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      Jareth can’t go home. His emperor tried to kill him. His ship is unsalvageable and he’s crash-landed into a wild planet devoid of life, until he spots Bastien. The last Omega. One look is all he needs. Jareth knows this Omega was made for him and nothing will get in his way. Once an Alpha goes on a hunt, he never rests, never stops. Jareth has his eye on the greatest prize of all. His mate.

      

      Bastien can’t forget his dead mother’s words. Alphas are savages. They took his people and treated them like commodities. Bas is the last of his kind. He’ll fight to the bitter end, except resistance is the last thing on his mind. Bas is about to find out that yielding to this dangerous and alluring Alpha might be the key to his heart and to his salvation.
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      “Next supplicant, come forward,” said Jareth Kiev, the captain of the emperor’s imperial guard.

      

      An old man in rags came forward. Jareth avoided wincing, kept his stoic mask on as the old man fell to his knees in supplication in front of Emperor Tex—or emperor asshole as Jareth’s troops called the Alpha prick in secret.

      

      Jareth looked to his right, where Tex was of course, too busy whispering something naughty against the ear of the half-naked man, his current favorite, on his lap. As the captain of the imperial guard, Jareth couldn’t openly show his disgust.

      

      He had no idea what would possess an Alpha, let alone any man to be so greedy to have several harems at his disposal. Then again, Tex was the emperor, he could do what he wanted. Tex’s concubines knew they could live the ultimate life of luxury if they pleased him. Tex’s menagerie of eager men and women happily chose to become his pets.

      

      Jareth politely cleared his throat after the herald announced the old man’s crime. Tex slipped his hand down the sheer cloth that covered the giggling male concubine’s privates. Five more years of this, Jareth thought in misery. Just five more years until he finished his contract. Jareth had been honored to serve Lucian, the former emperor. Too bad Tex’s father passed away. Jareth knew the empire would never be the same again, not with an overgrown, cruel man-brat at the throne.

      

      “What did you say?” Tex demanded, interrupting the pleas of the old man.

      

      Jareth frowned, wondering what caught Tex’s interest.

      

      “I was a smuggler for years, your Highness,” the old man said quickly.

      

      “That’s not relevant to me. You mentioned you know the secret coordinates to Planet Omega. That planet is a myth.”

      

      Jareth had also heard the tales from the transients and workers that gathered at the pubs during the night. In a galaxy filled with Alphas and common Betas, Omegas were said to be extinct, the last one having perished on their homeland centuries ago. At present, no one knew the exact coordinates to Planet Omega.

      

      Being an Alpha himself, he could see the appeal of having an Omega as a breeding partner. Omegas were prized for their ability to get pregnant and produce natural children. Birth rates on Planet Tez and other planets on the core system had steadily declined over the years. Most parents relied on other artificial means to procreate. Having one’s offspring conceived in a lab, a test-tube didn’t seem all that appealing to Jareth.

      

      Stories said plenty of Omegas died trying to keep the location of their homeland a secret. The tales went that one Omega fell in love with a greedy and handsome emperor, just like Tex, and gave away the location of his people. Naturally, that emperor took several fleets with him to capture these remaining Omegas. That expedition never returned.

      

      “I must say, I’ve tasted and had men and women of every race and planet but I’ve never had an Omega,” Tex declared.

      

      The old man looked hopeful. Jareth wanted to tell him the emperor was giving him false hope, but he kept his mouth shut instead. Jareth and most of the imperial guards were orphans trained and molded into living weapons since they were young. According to the laws, they owed the empire their life, were entrusted to give their lives to the emperor at any given time. It wouldn’t have been so bad if that emperor was honorable and good like Lucien.

      

      “Your Highness, Omegas are extinct,” Jareth said.

      

      “That’s not true, captain. My old smuggling crew and I saw Planet Omega with our own eyes. The hyperdrive on our ship went haywire, and we wound up on this strange sector of the galaxy. Green and blue planet with two moons, just like the tales,” the old man said.

      

      “Kirk, stop it,” Tex said, shoving the concubine from his lap. Kirk pouted at him but nonetheless, decided to settle at Tex’s feet.

      

      “And you’ve seen an Omega with your own eyes? Did you land on the planet?” Jareth asked carefully.

      

      Tex was known to be whimsical, would even send out an entire fleet of imperial guards on a wild goose chase if it suited him. That wasn’t what Jareth needed, because, at the very moment, revolts were erupting in the far-flung regions of the empire. Sooner or later, the rebels would reach the capital. Jareth might not like Tex, but he still promised Lucien he’d look after his son. Honor demanded it, at least for five years more, until his contract as an imperial guard expired.

      

      “Well, no. The planet’s atmosphere was too unstable for our ship to land,” the old man said. “But I’m sure there’s a few of them down there, right?”

      

      “Very interesting. Whatever crimes you’ve committed, old man, they’re forgiven as long as you reveal the location of this mystery planet.” Tex smiled down from his golden throne at the old smuggler and added, “You have the word of the merciful emperor of Tez.”

      

      “Oh, praise the gods and thank you, your eminence. The planet’s between coordinates 1.92 and 7.03 on sector gamma.”

