
dynamic rights and increased equality, but who’ll stand up for Companions?”

Didier tilts his head. “After our joint mission with the resistance to rescue
the abused Companions today, then I’d guess it would be you, le bijou.”

Le bijou, my codename.

It means jewel.

Okay, I may not be the best spy but I didn’t know that I’d need to be,
when I first stumbled across the Omega Society Server.

Its symbol is an empty birdcage.

“And you, le oiseau,” I say, drawing out his codename in turn, bird. “I
know that I was only allowed a computer because it was meant to help me to
tutor Brax, but hey, knowledge is power. Finding that server was like the
whole world opening up, even if we’re locked in the tiny Companion Wing
each night. But we can simply escape onto there and chat to other
Companions from all across America.”

“To start with, it was frightening to hear so many others wrestling with
the same problems and thoughts. But then, so comforting and helpful because
it was the only place that didn’t feel like propaganda but real information,
which we could trust. Companions and Rejects could share tips and solutions.
For the first time, I didn’t feel that we were alone with this. You know, shut
up in...”

“A Gothic mansion in the woods with an abandoned Alpha and his
psycho cousin?” I drag Didier closer, smothering my laugh against his
shoulder. He loops his arms around my neck, playing with my hair. “I never
expected that we’d find the resistance secretly recruiting on there.”

“The thread was called The Caged Companion. We should have guessed,
non? Still, you are a legend, mon amour.”

I flush. “Yeah, that’s right. The Omega, the legend.”

Didier drops his hands to his side, tapping my hip three times. “Mais oui,
you are the legend who created the new rules, by which we now live.”



“Did you recite them yet today?” I say, mock sternly, in my best Trenton
impression. “Tell me, what are your Three Rules for Badass Omegas and
Betas?”

Didier stands straighter. “One, a companion will rebel, raising their own
voice — they will be heard.”

“Two,” I continue, and an emotion so powerful that it almost makes my
knees buckle washes through me; it takes a moment for me to process that
it’s hope, “a companion will do whatever job they fucking like.”

I enjoyed writing that one.

“Three,” Didier’s voice is infused with fervor, as his hand tightens on my
hip, “a companion deserves to choose their own pack bond, and to be loved,
treasured, and adored because the right pack bond can change everything.”

We’re both breathing fast. Our foreheads are touching.

It feels like sacrilege, so fucking taboo, to say those words that break
everything we’ve been taught.

But it’s liberating.

It helps steel me for what we’re about to do because we’re not only about
to go against empty words. Instead, we’re going to rescue Companions
themselves and break the law.

“Do you think that anyone saw my post with the new rules?” I murmur.

“If even one Companion saw it and repeats it to themselves before they
sleep, then you have changed the world.” Didier kisses me, light and loving.
“No matter what happens today...if we fail even...know that I am so proud
of your courage and that I may be little, but I have a big heart. And I have
loved you with every part of it.”

My eyes burn with tears. “Because I’m badass...?”

“Because you’re you, my Jewel.”

I kiss Didier again, desperate for a final moment with him.

I know that he needs this as much as I do.

Risk?

Danger?

It’s about taking back our choice.

We’re deciding to become rebels today on behalf of Companions
everywhere but if we’re discovered, then we’ll be returned to Companion
House.

After that, there’ll be no kind Alpha like Braxton to rescue us.

We’ll be separated, sent out of America, and sold.



CHAPTER 4

Head Office, King Alpha Company

« uickly, she’s coming back,” Didier hisses.
Mildred stalks into the office from the supply closet just as

Didier and I pull apart from each other.

She shoots us a disdainful look.

Mildred’s a Beta like most secretaries. She’s in her forties with a sharp
bob and bony elbows. I've never seen her wearing anything but baby pink,
and despite acting simpering around Alphas and an asshole around everyone
else, she’s annoyingly efficient at her job.

I bet that’s why Braxton hasn’t fired her, despite her long breaks in the
supply closet.

She clutches the neon Post-it notes to her chest, wiping her hand across
her mouth.

Then she narrows her eyes at Didier and me.

“Were you talking out here?” Mildred demands, sharply. “I’ll be
reporting you to your Alpha. You know that you’re meant to be silent in
public. Reject, corner.”

She snaps her fingers at Didier like he’s a dog.

Didier gives her one of his Gallic shrugs that infuriates her more than if
he’d given her the middle finger.



It’s why he does it.

He trails his fingers lightly over my hip one last time.

Then he reaches down and picks up Croissant’s leash.

He gives his dog one of the set commands (which is the only time that he
is allowed to talk as a Companion), “Croissant, find the corner.”

The fact that it’s a set command says such a fucking lot.

Croissant smoothly leads Didier around the furniture in the room to the
closest corner and Didier faces it, as Croissant stands panting at his side.

What’s the point of making a visually impaired Omega face a wall?

I roll my eyes.

At the same time, our plan is falling into place.

The good thing about prejudiced idiots is that...well, they’re predictable.

I send Mildred a fake sugary sweet smile as I take myself to the opposite
corner without her needing to ask.

It looks into the glass door that leads into Braxton’s office.

Braxton is in an intense meeting with a board member, Thane Hatcher,
who was running the company with Trenton, before Braxton took over three
years ago.

Hatcher has been challenging Braxton over the change in direction, in
which he’s been taking the company, including vetting Guardians more
closely and the better conditions in Companion House.

I peer through the glass door.

Braxton was gorgeous when I first saw him but now he’s grown into all
man.

All Alpha.

He’s dressed in a sleek Savile Row gray suit. He’s six foot five and broad
shouldered, tanned, with a hint of stubble.

With his wine red eyes and tumble of brunette hair, he looks like a fallen
angel.

Right now, he appears to be one who’s about to smite one of his demons.

I could watch him kicking the asses of these pompous knotheads, who
think that they can bully Weston’s idiot son, every single day.

Thane’s known as the most dominant Alpha in a company, which is one
of the most ruthless in America.

He’s a wiry Alpha, who’s twice Braxton’s age with a shock of ginger hair
and a beard.

Braxton stands in front of his desk, casually leaning on it.



Thane paces in front of him. He gestures wildly, throwing down a file in
front of Braxton like he wishes that it would strike him in the face.

Papers spill onto the desk.

Casually, Braxton pushes the file to the side with a single finger like he
doesn’t know or care what’s in it.

Thane reddens in fury.

It’s hot to see Braxton so in control without even needing to raise his
voice.

