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  Chapter 51

  ...



The office was silent, with only the occasional sound of leaves rustling. The man, sitting in a wheelchair, was the only one there. But sooner than expected, someone knocked on the door, tapping only three times.



"Come in," he said. He had already told the raven-haired man that he could enter whenever he wanted, but he refused to do so and knocked every time. He knew he was stubborn, so all he could do was smile discreetly and let him pass.



The boy entered the room, although unlike previous days, he approached his desk stealthily, standing still without saying a word.



"Give me a minute. I just need to review this document," Jerome requested.



When two minutes had passed without a response, the alpha looked up. He met Noah's beautiful gray eyes, which were watching him intently. And he noticed that the edges of his eyes were a little swollen and red, making it evident that he had been crying.



"Everything alright?" he asked, placing the contract in his hands on the desk. Without waiting a second, he moved his chair and moved to his side.



"Eliza said my conversion is complete," the younger man mumbled, his voice thick with emotion. "Now, I'm an omega."



“He cried about that?”



Jerome didn't know why, but he had a feeling the boy wasn't doing very well and needed to be comforted, so he took his hand gently, as if it were something very precious.



"Did you have any negative after effects?" The alpha's mind wandered to the past life where Noah's body was very fragile. He feared that in this life he would suffer the same.



"None. Everything is normal. My body is healthy." He was able to breathe a sigh of relief, for at least his help had been of some use to the younger man.



"In that case, I'm glad. I was afraid that because of that Ballestero your health would be affected. I haven't done anything to him yet, but if you had ended up with any after effects, it would have been difficult to restrain myself."



"Difficult?" questioned the younger, looking into his eyes. He seemed to be searching for something in his gaze.



"I thought you'd want to deal with that alpha. That's why I preferred not to intervene."



The boy held his gaze, but before speaking he turned to the ground. However, he did not let go of his hand at any time.



"You've remodeled this house."



"Yes. I ordered it a few months ago." The man didn't understand the sudden change of subject, but he answered anyway. "Don't you like it? Do you want to change it?"



"You... why are you so different?" Noah inquired, his voice barely a whisper, his eyes on the verge of tears. Jerome looked at him in surprise, not expecting his questions to provoke such a reaction.



"Different?"



"Different from what I remember," he confirmed, tightening his grip. "Different from how you acted when you were my husband. Isn't that right?"



"Noah…"



"Tell me, are you doing all this out of guilt? Is that why you've put up with me until now? Is that why you help me?" The speed of the questions didn't give the alpha time to respond. However, in Noah's eyes it was the same as accepting it in silence. "If... that's it. If not, how could you even tolerate my touch? Tell me, these days, did you really feel it or did you pretend to please me?"



"Wait, no."



"This is your way of redeeming yourself for my sacrifice. Right?" The raven-haired man had an immense desire to cry for some reason. His chest ached, and he felt a hole growing inside him, consuming him red hot.



His words were like an anchor that hit the bottom of their hearts. Noah knew who the Jerome in front of him was, but even though he had begun to suspect it since arriving at the mountain thanks to Nana, he never dared to say it out loud, for fear that everything would become more real, and he would begin to be rejected again.



As he was in the middle of his conversion, he couldn't afford not to be at the alpha's side.



And yet, a part of him needed to be compensated for so much past suffering. That's why he shamelessly threw himself on the other during the last few weeks. He tried to irritate him in a thousand possible ways, looking for flaws, or at least with the intention of glimpsing the man from his past, the distant and indifferent version.



He needed to find a reason to resent him.



But Jerome, of course, did not act as he wished, and accepted him on every occasion and responded in kind.



Why? Out of guilt? Out of mockery?



No matter how much he thought about it, he couldn't find a better answer. It confused him and irritated him equally.



And it wasn't until now, that he had successfully overcome the conversion, that he told himself that he was ready to be discarded once more. He would bear it.



If only... if only his good treatment, consideration, and warmth... hadn't made him greedy again, it would have been easier.



So Noah recognized it. He had avoided the subject until now out of selfishness, because his greatest fear was that everything would be repeated for him.