      

      “Captain, take note of that location. Bring him to Carew,” the emperor told one of Jareth’s armored imperial guards on the sidelines.

      

      The guard immediately came forward and hauled the old smuggler to his feet.

      

      “That’s the name of the imperial torturer,” the old man whispered, beginning to turn pale despite his tan. “Eminence, I did as you asked. You promised you’ll spare my life.”

      

      “I promised you’ll receive your just desserts. That’s all. Take this rabble away,” Tex said with a wave of his fingers, which were dripping with jeweled rings. “Captain, immediately send out a scouting fleet of your best men to this planet.”

      

      Jareth found himself at a crossroads. His men looked to him. He’d personally trained all of them. Each one wore the same blank expression he did, but he could see the hidden fear in their eyes. Failure only meant death or torture. Jareth knew the old smuggler’s tale was a complete hoax and his troops knew it, too. He grew up in the harsh imperial training facility with every single one of them. Jareth called them his brothers, considered them the best family an orphan could ask for.

      

      He refused to send out any of them only to die. This was, he realized, Tex’s way of punishing and testing him because when the court doctor announced Lucien had little time left, he’d viciously opposed Tex from taking the throne. Instead, he suggested the second prince take the crown. In the end, Prince Cal died in some suspicious hunting accident, or so Tex claimed anyway. Tex didn’t allow him to mount an investigation and Tex’s word was law since he became the emperor.

      

      His move now. Jareth personally didn’t believe Omegas still existed. As the captain of the emperor’s imperial guard, he’d done plenty of things he wasn’t proud of. Convinced himself that whatever he did, it was for the sake of the empire. Jareth had no one waiting for him back home, no lover or husband to come back to. Even if he retired in five years, he had no clue what to do. Take up farming perhaps?

      

      At the very least, he could use his life to spare his men.

      

      “Captain, did you hear my order?” Tex asked.

      

      “Your eminence, allow me, the captain of your imperial guard to personally embark on this mission to obtain your Omega. I’ll leave my second-in-command Hex in charge.”

      

      “Feeling chivalrous, captain?” Tex drawled in a lazy tone. “How predictable of you.”

      

      “Your eminence, let me personally earn this glory for you,” he answered and bowed. “I will retrieve an Omega for you as a sign of my loyalty to you and the crown.”

      

      Tex smirked at him. “Very well, captain. I expect good results.”

      

      The truth didn’t need to be said. Both of them knew this was a fool’s errand, a suicidal mission but it didn’t matter. The deed was done. Jareth possessed enough honor to see this task to the very end.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            2

          

          Planet Omega

        

      

    

    
      “Warning. Full systems failure. Engine failure. Unstable atmosphere,” announced the AI co-pilot in his spacecraft. Jareth punched more commands into the computer. No use. The same warning kept popping up on his console. His patience was at its limits.

      

      The left wing of the craft caught fire as Jareth continued to plummet downwards, towards the green and blue planet. Jareth tore the straps of his seat belt with a curse. There was no other option but to head to the escape pod of his ship.

      

      The ship continued its descent as Jareth growled, reaching for whatever handle he could grasp along the sides of the ship. Like hell, he’d allow himself to go down like this. Just imagining Tex in his throne room laughing at his folly, enraged him. Fuelled his reason to live.

      

      By some miracle and a couple of curses later, he managed to strap himself in the pod.

      

      He pressed the eject bottom, gritting his teeth as the ship released his pod. This wasn’t supposed to happen. Jareth took good care of his ship, even had it maintained on a regular basis.

      

      How could there be engine failure? Unless it was tempered with of course. Jareth remembered Tex’s smug look as the emperor sent him off. Tex seemed far too happy, seeing him gone.

      

      The emperor would probably write his death off as some kind of accident. Died on duty or something like that. He bet Tex already had a replacement for him in mind.

      

      “Fuck you, Tex,” he said, voice hoarse.

      

      His inner Alpha wolf growled in agreement. Tex probably had one of his men sneak inside his ship in the middle of the night and made sure Jareth would never make it out of this mission alive.

      

      The small pod hurtled right into Planet Omega’s unstable atmosphere. Jareth glimpsed blue and calm skies, then trees. Miles and miles of trees. The pod crashed into the earth. Jareth braced for impact as the pod smashed into the closest tree and finally came to a complete stop.

      

      Smoke hissed from the console in front of him. Jareth ripped the seatbelt off just as the rockets in the back of the pod similarly caught fire. He pushed the button that would open the front of the pod.

      

      Jammed. Just his luck. Getting his teeth, he partially shifted his left arm until it turned into claws. He broke the glass, ignoring the splinters that cut into his skin. Jareth made a hole big enough for him and climbed out.

      

      He rolled into the soft grass, only to see the rest of the pod engulfed in flames.

      

      “Bloody hell,” he muttered, staring as his last ray of hope turned to ash.

      

      That pod could have made one last trip, perhaps to the closest planet. Now, he had no way of going home.

      

      Did Jareth even want to head back to Planet Tez?

      

      He rose slowly to his feet and swiped the bits of glass stuck to
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