He’s the most naturally dominant Alpha I’ve ever seen. He doesn’t need
violence to have the power.

When I press my nose to the glass to see more clearly, the movement
catches his eye, and he looks up.

Braxton’s brow furrows at the fact that I’ve been put in the corner, and
his gaze meets mine.

His lip curls up at one side in a wicked smile, even as he arches his brow
in an expression that I know means really?

I return his smile, trying out Didier’s Gallic shrug as a response, although
I’m not certain that I pull it off.

Braxton’s eyes twinkle, before he turns back to Thane, tearing into him
with his own brand of cool analytical destruction with renewed fierceness.

He’s putting on a performance for me.

My cheeks pink.

Fuck, this is hard.

My stomach twists.

I’'m so conflicted. Braxton is my friend, even if neither of us are meant to
put that label on it.

Well, I do in my heart. Can I do more than that?

Would Braxton?

After I rescue the abused Companions today, however, I’ll be working in
secret for the resistance. I’m picking a side.

And it’s not Braxton’s.

He’s the enemy of the resistance.

He’s CEO of the company who oppresses Companions.

Companions are classed as property, so theoretically, I’ll be stealing from
him.

Anguished, I lick my lips nervously.

Braxton wouldn’t tear into Didier and me just as fiercely as he’s



demolishing his business rival now, right?

He’d still protect us, if he found out that we were working against him...?

Or would he see it as such a betrayal that he’d pursue us as his next prey?

I look away from Braxton.

It’s too late. I’'m committed to the mission.

This is about changing the world. I can’t let my emotions or my fear get
in the way of that.

Then why does this hurt so much?

My heart rate picks up.

This is almost it.

Any moment...

Sweat drips down the back of my neck, and I fidget.

“Stand still,” Mildred snaps.

I deliberately shift from one foot to the other, resting against the wall.

Mildred sighs. “Turn around. I need to keep an eye on you.”

Score.

I smirk, before hurriedly masking my expression.

I attempt to look contrite as I turn around to face the room.

“I’ll be telling your Alpha about this disobedience as well.” Mildred
sniffs as she settles herself behind her desk. She picks up her phone and
scrolls through her messages. Her nails are long and talon like. “Don’t bother
me. I have a lot of work.”

She concentrates back on her phone, looking at her notifications. I have a
feeling that she’s searching through the Nest and Knot site for sex toys for
her Omega’s next heat. It was what she was doing, before she went for her
break.

Considering that Companions for elite Alphas are the brightest, most
athletic, and prettiest Omegas and Betas, people have the hardest time
remembering that we can fucking read.

Suddenly, the walnut door slams open.

A stout teenage Alpha with short ginger hair and a sneering expression
prowls into the room. He’s dressed in a designer t-shirt and jeans.

“Aaron,” Mildred simpers, instantly giving the teenager her full attention,
“your father is still in the meeting with the CEO. He told me that you were to
wait for him here. I have some candy, if you’re hungry...? I bought it just for
you, knowing that this meeting was happening this morning. He said that you
had your Companions with you and should use them to help you with your



schoolwork.”

Aaron Hatcher: The Target.

Also, he’s the type of abusive brat and bully that I’d once feared Braxton
would be.

The type who treats their Companions like punching bags.

The triplets, who are fostered with Aaron, write all about it in the safe
space of the Caged Companion.

It’s how they were selected for rescue.

I have access to Braxton’s work calendar. I knew that he had this meeting
with Aaron’s father, who in turn, always brings Aaron tagging along as well,
since he was expelled for bullying other Alphas.

It’s ironic, really.

I stiffen.

Go time.

Three male high school aged Omega Companions trail in after Aaron
with their heads bowed. They’re identical triplets, and their uniforms are rags.

Their feet are bare.

They’re dangerously thin, and there are purple shadows under their pretty
violet eyes.

They look exhausted and haunted.

Their blond hair is unwashed and hangs in matted tangles to their
shoulders.

Aaron snatches one by the hair, dragging him after him with a casual
cruelty.

The Companion gasps, and the others flinch.

My shoulders hunch, and I ball my hands into fists.

My expression hardens.

Whatever happens after this, I know now that this risk is worth it.

For the first time since the car accident, my life isn’t a crash. It’s not
merely random, terrible violence outside my control.

I’m choosing to say no more.

“The jerks are useless. Why should I spend the day cooped up inside with
them?” Aaron tugs more harshly on the Omega’s hair, and he whimpers.
“Corner.”

My eyes light up.

Perfect.

I hold my hands up, beckoning the Companions over.



The triplets look confused but are so used to following orders that they
pad over to me.

Aaron sits on the edge of the desk. “Where’s this candy?”

I snatch my chance, while Mildred scrambles to search her desk for candy
like if she doesn’t find it quickly enough, she’ll face the firing squad.

I pull the triplets into a huddle around me, using them to block Mildred
and Aaron’s view of me, as I whisper, “Listen to me. I read what you wrote
on Caged Companion.”

The triplets’ eyes widen, before they gleam with terrified tears.

The one closest to me grasps my hand. “Please, don’t—"

“I’m not telling anyone. But that’s why I’'m offering you this. Do you
want to leave the Hatcher pack? Would you like a real home, instead? To be
adopted properly and given new identities as treasured Omegas, rather than
Companions? I know that I’m asking you to trust a stranger here, but I’m a
Companion too. I know what it’s like. We’re the same.”

I take a deep breath, forcing myself to ignore the tightening of my chest
and my own panicked breaths.

Instead, I push my shirt to the side at my neck, slipping it off my shoulder
just enough to reveal a pink scar.

The triplets’ wary expressions soften. It isn’t pity but rather shared
understanding.

They glance at each other like they’re having a whole conversation
without talking. Since they’re triplets, I guess that they pretty much are.

Then as one, they nod.

“But Aaron will kill us, if he catches us trying to run,” the one whose hair
was grabbed by Aaron dares to say.

“Trust me,” 1 reply. “The people who are helping you to escape have a
way to take off the tracker in the Companion choker. It’s not as advanced as
the one in the Reject bracelet. Nobody knows that they’ve broken the
technology. This billionaire tech guy has secretly been putting all his efforts
and money into it. Don’t ask me for names because seriously, this isn’t the
type of outfit that give them.”

“Are you escaping with us?”

I freeze. It’s a fair thing to ask.

Why don’t I?

There’s a one word answer: Braxton.

Or three words: Braxton and Didier.



