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        NEVE

      

      

      I’d always heard the rumors of alpha stamina, but I’d never really believed them. The tales said that alphas could go all day and all night, fucking for hours without flagging and leaving any woman in their bed utterly exhausted. They were said to be insatiable, especially when in rut, and that only an omega in heat could match them.

      Which made sense, I guess. An alpha’s rut was the counterpart to an omega’s heat, so it made sense the two would be complementary and run the same amount of time and intensity.

      I hadn’t experienced a rut. Thankfully. As a beta I’d never have survived it. Even having the utter and undivided attention of two highly sexed alphas had left me with weak knees and sore in some very pleasant places.

      I sighed as I looked at myself in the mirror. I was a fucking mess. I’d managed to get the sheath dress back into place, but my underwear was toast so I was naked beneath it. Paper towels had taken care of most of the... evidence of our little assignation in the boardroom. My hair was a bird’s nest, though, my make-up smeared and worse, I could actually smell myself.

      Not in a not showered in a couple of days, disgusting kind of way, but I could smell lilac mixed with earth and the ocean. All our scents combined. And if I, as a beta, could smell that... could smell what we’d been up to, I was damn sure the rest of the alpha staff could as well.

      Not that I was ashamed of it. We were all consenting adults, and even though I was a beta no rule or law said I couldn’t have a relationship with two alphas. It was more an unwritten, societal thing. Dynamics kept to their own dynamics. Or rather betas kept to betas. Alphas did whatever the hell they wanted until their omega was assigned to them.

      But I didn’t care about what people said. Mason and Dante were good to me, good for me. And while I’d never have imagined myself with two alphas younger than I was, I wasn’t complaining. It was too early for the L word, but I was more than half sure I was falling for both of them.

      Grimacing to myself, I rooted around in my bag for my perfume and sprayed until the air around me was thick, cloying with the fog of sandalwood, jasmine, and rose. I ensured it was overpowering enough to drown out the lilac. Sighing to myself, I set about putting my appearance to rights in the mirror. The thick curls of my hair meant that any kind of style was a lost cause, so I made do with just making it look less like a bird’s nest and fixed up my make-up.

      Just as I was finishing and looked a little bit more human, the sound of raised voices through the thick doors of the ladies’ restroom caught my attention. Stuffing everything back in my purse, I emerged onto the main floor.

      What I found there was a scene out of a nightmare. Six large alphas dressed in black combats crowded around the door to the CEO’s office, stinking the air up with their thick, aggressive alpha scents. I hurried their way, my steps silent on the plush carpet, as concern threaded its way down my spine. The last time I’d seen a squad of Alpha Council officers like this was when they were throwing me out of my home. To say I was not a fan was the understatement of the century.

      The crowd parted a little, allowing me to see the two tall figures at the center. My breath caught in my throat as ice replaced the concern threading down my spine. Mason and Dante were both in cuffs, being herded out by the Alpha Council officers. I cried out their names, hurrying forward.

      “What the hell are you doing? Leave them alone!” I demanded as I threw myself in front of the alpha leading the squad, stopping him in his tracks.

      He looked me up and down, his nostrils flaring, and then his lip curled back.

      “Out of the way, beta slut,” he snarled and shoved me to the side.

      “Get your fucking hands off her!” Mason gave a vicious snarl, breaking away from the two alphas that held him to body slam the lead alpha out of the way, away from me.

      I staggered backward, right into a solid body. Large hands closed around my upper arms and I gasped as I looked up over my shoulder. Bane didn’t look down at me, but his grip tightened fractionally in a silent warning to stay in place as his deep chocolate and cinnamon scent surrounded me. It wasn’t as comforting as my alphas’ scents but infinitely better than the discordant cacophony rising from the Alpha Council squad—a mixture of bubblegum, petrol, burnt wood and other odors I couldn’t identify. They overwhelmed and made me feel sick to my stomach.

      “What’s going on?” I whispered up to him, wanting nothing more than to run into my alphas’ arms. The slightest movement, though, and Bane’s hands tightened even more. Looking at the Alpha Council officers, I knew I wasn’t getting anywhere near them.

      “We—”

      “These officers have arrest warrants for us,” Dante cut in, his deep voice vibrating with alpha compulsion.

      All the alphas in the group straightened up, tension in their shoulders. I hid my smirk. The alpha assholes had been out alpha’d and they knew it. The sour expression on the leader’s face said it all as he yanked on Mason’s cuffs, hauling him upright.

      “Apparently, we are charged with actual bodily harm of another alpha’s property.” I bit back my whimper, pressing my thighs together as my body reacted automatically to his dominance. Nostrils flared but none of the alphas dared look at me, not with Bane glaring at them the way he was.