That's why he enjoyed the alpha's good treatment without guilt, even though deep down he felt somewhat dissatisfied. If he treated him so well in this life, why didn't he do it before?



Undoubtedly, it was because in a past life he had not sacrificed himself for him.



So his help and warmth were the reward he was receiving. What he didn't give him in that life, he gave him in this one.



Silence prevailed between them for a few seconds. The omega didn't know how things would unfold from that moment on, and the anxiety to get answers to what he had asked was overwhelming. Jerome could tell. The omega was trembling, terrified of what he might hear from him.



It is true, those memories of the past no longer tormented him as before, but the injustice in his heart, which he had been able to overcome by thinking that the man knew nothing, had returned upon learning that it was the same person.



The husband who had rejected him. Who never took him into account. Who abandoned him. For whom he died.



That same person was in front of him. Who could tell him how he should act?



He didn't know whether to resent him for the past or forgive him for the present. Was it possible to turn the page?



The worst part was that he was certain that the man was doing all this to pay off a past debt.



However, once again Jerome proved his worth and acted differently than he expected. The alpha took his hands and pulled him until he was sitting on top of him.



"Wait! Your legs..." The younger man tried to get up, but the man was stronger. He held him on his lap.



"I never did anything out of guilt. All my actions with you are sincere. Noah, please believe me, even if it's just this once." The evident pleading in the older man's voice made the boy stop resisting. He didn't seem to be lying, but who could be sure? How could he trust Jerome?



"If you're not treating me right because of guilt, then why are you doing it?"



Noah felt uncomfortable. Frustration gnawed at him, and there was nothing that could relieve it. He covered his face with his hands and refused to look at the older man. Even so, Jerome wrapped him in his arms and pulled him closer to his chest, refusing to let go.



"Because you are the one I have waited for so long, to the point of madness, Noah. If I don't cherish you in this life, what good would it do me to keep breathing? It would be better to die."



The words were so full of conviction that the boy had no choice but to accept that Jerome was not lying.



"Why have you changed?" He had to ask. He owed himself the answer.



"Are you really willing to listen to me?" The alpha was surprised, and carefully removed the hands from his face so he could see him. Noah allowed himself to be guided, and both looked at each other.



Black and gray. Gray and black.



"Yes."



"In that case, I will hide nothing from you. And I will answer all your questions."



Noah swallowed hard, anxious to hear the alpha's excuses.



...





  Chapter 52

  ...



“Your words sound so good now…but when we were married, you didn’t even look at me. You despised me!” The youngest man claimed with such indignation that he choked. The alpha stroked his back, trying to calm him down.



“That was…I have never despised you, but I admit that I made many mistakes with you Noah, and I was negligent too,” Jerome acknowledged. “I was arrogant and proud. Besides, I thought that…”



“What is it?” The black-haired man asked, when he stopped talking.



“In that life I was too proud of myself for being the heir to Barlovento, but it was nothing more than a pretty title with no real power. Believe me, obtaining the presidency was not as easy as it was announced abroad, I had to sacrifice too much, and it was because of that that I did not tolerate any mistakes. Also, when we were paired up amidst that scandal, I was caught in a power struggle that would only have affected you if you got close. I thought I was making the best decision by pushing you away.”



“I never looked for your last name or power… and I…”



“I know, I know,” he agreed, hugging him tighter. “I paid dearly for my mistake. Despite being so proud of myself, I was played for a fool, and dragged you along with me in the process.”



The alpha sighed, and for the first time told his story without secrets.



...



Jerome Barlovento was born from the love of his parents, Carlos and Susan, the eldest Barlovento son, and the youngest daughter of an ordinary family, respectively.



And in the eyes of the former head of the family, his grandfather, there was no more useless union than that one, for what benefits could a girl without support bring to the family?



But he was soon silenced by the warmth he had never experienced before thanks to Susan, so he shut his mouth from then on.



It was after a year of marriage that a son was born, that was Jerome. However, the initial happiness gave way to concern, so quickly that they were barely able to understand what was happening.