The resistance offered to extract us at the same time as the triplets. We
could have a new life...today.

Didier and I discussed it, but Didier’s also wearing a Reject bracelet. He
can be tracked in a way that I can’t be.

I would never leave Didier because in our hearts, we’re already bonded.

Yet even if we could both escape, we decided together that we wouldn’t.

Braxton is our friend.

His mom is dead. His dad abandoned him and in six years hasn’t visited
even once.

And his cousin is a dick.

Braxton has no one in his corner just like we don’t.

It doesn’t matter that he’s a billionaire Alpha. He does a different type of
work to us but he’s no less trapped than we are.

If we ran, then we’d just be another in a long line of people who’d
rejected and abandoned him.

I can’t do that to him.

Didier and I are already pack (so is Croissant), and Braxton has long
become part of ours as well.

He just doesn’t know it yet.

And I don’t abandon my pack.

“I’m not escaping today. It’s just you. When I click my fingers, run for
the door.” I meet each of the triplets’ gazes in turn, making sure that they’re
concentrating because we only have one shot at this. “Don’t hesitate and
don’t look back, no matter what happens. Go out into the corridor and follow
it to the left. Then take the first right out onto the fire escape. Don’t stop, no
matter what anyone says to you. I made sure all the doors are open. Continue,
until you reach the bottom. There’s a white van down there, which is waiting
to take you to safety. I swear, this is your choice. Have this one moment of
courage, and you’ll be flying free.”

They look agonized.

I don’t rush them.

This decision is huge.

Risk and danger.

Didier was right. What’s life without them?

The triplets level me with cautious looks, clutching each other’s hands.

Why should they trust any adult? But fuck, I hope that they do.

“Okay.” The one at the front tilts up his chin. “We’ll trust you.”



I let out a sigh of relief.

“Are you talking, Companions?” Aaron growls, and the triplets jump.
“How dare you? How fucking dare you?”

He snatches up a file off the desk and hurls it at them. They flinch, and
papers explode across the room.

Mildred splutters out a protest, jumping out of her seat like she can catch
her work.

This is it.

I thought that I’d need to start the distraction myself, but Aaron is such a
knothead that he’s providing it all by himself.

Improvising, I hurriedly pull the triplets to the side and closer to the door.

When Aaron picks up Mildred’s phone in its heavy pink case from her
desk and hurls it at the triplets, I jump in front of them.

The phone hits my forehead, and I groan.

Pain shoots through me, and I double over.

But this is fucking perfect.

I groan again, dramatically. Then I shove the triplet nearest me even
closer to the door.

Blood trickles down my forehead, and I press my fingers to it, shocked at
the wave of dizziness that makes me sway.

The triplets whimper.

I grit my teeth and click my fingers loudly, giving the signal.

Didier’s head snaps up, and so does Croissant’s.

They’ve also both been primed.

There’s an agonizingly long moment.

Then everything explodes.

The triplets scramble for the door, and I step forward to block Aaron’s
view of them.

“Look what you’ve done!” Mildred exclaims, horrified. “You’ve injured
the CEO’s Companion. She’s bleeding. That’s property damage. He’s going
to blame me, you know. He put me in charge of looking after them.”

Mildred stands up and backs away, using her desk like a shield.

She’s so focused on the blood, which is now dripping down my face,
staining my cheeks, lips, and even chin, that she doesn’t notice the triplets
slipping out of the exit.

“I’m not frightened of stupid King.” Aaron puffs out his chest but he’s
paled.



“Your dad is,” I mutter.

“What did you say?” Aaron takes a threatening step toward me.

“Bark,” Didier whispers.

Croissant barks loudly, exuberantly bounding into the center of the room.

Didier twirls around with an equal energy, and his grin is the feral one
that makes my breath catch every time.

“Where are you, Croissant?” Didier pretends to panic, reaching for the
dog.

As he spins and stumbles across the room, he’s athletic and graceful even
in his pretend helplessness.

He’s walked this room enough that he doesn’t need guiding.

Anyone who thinks that he’s defenseless simply because he’s small, a
Reject Omega, Companion, or visually impaired, is in for a fucking shock.

At the same time, Didier skillfully staggers in front of me to protect me
from Aaron, adding to the choreographed confusion that we plotted all along.

“Get out of the way,” Aaron snarls.

“Who are you?” Didier reaches forward, as if to pat at Aaron.

Aaron bats away his hand.

“Don’t injure another one of them,” Mildred wails in horror. “King will
tear out both our throats. He never punishes the spoiled creatures.”

“Then it’s about time that he did. Perhaps, I'm more of an Alpha than he
is.” Aaron raises his hand to backhand Didier.

Didier braces himself.

Croissant growls deep in her throat and leaps to hurl herself between
Didier and Aaron, blocking him with her body.

“I’d back away, unless you want to be savaged.” Mildred’s eyes are wide,
as she stares at Croissant, who looks ready to bite in defense of her Omega.
“That dog is scarily loyal to the damn Reject.”

Aaron raises his hands, slowly backing away. “Good doggy. No need to
bite the nice Alpha.”

I tap Didier on the shoulder, and he nods.

We’ve done it.

Didier pets Croissant on the head in reward, and she wags her tail,
happily.

“Wait,” Aaron looks all around himself in panic, “where are my
Companions?”

Gone, 1 want to yell in victory, by now, they’ll be free, and you’ll never



be able to touch them again, asshole.

But I can’t say that.

Instead, I slip my arm around Didier’s waist, and he rests his head on my
shoulder.

Blood is staining my lips, and I can taste its coppery tang, but it tastes like
victory.

Suddenly, I look up and realize with shock that Braxton has just swung
the glass door open and is staring in shock around the room.

He studies the blood on my face, and his eyes darken.

He leans in the doorway, intimidatingly powerful.

His scent fills the room, and it’s dark chocolate now, bitter with his anger.

His chest is heaving, and he bares his teeth.

Fuck, I’ve never seen him like this.

I lean closer to Didier, shaking.

“What the hell happened?” Braxton growls.



CHAPTER 5

Study, King Hall

D idier curls his fingers in my hair in just the way that I love, and my
skin tingles. He’s breathing fast, but then, so am I.
We’ve been sent to wait in Braxton’s study in King Hall.

As usual, we’re ignoring the command, standing casually in each other’s
embrace in front of Braxton’s huge mahogany desk, which is carved with
wolves’ snarling heads.

Wait is a normal enough order from Trenton but coming from Braxton, it
made me pale.

He must still be furious.