      “You said that before,” Bane’s voice was just this side of a growl. “As the Conrahans’ legal representative here, you are legally obliged to inform me and my clients about what property they are accused of damaging.”

      Oh, Bane was good. Very good. I saw the flash of anger in the lead officer’s eyes as the big alpha caught him out. Irritation in his movements, he reached into his inner pocket and withdrew what I assumed was the warrant for Mason’s and Dante’s arrests. He snapped it open with a huff.

      “Mason and Dante Conrahan are charged with the actual bodily harm of the property of Alpha Robert Sinclair. The property is listed as Robert Sinclair’s omega wife, Neve Sinclair.”

      “Me? That’s bullshit!” I exploded, hardly able to believe what I was hearing.

      Bane’s grip tightened on my arm and he shoved me behind him.

      The lead officer’s gaze narrowed on me and he stepped forward. “We’re going to need to take the omega into custody as well.”

      Bane’s shoulders seemed to get wider as he faced off with the alpha officer.

      “What omega?” he growled, his deep voice even darker and more dangerous than Dante’s had been. Fucking hell, what was ASC feeding these guys… pure freaking testosterone?

      “You said it yourself,” he pointed out. “She’s a beta, and as such doesn’t come under this warrant.”

      I held my breath, a thin thread of hope rolling through my veins. I wasn’t an omega, and I didn’t belong to Robert, but if he’d listed me as such and these assholes managed to process me as one, I could kiss all my rights goodbye. I didn’t know which judge Robert had bribed to get me listed as an omega, but he had to have done something. The fucking snake.

      The alpha looked around Bane, directly at me.

      “Are you Mrs. Neve Sinclair, wife of Alpha Robert Sinclair?” he demanded.

      I lifted my chin, meeting his look of challenge with one of my own, something no omega would have been able to do. “No. I’m Neve Clark. And I’ve never been married to Alpha Robert Sinclair.”

      He continued looking at me for the longest moment, and I could see the need in his eyes to call me a liar and drag me off in cuffs like my alphas. The only thing that stopped him was the guarding presence of Bane in front of me, and the rest of the ASC  alphas crowding into the corridor behind me. I saw the moment he realized that if he was going to try and haul me off, he’d have a helluva fight on his hands.

      “Okay, lads, we got what we came for. Let’s go,” he said and the group moved, surrounding Mason and Dante as they hustled the two toward the elevator. Mason winked at me as they passed while Dante exchanged a look with Bane. I didn’t need to be an alpha to decode that look, especially when Bane nodded.

      He’d been told to look after me. And he didn’t move, standing guard in front of me until the doors of the elevator had slid shut behind the Alpha Council squad. Then he turned and looked down at me, a frown on his face.

      “I thought you were divorced? So technically you have been married to Robert Sinclair.”

      I shrugged.

      “Apparently not. He had the marriage annulled because he’s now an alpha and I’m a beta. So legally, we were never married. It never happened.”

      I held his gaze, challenging him to contradict my understanding of the law. Perhaps a little unwise given that he was a lawyer, but then an impressed look washed over his face.

      “When this is over, I’m getting you moved to legal. I could do with a mind like yours. Now come on. Let’s go spring those two assholes from jail.” He smiled as he ushered me toward the elevator and called for the car.

      My cell phone jangled in my purse as the doors opened in front of us. Rooting around, I pulled it free and smiled as I recognized the number on the screen. My son. Cameron.

      “Hey, love. Are you okay?”

      
        
        MASON

      

      

      

      The journey to the station happened in silence. Dante and I sat opposite each other, holding each other’s gaze and unmoving. An oppressive, dangerous silence swirled around the back of the police truck, making the alpha goons with us twitchy. Several began stroking their triggers.

      My lips twitched in amusement. They might as well get their cocks out and jerk themselves off because neither action was likely to intimidate us. Not with the places we’d been and the things we’d seen. Stuff these rent-a-cops had no idea about.

      I should be thinking about Neve, worrying about her, but I couldn’t. Not and maintain my focus on what the hell was going on here. I needed to maintain operational awareness, so I had to push down thoughts of my pretty little beta to the back of my mind. Even if the sex between the three of us in the boardroom had been the hottest thing I’d ever experienced. Even if I was riding close to the edge, needing to get out of here and back to her. Needing to protect her. The drive was almost overwhelming and one look over at Dante told me that my pair was riding closer to the edge than I’d ever seen him.