Their precious son had been born with a pheromone disorder, making him unable to perceive their pheromones; and on top of that, he was of such a pure lineage that being by his side subdued them. Both parents were unable to hold him for more than a few minutes before feeling intimidated.



Every day the baby cried for the absence of his parents’ pheromones, but they could do nothing but listen to him from a distance.



It broke their hearts, but until their son grew up and learned to control his pheromones, they wouldn’t be able to get close to him.



In this way, the boy grew up with a detachment for everything and everyone. He didn’t smile or interact like the others. Sometimes it even seemed like he had no feelings at all. He was like an empty doll.



The guilt of this ate away at Carlos and Susan. And it scared them. If their son couldn’t understand what “feelings” were, what kind of adult would he be?



Desperate, they went to countless doctors, which consumed their spirit.



And on a rainy night, when they were returning home after visiting a new doctor who only said the same words they had heard ad nauseam, Carlos lost control and the car crashed into a tree.



The only survivor was Jerome.



By the time that six-year-old boy woke up, his grandfather, who had never learned to be subtle in his actions and words, told him about his parents without mincing words.



And for the first time, little Jerome understood a feeling. At first it was dull, he even doubted if he was really feeling anything, but in a short time that dull and almost imperceptible pain, transformed and doubled him over.



It showed him that this idea of not feeling anything was wrong, rather that not much could move him.



Upon leaving the hospital, his grandfather took him under his wing and took him to the main mansion. And the man was not known for being soft, so from then on, Jerome grew up with the sole purpose of being the successor and serving Barlovento, the financial pillar of City H. And he did an excellent job.



That boy excelled at everything he did and was the pride of the family, especially his grandfather, and also his uncle Omar, obtaining more privileged treatment than that of his own children.



And because of this, it came as no surprise that it provoked envy. Many of his closest blood relatives and those who had previously been kind, became unfriendly and even cruel. However, young Jerome didn’t care, because his grandfather and uncle were his backing. They were all the family he needed.



Desires? The dead could not be revived, so nothing mattered more than Grandpa and Uncle, and the tasks they gave him.



.



And with that limited mindset, the years passed, until he turned eighteen.



He could see that there were several strange situations with his uncle and how he treated him, but he was the only father he had left. So he blinded himself that the man was acting for his own good.



Start from the bottom up in the company even though he was the successor?



It didn’t matter, because it was a lesson. He had to earn the leadership. In addition, his pheromone disorder complicated his situation. It was normal for him not to be given an important position from the start.



Why did his cousin, despite being an idiot, take over a management position as soon as he entered the Group?



Not being as smart as him, it was obvious that Uncle would give him more facilities.



And so, every day, Jerome made excuses for his uncle’s failings.



He wasted six years that way.



But as history had taught so many times before, one idiot could bring down an empire, let alone two. It didn’t take long for Grupo Barlovento to run into trouble due to the mismanagement of his uncle and cousin.



The huge Barlovento conglomerate, the pillar of City H, and whose importance was indispensable for the country’s economy, entered into a financial crisis, something that had not happened for fifty years.



Of course Omar Barlovento could not find a way out, being such an incompetent leader. And it was in that moment of darkness that a family without prestige but rich enough to buy a country proposed a deal. They would give the money, in exchange for a marriage.



Everyone would get what they wanted. Barlovento the money, and they the prestige.



Without thinking, Omar threw his nephew to the wolves, convincing him that as the heir, he should sacrifice himself for the family.



Jerome refused, but with no real power in the Group, he had no choice but to give in and accept.



The marriage did not take long to take place. Without glamor or reporters, Jerome Barlovento married an omega whose name he didn’t even know.



It was almost a cruel twist of fate that the marriage was so unblessed, that just one day after getting married, the car the newlyweds were in was in an accident where the omega died, and he was “severely injured” in his legs.



The deal with the other family was not finalized and they disappeared the same way they had arrived, leaving no trace. It was then that his uncle showed his true colors. Not caring that he was recovering in the hospital, he lashed out in hatred, saying for the first time what he was thinking.



The blow was hard for Jerome, and although anyone could have been subdued by betrayal and abandonment, the alpha did not. He bided his time to attack, like a snake.