In his office, Braxton swept to me, ignoring Mildred’s bleated apologies,
while Thane prowled out to grab his trembling son by the scruff of the neck,
demanding explanations.

Braxton tilted my head to the side, examining the cut on my temple with
the darkest eyes that I’d ever seen.

Then he barked at Thane, “I want a full report on this incident within the
hour.”

He snatched both Didier and me by the arm and yanked us out of the
office in silence, while Croissant barked at our heels, confused.

In the ride back in the limo, Braxton tended to my wound with the



emergency first aid kit.

The bruise and cut were really only small, where the corner of the
phone’s case had caught my forehead.

Head wounds always bleed a lot.

Companions know this stuff, which rich Alphas don’t.

Braxton kept glancing at where my blood stained the tips of his elegant
fingers crimson and wrinkling his nose in distaste.

Yet he still slipped off his jacket to wrap around me, so that I could be
surrounded by his scent and comforted by it.

I was delighted, burrowing my nose in the collar and taking deep breaths.

Before he could stop him, Didier dived across the limo and burrowed his
nose in the jacket as well, glued to my side.

Although Braxton’s touch was gentle, as he tended to me, his movements
were jerky with rage.

He refused to even look at Didier like it was his fault that I’d been hurt.

There was a cold ball in my stomach.

What if he blamed Didier?

Trenton blamed Didier for everything that went wrong in King Hall.

What if Braxton did the same and punished Didier for this?

What if he sent him for more conditioning?

But Braxton made a promise. He’d never break it and do that, right?

Braxton spent the rest of the journey scrolling through his messages and
social media and making terse, emergency phone calls to the rest of the board
members.

Then he led us to his study and ordered us to wait, but that had been hours
ago.

I scrunch up my nose at the stuffy, papery smell of the study.

One entire wall is lined with antique leather-bound books, which I know
Braxton has never opened, even though I need to dust them every week. On
the other side, is a grand fireplace like every room has in this mansion.

The walls are painted a cool steel with a red ribbon around it for Didier to
use.

There are two striped armchairs either side of the fireplace, and a more
comfortable looking velvet, antique couch along the far wall. But there’s
nothing personal in the entire room. There are no trophies, medals, interesting
collector items, or even family photos.

It’s the lack of family photos, which is the saddest.



I wish that I had photographs of my parents.

But Braxton doesn’t have any up of his King pack.

He only has a framed certificate of his business degree and then stacks of
files and reports for a company that I know he hates running.

My stomach rumbles. It must be gone lunchtime, and we’ve missed it.

The scorching afternoon sun casts long shadows through the high arched
window with heavy burgundy drapes, which is behind the desk.

The window looks out over the traditional flower garden with sculpted
hedges and a gravel path, which leads down to the pool, pretty pool house
and tennis court, and in the distance, the blurry dark green haze of the forest
groves.

Where’s Braxton?

What the fuck is he doing?

Watching one of his boring sports games that go on for literally weeks
like cricket? Taking a relaxing bath? Having a wank?

Actually, with the way that Didier is playing with my hair, I could do
with a wank myself.

For years, maybe as far back as just after the crash, rage has simmered
through me just beneath my skin. It’s been a safer emotion than grief,
depression, or fear.

But now?

Fuck, I totally get Didier now.

From the moment that I’ve met him, he’s taken a savage joy in standing
up against authority, even if he’s been beaten down again for it. Nothing that
life has thrown at him has taken his spirit.

Knowing that we freed those kids to have a home and real family, even if
it means that our own lives are over, has filled me with something other than
rage.

It's an electric excitement.

Danger is spicy.

Didier leans closer, and his velvet voice is sultry in my ear, “What you
did today, mon amour, was the sexiest thing in the world. It made me harder
than I’ve ever been.”

I shiver, twisting in his hold to kiss along his jaw.

For the first time, I’'m glad of the rule that Croissant isn’t allowed in
Braxton’s study.

It’s not fair, but on the other hand, Croissant loves to chew things (and



has already chewed through Braxton’s files, couch cushions, and his
computer wires).

Didier’s breathing hitches. “You smell like sweet hope, rebellion, and
strength. It was such a thrill, non?”

He walks me backward.

I tap on the desk so that he knows we’ve reached it. “Such a fucking
thrill.”

“I am going to fuck you later.” Didier’s ocean eyes become hooded. “I
am going to use my tongue like you love. You’ll be so wet that you’ll be
begging, but I shan’t let you come, until my cock is buried in your pussy.
Then I’'m going to make you come so hard that you never wish for an Alpha’s
knot again.”

“Hell, yeah,” I breathe. “Please...”

“Begging already?” He teases.

I gasp, as he pushes me over the desk onto my back and cages me.

His eyes glint wildly.

My breath is coming in fast pants.

I can feel how hard he is through his jeans, as he grinds against me, biting
his lip.

“Or I could,” Didier says, checking in with me, “bend you over this desk
right now and then—"

“Do you mind awfully not dry humping over my desk?” Braxton’s
amused voice comes from the doorway. “I have some rather important
paperwork on there, and you’re crumpling it with your arse.”

Startled, Didier jumps.

Fuck, fuck, fuck.

Immediately, Didier scrambles to pull back from me, as always
protectively placing himself in front of me.

I push myself up from the table, grasping Didier’s hand in mine.

Whatever happens next will happen to us equally.

Just because Didier’s classed as a Reject doesn’t mean that I’ll let him
take more of the blame.

Enough of that happens already.

I gently tug at Didier, trying to pull him down to kneel like we’re meant
to be, although he resolutely refuses to, lifting his chin.

Brave idiot.

“Don’t.” Braxton sounds pained. “I didn’t mean to give you that



command. Well, I did. But I shouldn’t have given you that order and I’m glad
you ignored me. [ was being a knothead.”

I stare at him in shock. “You don’t say knothead. I’ve never heard you
say that in your life.”

He grimaces. “Indeed, I don’t. But you do, so I’m certain that’s what you
were calling me in your mind. A big knothead, right?”

I scowl, putting my hands on my hips. “Uh-huh. The biggest.”

Didier wrinkles his nose like he can’t believe that either of us are talking
to each other like this.

To be fair, I can’t believe it either.

Braxton’s lips twitch, as he swaggers closer. I fight to hold my moral high
ground, even as he towers over us.

Braxton’s strong scent of hot chocolate washes over me, and I’m
reassured that it’s soothing and rich, rather than bitter like it’d been before.

