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TAKING WHAT’S HIS

Omega Securities. We protect your purity...for a price.

Omega wolf Freddie has done everything by the book. He’s meek, submissive, a domestic god—but that’s not the real him. His current fiancé and mate-to-be thinks he’s unmanageable, a menace to society, flawed. When he’s given a new bodyguard from Omega Securities, Freddie thinks his life takes a turn for the worse. But it’s the exact opposite. 

Curtis is dominant, fearsome, a real Alpha male. Freddie has experienced lukewarm interest from his fiancé, but what Curtis offers is something else—love hot enough to burn. 

Freddie’s engaged. Curtis is in it for the cash. Once the lies come down, both men need to admit the fire between them is real. Shifters mate for life and Curtis intends to make this Omega his, no matter the cost. 

Get freebies and updates on Jane’s new releases (no spam), subscribe to:

https://tinyletter.com/authorjaneperky
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​Chapter One 


[image: ]




The ring was unique. Freddie stared and marveled at it for hours. It was a work of art and a sign of Trenton Gates’ undying love to him. The fourteen-carat white-gold wedding band was studded with five exquisite diamonds, to celebrate the number of years they’d been together. According to his online research, this ring was worth a tiny fortune. He’d checked. 

That didn’t make him materialistic or vain, contrary to what most people believed. He’d been engaged to Trenton Gates the moment he was born. Some say he was born for Trenton. Frederick “Freddie” Stevens wasn’t just any Omega, but the son of one of the most powerful Alphas in the country. Most Omegas dreaded arranged marriages. 

Freddie had known Trenton since they were kids, known from the start that Trenton was his mate. Recently, Trenton was on the cover of Alpha Quarterly, the shifters’ version of GQ and Trenton’s company was now on the Fortune 500 list. But his Alpha mate wasn’t anyone’s eligible bachelor. 

Trenton was all his. Freddie couldn’t ask for anything or anyone else. Sure, Trenton had his flaws. For instance, if not for the ring, Trenton nearly drove him up the wall. Trenton wanted Freddie to be on his best behavior tonight. They were going to some charity gala for some cause or another. Freddie cared about giving to the less fortunate, but in his opinion the giving didn’t need to be advertised so much.

His best friend Sammy thought Trenton was pretentious as fuck, but Sammy had no right to judge. 

“Freddie, are you listening?” Trenton’s cultured voice finally brought him back to reality. 

Right. He wasn’t back at their penthouse suite. Freddie couldn’t just lie in bed and hold up his ring finger to the light and admire it. God knew he wanted to be in bed. Maybe he could persuade Trenton to make sweet love to him. 

This time for sure, he’d feel something...except sex seemed to be far away from Trenton’s mind.

The Alpha looked at him expectantly. He hated it when Trenton did that.

“I know.” He blew out a breath. “I know how important this event is to you, babe.”

He bit his lip when Trenton wagged a finger at him.

Christ. He got annoyed when Trenton did that too, treated him like some unruly werewolf pup in need of discipline.

“No nicknames. Call me Alpha or by my name. There will be important people there, Fred. People I need to make deals with.”

Fred. Geez, Trenton must be seriously displeased with him. The Alpha knew how much Freddie hated to be called that. His father called him Fred. When he wanted to call his mate Trent, Trenton got all mad too.

“I know,” he said. 

What could he do to appease Trenton? 

At this rate, he wasn’t getting any action after the tiring gala. Freddie could sure use the sex. When was the last time they made love? He racked at his brains. It must be a month now. 

Didn’t Trenton know Omegas needed constant touch and affection from their mates? 

Besides, how was Freddie going to get pregnant at this rate?

Trenton told him to wait, but he wanted it all—the mate package. Home. Kids. The works. A life of luxury didn’t hurt. 

Freddie didn’t do well with patience. He’d been waiting for years for Trenton to get with the program. When he was fifteen and Trenton was eighteen, the Alpha said he’d take Freddie’s V-card on his twenty-first birthday. After passing twenty-one, Trenton told him they’d get married when he turned twenty-three.

He had just passed his twenty-third birthday a month ago.

Okay, the ring appeased him, but he hoped Trenton knew he was done waiting.

“Look.” Trenton patted his arm like he was a small pup or pet that needed comfort. “Most of the folks there won’t understand your quirks; just behave like what you’ve been taught.”

The mention of the lessons Freddie underwent over the past week made him silently seethe. It was all for the sake of love, he reminded him. He took those so-called Omega Lessons because it was important to Trenton.

According to his father, Freddie would never get a mate with his attitude. Omegas were expected to be submissive, be good at cooking, cleaning, and satisfying the needs of their mate. Freddie sure as hell couldn’t cook, much less know how to use a broomstick. At the very least, he knew the art of love. 

He didn’t know how Trenton ever put up with him. Freddie might be submissive in the bedroom, but he couldn’t be submissive all the time. 

Heck, he was a person too. Not some well-trained blow-up doll. That was the popular opinion among conceited Alphas and other dominant wolves. That Omegas somehow came from the assembly line.

So he agreed to learn lessons from a veteran Omega. Endure all those long hours learning to be a rag doll.

“Don’t worry. I’ll play my part.”

Trenton must have heard the sullenness in his tone, because the Alpha brushed the hair off his face. 

“I know it’s hard, but bear with it a little longer. Once we get home, I’ll reward you, okay?” Trenton asked with a smile. 

Even his mate’s smile was pinched—telling him he couldn’t screw up tonight.

The limo stopped. The driver announced they were there. Being engaged to a billionaire werewolf Alpha taught him a number of things. For one, he had a public and private mask. Tonight, Freddie was all smiles. They got out of the limo, with his arm wrapped around Trenton’s.

They smiled at the flashing cameras, ignored the media shooting questions at them, mostly about the wedding.

Finally, they entered the double doors to the gala. Like most of the events they attended, this one was styled over the top and the same insufferable pricks and bitches circled around each other like vultures. Back when he was younger, Freddie imagined something much simpler.

A simple home. Weekends at the park. Movie nights. 

That sort of thing. 

They waded through the crowd. Trenton indulged in certain conversations which bored Freddie out of his mind. He opened his mouth once or twice, but Trenton put a finger to his lips.

“Let me do all the talking,” Trenton murmured against his ear. 

The Alpha gave him a kiss on the top of his head—treating him like a child and not for the first time that evening either. 
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