Barlovento was still in crisis and her heir was hospitalized. In the eyes of the world, the Emperor was in his last days, and everyone couldn’t wait to get a piece of the pie.



Two weeks passed, with Barlovento’s reputation and stock in the gutter. That’s when his time came.



Ignoring doctors’ warnings — about taking it easy for a few weeks and avoiding stress if he wanted his legs to heal easily — he ignored and demanded command of the presidency, and Grandpa granted it.



For the first time he emancipated himself from his uncle and gave his all to get the Group out of the crisis. And although it cost him his legs, he succeeded.



This is how he earned the respect of everyone in City H, and also their fear, because what kind of being was capable of bringing the Emperor back from the dead? Only a demon.



.



A year passed with him in the presidency. The glory lost by Omar was recovered by him. But still, the Family was not sure of his command, all because of the inconvenience of his legs, in addition to his Disorder; so the grandfather, in an attempt to help him cement his position, forced him to get engaged to the youngest son of the Craso Family. They weren’t that remarkable, however, they were outstanding enough to help his grandson.



Thus, Jerome and Angel were engaged.



It’s just that the alpha didn’t even look at him once. The omega’s presence was boring and tedious to him.



But as his grandfather had said, Angel’s presence silenced unnecessary complaints.



...





  Chapter 53

  ...



Angel was irrelevant to Jerome, even dispensable. Just a tool to silence the family’s annoying gossip. So there was never such a thing as a rapprochement between them. 



But the alpha saw him; behind all that apparent innocence, there was a little rat willing to bite. And strange as it seemed, he felt that was wrong. Not out of a sense of justice, but because Jerome was certain that Angel must be a coward who would take refuge under rocks at the slightest inconvenience.



He didn't know where this idea came from, but he felt it.



It was with that grain of curiosity that he investigated him, and discovered something strange. Angel Craso had fallen into a lake when he was eight years old, and since then his personality had changed so radically that he might as well be another person.



And since then, that weak and somewhat stupid boy had been very lucky. He wasn't the smartest, but he was the most protected by his surroundings.



The report mentioned that every time Angel ran into trouble or was bullied, someone always appeared to rescue him. A friend, an admirer, a stranger. All the time someone saved him.



It's just that at that time he didn't pay attention to it and put that information aside, because he could attribute it to unnecessary charisma. Besides, who wouldn’t change after almost experiencing death at such a young age?



So he continued to ignore it, meeting him as little as necessary.



.



Two years passed, and the scandal with Noah happened. But not in the way that many “investigated,” or even Noah knew.



There was a very dark shadow behind the spotlight.



Jerome was at a banquet hosted by Omar’s new wife, for some pointless purpose. She just wanted to show off as the new Mrs. Barlovento. Something unimportant to him, but appearances were important to their reputation, so he had been obliged to attend as the heir.



The party couldn't be more tedious and the company more unbearable. The alpha, in an attempt to distract himself, took a glass of wine, but barely tasted a sip as it was so sweet that it made him uncomfortable. Although that had been enough. 



It wasn’t long before his gland started to react. He knew something was wrong, maybe the drink had been spiked, so in an attempt to protect himself, he went to a hotel suite. However, upon entering his room, he detected a scent of roses, subtle and pleasant. He thought it was an air freshener, and distracted, went to bed.



Luckily for him, within fifteen minutes he heard a knock from the suite’s foyer. He knew it was best to check, but his pheromones were already out of control and his thoughts were getting chaotic.



Before he could make a move, someone opened the door clumsily and with exasperating slowness. And suddenly, the noise. 



The unwanted visitor appeared to have fallen.



When he looked up, Jerome saw him. He was a beautiful and delicate boy. His black hair and gray eyes stood out against his white skin. His lips were red and a little sore from being bitten for so long.



He knew the boy, he had heard the rumors. The fake son of the Ballesteros.



“What are you doing here?” he asked from the bed.