I only notice when he’s close, however, how exhausted he looks.

His hair is disheveled, and his purple tie is askew, as if he’s loosened it to
pull open his collar either because of the heat or frustration.

Possibly both.

My heart pangs because as much as I don’t regret what I’ve done, I do
regret the pressure and stress that Braxton is now under.

He perches on the desk, studying me in a way that makes me feel like he
can see right through me.

“I’m sorry that you missed lunch.” Braxton crosses his arms across his
strong chest. “You can go to the kitchen and get something soon. But first,
we have some things to discuss.”

Didier’s large eyes flutter in his pretend innocent look that would melt
most people’s hearts, but doesn’t work on Braxton because he’s known us for
too long. “Mon dieu, you would have us starve? We were attacked, that is all
there is to it. Will you interrogate the victims?”

Okay, now he’s laying it on too thick.

Braxton’s gaze darts to the thin cut on my temple. “Does it still hurt?”

“Not if I don’t touch it.”

“Then don’t touch it.”

“Ha-ha.” I lick my dry lips. “Will anything happen to Aaron?”

I bet that it doesn’t.

He’ll be protected by his dad. But maybe he’ll at least be fined and lose
his pocket money.



That’d be something, right?

I’d love it, if he ended up having to do his chores himself, now that his
Companions are gone.

At the mention of Aaron’s name, Braxton’s eyes blaze. “That little
bastard is as bad as his father or will be very soon, if nothing is done. He’s
currently taking a day trip to the Alpha Center to see where abusive Alphas
like him end up. I hope that the shock of that will at least change his behavior
out of fear alone.”

Wow, that’s so much better than him losing his pocket money.

“Please don’t sell him any more Companions,” Didier pleads.

Braxton gives Didier a long look. “More? Interesting how his
Companions, who are such timid things, chose today to run. In fact, it’s
interesting how many Companions appear to have either successfully escaped
and removed their trackers or been kidnapped in the last few months. It’s
almost like there’s some kind of organization behind it.”

“Oui, interesting,” Didier says, matching Braxton’s casual drawl.

Braxton narrows his eyes. “I have banned Aaron from ever being a
Guardian again. He was responsible for his Companions and he lost them.
That’s the official line.”

“And the unofficial line?” I ask.

Braxton’s shoulders slump, before he stands and rounds the desk.

I wish that I could tell him the truth.

If I do, however, it puts him in as much danger as I’'m in. As the Alpha
CEO of the company, he’d be guilty of fraud, terrorism, and disobeying his
Head Alpha.

He could be sent to the Alpha Center himself permanently on a Bad
Alpha course. He’d be locked up and never released.

They’d break him.

I couldn’t bear that to happen.

Plus, if he doesn’t side with us, then that endangers more than Didier and
me, it threatens every Companion on the server who trusts that safe space, as
well as the resistance itself.

I can’t risk it.

Braxton throws himself into the leather chair. “Unofficially? Do you
know how bad this looks for my company? I’ve spent the last hours that
you’ve been in here fighting to put out so many fires, I’'m amazed that I’m
not covered in ash. Of course, the trash media already has hold of this story.



That hack Beta, April Lavere, is running the story on every news outlet. My
least favorite headline is Knot My King: The Guide to Losing your
Companions and Kingdom.”

Didier chuckles. “Witty.”

Braxton slams his hand against the desk, and the sound echoes shockingly
loudly in the room.

Didier flinches.

“Do you have any idea what would happen to you, little Omega, if you
were suspected of being involved in this?” Braxton growls.

Staring at Braxton’s serious expression and how his hands are shaking, as
he tries to clasp them together on top of the desk, I realize that I've got it all
wrong.

Braxton wasn’t pale with rage earlier, when he grabbed Didier and me.

He’s not angry now.

He’s terrified.

Concerned for us.

I squeeze Didier’s hand because he’s trembling. He can’t see the same
cues that I can.

“Brax isn’t cross with us. Smell his scent, Didi,” I say.

Didier breathes in deeply and then visibly relaxes.

Braxton blanches. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to scare you. I was furious
earlier, but not at you, at the brat who’d dared to lay a hand...or phone...on
you. And at myself for allowing it to happen, when I’m meant to protect you.
I’d hate myself, if I thought that I’d broken the promise, which I made to you
when I first brought you here.”

Didier and I both reach to adjust our collars.

There’s a reason that we hide our backs and our scars from Braxton.

Neither of us want to hurt Braxton, as much as he’s never hurt us.

It’d break him as surely as the Bad Alpha Center to know what happens
under his own roof.

Sometimes, secrets are painful but they can also protect more than the
truth.

Braxton’s expression gentles. “It killed me to see you covered in blood
like...”

“Carrie,” 1 offer.

Braxton’s tight expression eases even further. “I have to admit that it was
quite dramatic.”



“Perhaps, she enjoys bathing in blood.” Didier gives one of those grins
that Trenton calls insolent, but I call hot. “Mais oui, I know — what if she
could be the first Omega Dexter! That show would have been better if that
had been the twist.”

“There is going to be an internal company investigation into the
Companions who ran today,” Braxton’s voice has become cold and distant
again. Perhaps, referencing Dexter was a mistake. “Also, a police one. It may
fascinate you to know that I had a knot shrinking presidential phone call,
where the President himself demanded that I explain myself.”

Shit.

I freeze, leaning closer to Didier.

My pulse roars in my ears. I struggle hard to remain standing.

We’re royally fucked.

Well, T guess we were from the moment that we were selected by the
Kings.

“President?” Didier says, coolly. “It is so kind that he takes the time to
care about kidnapped Companions. I thought that we were invisible to Alphas
like him.”

“Didi,” urgently, I poke him in the side.

Silence.

Braxton leans forward on the table, signaling the move to gain Didier’s
attention by rustling the papers there. “I’m tempted to put you over my knee,
my little Omega. Because if you ever talk like that in front of anyone but me,
you will be at the very least given back to Trenton for further conditioning.”
Didier flinches. “Here is the story — truth — you were in the office today
being watched over by my PA because I keep you close to me for safety. You
were attacked by Aaron, who was so distracted by his tantrum that he lost
control of his Companions. They ran in fear from him because he was
attacking them.”

Braxton's created a narrative to protect us.

Does he know that we’re involved or is he making sure that no one can
even suspect it?

“As you say,” Didier smoothly replies.

Braxton fixes me with his piercing gaze. “You were whispering with the
triplets. What did you speak about?”