      I pinched my lips together, telling myself that Bane would look after her. The big alpha was ex-special forces, just like us, and a powerful alpha. He would make sure nobody hurt her until we got back. It was enough, just. Okay, maybe not at all, but I was managing to hang on to my sanity. The fact that I was... We were… displaying all the traits of bonded alphas gave me pause. But I shook my head, dismissing the idea. Not only was Neve not an omega but we hadn’t bitten her either... There was no bond. There could be no bond. It was just wishful thinking.

      “Not chatty then, lads?” The head asshole leaned forward to grin. “Come on. You can level with us. What was it like fucking that omega?”

      I glared at him, keeping half an eye on Dante. He was a powder keg ready to explode.

      “Leave it.”

      “Come on…” alpha dickhead leaned back against the metal wall. His name tag said “Asher.” “Don’t be like that. She looked like a right sweet piece. I don’t blame you hitting that up.”

      Dante’s growl started so low even I wasn’t sure I’d heard it at first. Then it swelled, an ominous and menacing sound, like a predator was trapped in the truck with us.

      “Seriously, dude,” I warned him. “You really do not want to poke that fucking bear.”

      And they didn’t. I was the showy, loud one—the one people always looked at, one who couldn’t sit still. The one everybody thought was the dominant half of our pair. I was dominant, all alphas were. But Dante was something else. His dominance ran bedrock deep, and even I didn’t want the earthquake that was coming.

      But this dickhead seemed intent on running headlong into the danger zone. His fucking funeral.

      “Yeah, a real sweet piece of ass. I’d sure like to rip that up and knot it.”

      I got to Dante before he erupted off the seat, slamming him into the side of the vehicle with my arm in his throat.

      “Stand down,” I hissed, every ounce of strength I had needed to keep him in place. Dante’s eyes were wild, black as midnight and filled with his alpha. I locked gazes with him and let a low growl trickle from the back of my throat.

      “It’s not worth it. Think of Neve,” I warned, holding his gaze. It was as much a warning to me as it was to him. We had to keep it together, for her. Something was going on here, something we weren’t seeing. Our little kitten wasn’t an omega, as much as I’d like her to be, so how had her asshole ex-husband managed to list her as one?

      My alpha snarled, raging against the limits of my control. He didn’t like any other male having a claim on her, even on paper. Omega or not, kitten was ours. If she was an omega, she’d have been bitten and knotted by both of us by now.

      Regardless of that, regardless of whether she was omega or beta, when this was over and we got out of here, Dante and I were going to marry kitten and make her ours.

      “It’s not worth it,” I repeated, wishing that alpha pairs were actually telepathic as the stories claimed us to be so I could calm him the fuck down with a thought.

      We needed to be model prisoners because, like it or not, these were serious charges. Fucking another alpha’s omega could carry a hefty prison sentence. Fucking a virgin omega was a different matter… it carried a death sentence if she was already assigned to another alpha. That was where Neve’s age and motherhood status worked for us. Her ex might’ve gotten her listed as an omega when she wasn’t, but no way could he claim she was a virgin as well.

      “Alpha-three to base,” the squad leader spoke urgently into his radio as the rest of the squad went for their weapons. Shit. I couldn’t afford for this situation to blow up. It would end with either me or Dante dead, or worse, both of us. And who would be there to protect Neve then?

      I had to stop this. Now. I turned my head without breaking eye contact with Dante and barked a compulsion-laden command.

      “Freeze!”

      Every uniformed alpha froze into place like I’d hit pause. Even Dante grunted and relaxed beneath me, not fighting.

      “We’re all going to calm down now,” I ordered. “Everyone is going to sit down, and I’m going to lift off him. No one is going to do anything… everyone is just going to chill. We good?”

      We’d come to a stop during our altercation and the back doors cracked open just as I settled back into my seat. Three men stood outside, their expressions giving nothing away as they looked into the back of the van. I arched an eyebrow. Two of them were alphas, lower-level alphas but alphas nonetheless.

      The other was… not. Strangely, he seemed to be the superior officer, looking at the scene with an aura of command I’d rarely seen on anyone outside the military. I drew a breath in over my tongue.

      Beta—but a strong-willed one. One so close to alpha that the edges were almost blurred.

      “Bringing in the suspects on the Sinclair case,” Alpha asshole in charge grunted as he levered himself out of the back of the van like he hadn’t been plastered there by the force of my compulsion. “Both assholes, the blond is a powder keg waiting to go off.”

      He brushed his shoulder against the beta cop’s, a body blow that should have sent the beta reeling. Unfortunately for him, the beta was packing as much muscle as the average alpha, so Asher rebounded. He snarled. “They’re all yours, Shaw. Don’t fuck it up, beta.”
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