“An…p-pushed me…” the black-haired boy stammered, as he tried to get up. His body wasn’t in the best shape and he seemed to be hallucinating. “I want…to go…home…An…Angel…”



“Who let you in?” the alpha questioned, trying to calm his chaotic mind, but it was like trying to organize the essence of disorder. Not an easy task.



“He…did I…come in?” 



Noah managed to get up after several attempts, and with even greater difficulty leaned on the bed. His weak body couldn’t be more obvious.



“Who let you in?” he asked a second time, in a more serious voice. He knew they shouldn't be together because their pheromones were intensifying, plus he could smell that the boy was an omega. It wasn’t the best idea to share a space under those conditions.



He ignored that it was the first time he could clearly perceive someone else’s pheromones.



He tried to reach for the cell phone on the nightstand next to him, but there was nothing there. “Where did I put it?”



As much as he searched, there was no longer a cell phone within his reach. Even his chair seemed to have moved on its own, as it was a meter from the bed. 



He had no escape unless he crawled on the floor.



And as expected, the inevitable happened.



His pheromones exploded and he lost control. But the most dangerous thing was that the boy next to him received a direct discharge.



Like a small beast blinded by a single instinct, he approached without hesitation, drawing strength from nowhere in that weak body.



What happened inside that room, only they knew.



.



By the time the man regained consciousness, he saw the boy’s naked body beside him.



There were marks here and there.



As responsible adults, and being an alpha and an omega, a similar scene would have been expected; however, Jerome was an heir who had never had physical contact with anyone other than doctors at consultations. Even when he got married, he hadn’t consummated the marriage.



That’s right, the heir Jerome Barlovento, a healthy twenty-seven years old, had been a virgin until that moment.



Although he wasn’t worried about his stolen chastity. Rather, he was worried about the boy. His weak body was at its limit. He needed help.



Looking beside him on the nightstand… the cell phone was there; just as the chair was on the edge of the bed.



Doubts were many, but he focused on what was important. 



Hugo was quick to arrive at the suite in secret, and Elizabeth by his side.



There were no questions. There were no answers either.



In a short time, Elizabeth and Hugo left. With no better idea, and considering that his situation had been seriously compromised, Jerome could think of nothing better than to take care of the boy’s body for the next three days himself. —Although the public was informed that the special situation had only lasted one day—.



It was while he was caring for him that the alpha was able to appreciate more of that fragile and even broken appearance of Noah's. And he, for the first time, was captivated. It wasn’t just the delicious scent of roses that attracted him. It was the boy himself. 



A desire for possession that he had never felt before wanted to break his mentality.



But he resisted. There were things to do and find out first.



For example, Noah was in such a weak state that it was impossible for him to be responsible for locking them up together. He knew it even though the videos had come to light.



Jerome could see that someone was directly framing the boy and had put in too much effort. Not even he could tell the difference in the boy’s appearance in the video and the one who was unconscious.



Although luckily for him, that unknown person made a mistake. Insignificant but there it was.



The person in the videos had a little habit when talking to others. A hand gesture that would appear every few minutes.



Jerome had only seen that gesture in someone else, his fiance, Angel.



He didn't know how, but that boy was responsible for everything. At first, he couldn't believe his own theory, but the more he watched the video, the more convinced he became.



It's just that this discovery didn't make anything better. He was that type —the “why” could easily be discovered, he knew about his entanglements with the real son of the Ballesteros— but the “how” was what intrigued him.



The face in those videos was Noah's, but the one behind it was Angel.



“How did he do it?” He was unable to find an answer.



From inside that suite, he obtained more complete information about Angel’s latest moves. However, he found no flaws in his alibi.



There was no way to confirm his suspicions.



Although he also found something else. He discovered that Angel was not alone. He had the Ballesteros and Crasos totally in his hand. Furthermore, Herminia was a friend of Sofia, his uncle's new wife. Even Omar himself had become involved with the Crasos, to the point of being considered close friends.



Any stranger might think that this was due to the engagement between the Barloventos and the Crasos, but he didn't believe that story. Omar was ambitious and would never get close to someone who was on his enemy's side.



Then, the most obvious thing is that they were allies. Against whom? It wasn't hard to guess what they were up to against him. It’s just that Noah had also been involved.