I swallow; my breathing is ragged. “How they were terrified that Aaron
was going to kill them.”



And it’s not even a lie.

Braxton inhales sharply. “No wonder they took the opportunity to run.
Well, as you’re my wards, I can write your witness statements for you. Shall I
say that was said to you, while you’d been ordered to stand in the corner (and
I’m afraid that Mildred was quite explicit about your misbehavior), then in
the ensuing mayhem, which was caused by Aaron’s escalating violence, you
didn’t see the Companions escape?”

He's covering for us.

Didier and I nod.

Why is Braxton lying or at least, bending the truth, to the press, police,
and even the President?

He’s also deliberately not asking us the tough questions like he doesn’t
want to know.

He’s doing this for his two Companions, who shouldn’t mean more to
him than servants. Only, he’s never treated us like he was meant to. He’s
always acted like we’re his best friends.

Pack.

Yet we can’t ever be his real pack bonds, and that tears me up inside.

Braxton’s gaze slides from mine, and he looks unsure for the first time.
“If anyone thought that you had any involvement in what happened today, the
consequences would be dire. Jewel, you could be marked as rebellious and
become a Rej2. They could take you from me, sending you back to the adult
wing of the Companion House in the Institute to train you, before putting you
up on an online overseas auction.” He looks troubled. “I can’t currently stop
this practice but I’ve been trying, ever since I became CEO. It’s what I was
fighting with Hatcher over in that meeting. Do you have any concept what
the type of pack who buys an Omega in an auction like that would do to
you?”

I shudder.

I don’t.

And I never want to find out.

I can tell by Braxton’s haunted expression that he knows but then, he’s
from England. He knows how Omegas are treated over there. His mom was
an Omega, and I bet that it wasn’t all nuzzling, purring, and sweet nest
building for her.

“Our Guardian needs us for a moment,” I murmur to Didier.

He nods, and I guide him by the hand to Braxton.



Braxton looks at us, uncertain.

I round the desk, leading Didier with me. Then I let go of his hand and
reach to adjust Braxton’s tie.

When Braxton was younger and I tutored him, I’d often do up his tie,
smarten his suit, or help him clean the smeared ink from his fingers after our
study sessions.

It’s familiar and calming.

I do up his collar, pulling it straight.

For the first time since he’s entered the room, Braxton relaxes.

Didier feels around to the back of the chair, tracing his way over the
leather. Then his nimble fingers massage Braxton’s shoulders.

Braxton sighs

He needs this because I’m responsible for the unexpected shit show,
which he finds himself in the middle of. He deserves it because he’s spent
hours, saving my ass.

My stomach swoops, and my fingers falter.

Fuck, I’m falling for the enemy of the resistance.

A Traditional and my Guardian.

But he doesn’t feel like my enemy.

He feels like my best friend who even now is thinking of how to protect
me above everything, even his career and reputation.

Braxton shifts in his seat. “Wonderful as this feels, you may both stop
your kind attentions, when you hear what I’ve ordered.”

I freeze but force myself not to stop stroking up and down his tie in a way
that I know he loves, even though he’ll never admit it.

Even as I know that he’ll never admit that he chooses violet ties in
solidarity with the violet on our uniforms, rather than to match with his
company logo.

Plus, how he’ll never admit that over the years, he’s deliberately lost
items of clothing around the mansion, so that Didier can steal them and add
them to our nest in the bare Companion Wing.

Didier loves scents, especially Braxton’s.

Before he had Braxton’s first lost tie to sleep with around his neck,
snuggled in the scent, Didier struggled to sleep through his nightmares.

Now, he’s safe in his scent every night, and so am 1.

Didier increases the pressure of his massage into the knots in Braxton’s
shoulders, and Braxton almost hides his wince. “What have you ordered?”



“Since it appears that someone is kidnapping all these innocent
Companions,” he says (I’m not sure how he keeps a straight face), “I’ve been
forced to issue a countrywide stay-at-home order for all Companions for the
next two weeks.”

My eyes widen.

He’s confining us to King Hall? We can’t leave at all?

“House arrest,” Didier mutters.

“Just during the initial investigation.” Braxton reaches up to tap Didier’s
hand. “Don’t you think that you’re getting off easy?”

“We didn’t run.” Didier’s mouth twists. “As you said, there was chaos.
We could have done.”

Braxton opens his mouth and then shuts it like he wants to say something
but doesn’t know how to form the words. “You didn’t.”

He looks to be thinking hard as he glances between us.

I want to cup his stubbled cheek like I would Didier and tell him that he’s
our friend.

That we’d take him as our lover too.

That despite convention, tradition, and stigma, he’s my pack as well.

But I can’t.

It’s wrecking me to keep the words inside.

Is that why he’s struggling as well?

“Will you leave me?” Braxton’s expression is raw and vulnerable. “I
mean, would you, if you had the chance?”

“Never,” Didier declares without even hesitating. “You smell too
delicious.”

Braxton smiles, but his gaze is firmly fixed on me.

I take a step back. “There, you’re smart again.”

Braxton’s smile wavers. “I see.”

His expression shutters, but he can’t hide the pain fast enough.

“How could I abandon the Alpha who wanted me and has always made
me feel wanted?” I hurry to say. Braxton raises his chin, smiling in that
gorgeous way of his with a hint of canine that makes my stomach fluttery.
“Aren’t we friends? Plus, if I wasn’t here, who’d be left to talk about smutty
romance novels with you?”

He looks mock affronted. “As if an Alpha of my standing would read
smut.”

“The entire collection of Alpha smut hidden on a special shelf in your



library with so many interesting knots that it makes even me blush —
pierced, double, ridged, and vibrating — would say different.”

I want to make Braxton blush, but he only sprawls in his chair and winks.
“So, you read them all too then. Was any particular knot your favorite? I
could always get you a toy like that. I don’t want you to say that I’m not
meeting your needs.”

“Shameless.” Didier gasps, before adding, “What about my needs?”

“When I walked in those looked well taken care of by Jewel, but if you
want a fun toy, you only need to tell me.” Braxton gives Didier an assessing
look. “Would you enjoy taking a knot as well?”

I flush. What does he mean?

Didier instantly stops his massage.

“Since I don’t get heats, as you know, that was cruel,” Didier’s voice is
icy. “You say that you’re not angry, but words can hurt far more than the lash
of a whip.”

Concerned, I look at how still Didier has become. His beautiful face is no
more than a mask.

He’s registered as a NH, Non-heat: medically incapable of getting heats.

He’s also infertile.

It’s a side effect of the disease, which is commonly known as Omega
Blindness.

But then, I’'m a Non-heat as well.

“All right, can we please take it as read that I’'m truly bad with words and
am so exhausted that for the last week, I’ve only been functioning on black
coffee and willpower alone?” Braxton ducks his head, avoiding both our
gazes.

What had he been trying to ask Didier?

“Is that an apology?” Didier demands.

Fuck, if Gibson or anyone at Companion House could hear how Didier is
talking to our Alpha, they’d beat him senseless.

Braxton is as much a badass Alpha, however, as we’re badass
Companions.

He breaks all the normal rules.

“I’m sorry,” Braxton replies. “But you can take a knot outside a heat,
right? Not that I’m saying you should or... Christ, just ignore me. I truly have
no game, do 1?”

Game?



Shocked, I stiffen at the same time as Didier does.

Is Braxton flirting with us in a Hugh Grant ineffectually English way?

Before I can ask, however, Braxton shuffles the papers on his desk more
as a way to have something to do with his hands and distract himself from
how epically he’s just crashed and burned.

Then he continues in a business like tone, “Anyway, you’ll be happy to
know that I’ll be suffering right along with you over the two weeks. Since
these escapes have been happening on my watch (and this time, literally from
my outer office, while I was theoretically present), the board has thought it
prudent that I keep a low profile. My King name is not precisely helping the
company or inspiring confidence right now. So, I’'ll be staying in King Hall
with you. Won’t it be nice to spend some time together?”

Guilt crawls up my throat. “They suspended you.”

“Not officially.”

Didier cocks his head, and his hair tumbles across his face. “They did not
want it to seem so bad as a suspension. Let me guess, they strongly suggested
that you take some leave. You’ve not taken any of it, after all, since you
started there, huh?”

“Precisely.” Braxton runs his hand through his hair, mussing it. “Plus, for
the first time, we shall be joined in King Hall by a Beta.”

My heart leaps into my throat. I don’t know that I’ve stumbled back a
step, until Braxton is reaching for me in alarm.

Braxton’s courting a Beta.

Does he want to bond with her?

Will she become the new mistress of King Hall?

This is the day that I’ve feared, since I was brought here.

Being Braxton’s Companion over the years has mainly consisted of
helping him with his work, while stealing sneaky sniffs of his tie as I adjusted
it, or debating just how big of an Alphahole a hero could be in a romance
novel, before he became irredeemable.

Surprisingly, Braxton’s far less tolerant of book boyfriend Alphaholes
than I am.

“Is your spirit animal a bull?” Braxton would mutter. “Usually, you
shouldn’t charge toward people who are walking red flags.”

“So, what’s your spirit animal?”

“A wolf.”

“Wait, don’t you think that’s a...?"



“Red flag, of course. But then, you’re a bull.”

Only, he’s not. And we both know it.

Yet the moment that Braxton bonds with someone from posh society,
whether they’re an Alpha, Beta, or Omega, creating his own pack around
him, they’ll have authority over Didier and me.

We’ll have to follow their commands.

Every Companion dreads the day that they stop being the Guardians’ toys
and are put in their place as an entire pack’s servants.

I’ve heard the fucking horror stories.

To be fair, I didn’t think that Braxton would wait six years to bond.

I can’t blame him for this. He hasn’t had someone like I’ve had Didier.

He’s been alone, and I don’t want him to be lonely forever.

I only want him to be happy and feel loved.

I can’t stop my hands from clenching at my sides, however, because I
know like a jolt of agonizing lightning through me that I want and need him.

I want it to be me who makes him feel loved.

But I can never have him.

Braxton leans forward. “What’s spooked you?” Then he glances around
at Didier, who’s snatched his hands away from Braxton’s shoulders like he’s
been burned. “And you as well, little Omega? I know that we’re rather stuck
in our ways here, and it’ll take a bit of adjustment, but this whole incident has
made me realize that we need a higher level of protection. Father has been on
at me to get a personal bodyguard for years. This was the last straw. Now, I
can legitimately argue that it needs to be a twenty-four seven live-in one, who
can be based here in King Hall. I’ll be assigning the Beta, who is called
Matthew, to guard you, when he’s not with me off the estate. His file also
says that he enjoys gardening and personal training. He’s strong, so I'm
certain that he can help you with the more stenuous chores.”

“He’s a Companion,” I breathe.

Everything falls into place.

Only Braxton could talk about a Companion so casually like he wasn’t a
ward at all but a normal employee.

Braxton glances between us. “Did I not say that?”

Didier leans his elbows on the back of the chair, smiling. “Non, you most
certainly did not. But why do we need a new Companion? I have always
protected my Jewel.”

“This is not up for debate,” Braxton’s tone becomes harder. “Matthew is



excellent at his job and trained by the best. He’s a year younger than you. He
was trained to be a college Companion because he was a top athlete and has
outstanding ability as a hockey player. Yet he also needed to be a personal
bodyguard because of his ex-ward’s celebrity father.”

I perk up. “Who was it? A movie star? Senator? Retired NHL player?”

“You know that I can’t share that information. Don’t pester Matthew for
it either. I imagine that it’s traumatic to be raised from childhood in one
family and then sold to another, when you’re considered surplus to
requirements.”

“I have no idea how that would feel.” Didier’s expression is shuttered.
“Rejected by the people who raised you, when you’re no longer wanted. How
could I possibly empathize?”

Braxton’s expression gentles. “So, you’ll be kind to Matthew then. He
has the best scores and credentials. I was checking him out and then
interviewing him over the phone this morning as well, arranging for his
transfer here this evening. He’s only been in the adult wing of Companion
House for a couple of weeks, and I’d prefer that he not stay there for a day
longer than necessary.”

Me too.

I’d prefer that no one stay there at all.

“Ah, a new friend for us.” Didier leans against the window, and the sun
halos around him, making his skin glow, until he looks ethereal. “What fun
we shall all have together this summer.”

We’ll have two weeks forced together in King Hall.

We’ve never had that before.

Excitement thrums through me because I love that we’ll have this time,
but there’s an edge of fear as well because it’s going to be harder to hide my
secret.

Is Braxton truly going to let his own investigation into the escapees go
and make sure that we’re safe?

Or is he intending to use this time to find out the truth?

“Fun?” A nasal voice sneers from the doorway. “A playboy like you
always thinks with your knot. I know your type, Brax, and I know exactly the
type of fun that you want. I don’t care what kind of a whore you are in your
free time, but when it impacts on the business that this family has spent
generations building with their blood, sweat, and tears, then I do have a
fucking problem.”



Trenton prowls into the study.

He’s a decade older than Braxton. He’s dressed in a black business suit
with a flamboyant yellow waistcoat. He has oily brunette hair, which is swept
into a neat side parting.

He’d be good looking in a charming way with his too white teeth and his
hazel eyes, if he didn’t look disgusted all the time.

Plus, if I didn’t know that he’s a sadistic psychopath.

Instantly, Didier and I clasp our hands behind our backs and drop our
gazes.

We know how to behave around Trenton. He believes in every word that
the training manuals say about conditioning obedient Companions like
they’re Gospel.

Braxton turns to face Trenton, steepling his hands on the surface of the
table with what looks to be an extreme effort of will power. “Trenton, always
a pleasure.”

“Brax, never one.” Trenton throws himself down on the armchair by the
fireplace, lounging his legs over one of the arms like it’s his study. “You
know, I believed that King Hall would be mine one day. Dad always said that
it would be. We never thought that your English branch of the family would
show their faces back in America, but here you are, fucking everything up. I
love this country, but do you even care how many American jobs are at stake
if you fuck this up? How many families are terrified right now that something
will happen to their traditional right to a Companion?”

“Well, as an Englishman, I can’t be against tradition, surely.” Braxton’s
expression is so blank that even I can’t tell if that’s sarcasm.

Trenton glares at him, assessing. “The King name used to mean
something. Kings of industry. Kings of society. Kings of fucking Virginia.”

Braxton quirks his brow. “Kings of industry who are fucking all of
Virginian society...? My word.”

Now I know that he’s taking the piss.

Didier is unable to stifle his chuckle, and Braxton pushes his chair back to
snatch him by the hand.

Trenton follows his movement with narrowed eyes. “Do you think that
I’m dumb? You’re the idiot who can’t read worth a damn, not me.” Braxton
flinches. I bare my teeth. The asshole. “It’s clear to me that you’re rutting
your Companions, although it can’t be that satisfying, when they have no
slick between them...”



Didier becomes ashen, and I whine.

Braxton stands up; he’s shaking. “Get out.”

Trenton looks shocked. “What?”

“I said,” Braxton leans on his desk, darkly dominant, “get up out of that
chair and walk out of here, before you’re unable to walk.”

Trenton gives a bark of laughter. “Well, that’s all the proof that I need.
You’re soft on your Companions, Brax, and you’re making bad business
decisions because of it. Can’t you see that I’'m trying to help you? If you
don’t stop this, there’ll be no business left to run. Have you seen the stock
price? We’re in freefall. The board members won’t stand for this much
longer.”

“Fuck the board members.”

“You won’t get your treasured changes to the company through without
them.”

“Why are you still sitting there?” Braxton’s muscles bunch, as he vaults
over the desk, scattering his neat papers. Trenton shrinks back but still
doesn’t stand. “I can’t throw you out of King Hall, but by God, you will leave
my study.”

Braxton snatches Trenton by the tie, yanking him to his feet.

“Okay, okay,” Trenton gasps.

“First, you’ll apologize.”

Trenton rolls his eyes. “You know me, your father values me because I
call you and everybody else out on their bullshit. It’s what I do.”

“And what I do is stop anyone from hurting those under my protection.
I’'m a big boy. If you want to throw insults at me, then go ahead. But don’t
you dare attack anyone else in this household with slurs. So, apologize, or I’1l
wreck you.”

Trenton’s gaze darts to Didier and me.

I can see in Trenton’s darkening expression that as soon as he gets us
alone, he’s going to make us pay for this humiliation.

Only, Braxton has no idea about that.

My heart hammers in my chest.

“I’m sorry for my inappropriate insinuations.” Trenton’s jaw clenches.

“And...?”

“Hurting the feelings of your wards...?” Trenton says like he’s never
apologized before, which is possibly true.

I can’t stop the slow grin from spreading across my face. It’s the best



feeling to finally have Trenton forced to apologize.

Who cares if he means it? He may make us suffer for it in the future, but
right now, I’m basking in the moment.

Braxton pushes Trenton away, wiping his hands together like he wants to
get the scent of him off his skin. “Now, get out.”

Trenton storms to the door but then, turns back. “You think that you’re so
much better than me. But you’re not. You’re not even respected in the
company. Did you know that all the other board members are laughing at
you? Hatcher’s been blocking your changes for months. They’ve been giving
you busy work to distract you like you’re a kid.”

Braxton looks like he’s been slapped. “I don’t believe you.”

“I told you, I call it like it is.” Trenton smiles, smugly. “Give up on trying
to be a leader. Some Alphas just aren’t born to be one. Fuck your
Companions for all I care but marry a proper Omega and breed a couple of
strong Alpha kids to continue the King name. Perhaps, one of them won’t be
a disappointment like you are. Why do you think your own dad abandoned
you where you couldn’t embarrass his political career in England? And here
in America, you’ve been working your poor little heart out for years to
change the Companion institution. Yet the system is never going to change.”

How can he talk to Braxton like that? Say such cruel things?

Has Braxton truly been working himself half to death to change the
system?

Has he been doing the same as Didier and me but from the inside?

“It will change,” Braxton says with an intensity that takes away my
breath. “I swear on my life that it will.”

“Your life?” Trenton whistles. “You have some big cajones to stake that.
I warn you, I’'m only giving you these two weeks to get the business back
under control and that’s the share price, board, and the whole Companions
going missing thing. You’d better get your own Companions behaving as
well. If you don’t, then I’ll contact your father and report back on everything.
What do you think he’ll do as Head Alpha to both your Companions and you,
when he learns what a car crash you’ve made of your lives here? I'm
guessing that then you’ll be the ones who are wrecked.”



CHAPTER 6

Companion Wing, King Hall

(I balance the open laptop on my bare knee, studying the screen.

I’'m naked because it’s far too hot for pajamas in the heat of the

summer night.

I click through the Caged Companion, searching for clues that any of the
resistance members have been arrested or worse.

At the moment, on the server there’s a mix of widespread panic about the
stay-at-home order and a sort of holiday mood from the older Companions
that they’ll get a break from going into college or work with their Alphas.

So, a silver lining.

I breathe in deeply, loving the way that our tiny attic bedroom in the
Companion Wing smells o