But then, Jerome remembered that the black-haired boy had been Victor's partner. And he realized, the whole situation suited those two. Angel and Victor.



Jerome looked at the papers in his hands solemnly. He didn't think an idiot like that alpha would plot something so deep… however, Angel’s strange attitudes were another matter. That blond was capable of doing it and getting away with it.



No one had realized that it was Angel himself who was controlling everything behind the scenes.



Before, Jerome wouldn't have paid attention to other people’s interpersonal relationships or their manipulations, but that omega had messed with him. He had to hit back.



However, although Jerome had a clear objective and was an outstanding and intelligent man, he realized too soon that for some reason it was not easy to go against Angel or Victor. Literally, everything went well for them, as if they were protected by God. What was the logic behind that?



He didn't believe in gods or demons, but he was forced to after his first night caring for Noah, for that was when the dreams began.



…





  Chapter 54

  ...



At first, he didn't even know he was dreaming, for the images were too vivid. He thought it was a normal day at work. But then he thought, why could he see himself sitting behind the desk when he was actually standing by the door?



He soon understood, it was a dream.



In it, he saw himself drowning in work. He was the chairman and heir he had always hoped for and never doubted. His parents were not dead, and his legs were not injured. 



At first glance, it was his perfect life. But there was one detail. The loneliness that ate away at him from the inside, as if something were missing, left him breathless.



In the dream, someone whispered in his ear, like a demon tempting him. Moreover, the aura that surrounded the Jerome in the dream was harsh and cold, different from a human aura.



""Don't you want to meet him?"asked a cold, mechanical voice. It made him uncomfortable just to hear it."



""No."That was always his answer."



""But he's yours. You just have to take him.""



""He's happy this way.""



""Logic dictates that you be together.""



"No."



""You are destined,"that voice kept trying to seduce him in his ear."



""Go away!"ordered the Jerome of the dream, throwing the papers to the floor."



"You'll regret it!"



""It's the same thing you've said before."The alpha's weariness showed in that short sentence. His eyes could not be more devoid of life."



And then, the Jerome who was watching everything behind that cloak knew. Something like past lives was not far-fetched or belonging only to fiction. He didn't know where the certainty came from, but there it was. Perhaps it was the information that the Jerome in the dream wanted him to remember. He was warning himself about the hidden dangers.



When he woke up, he found himself bathed in sweat, as if fear and despair would not let him rest. Although seeing that the boy in the bed was improving a little helped to lighten his mood.



He dreamed of that same scene for the next two nights.



.



And it was on the third night that the alpha met Angel, for he had cynically visited him in the suite.



"Jerome...there are rumors that you...have been unfaithful to me," said the omega in an unpleasantly sad voice.



"Did I?"



The sweet, pitiful appearance of the other made him feel disgusted. He longed to tear away that mask.



"What do you expect? An apology?"



"Jerome, you're my fiance! Don't I deserve even an explanation from you?"



The simplistic act became predictable to him. He had more important things to do, so he wished to close the door.



"Consider this engagement over. You can tell your family from me. The compensation will arrive soon."



"And where is Noah?!" asked the blond anxiously. Apparently, getting information about the dark-haired boy had been his purpose in coming out of nowhere.



He had no plans to answer, so he was about to close the door, when Angel reached for his hand. His first instinct was to attack, but he found himself unable to move forward. There was an invisible barrier between the two. The omega looked at him in surprise for a second, before putting that miserable, weak face back on.



The scene disgusted Jerome.



He had always known that the other was hiding his true identity, but he could never have imagined how deep.



"He left that same morning," he replied, pulling his hand away forcefully.



It was after closing the door that the alpha wiped his forehead. He had noticed it when he touched him. Angel's presence had a cold, harsh aftertaste, just like the version of himself he had dreamed of.



Even against logic he knew it. The demon in his dreams was real and now it was with that omega.



That being said, he could finally understand how the blond had managed to move the pieces to frame Noah in those videos. It was all a trick of the demon that accompanied him.



His irritability reached new levels, for things were escalating to a category that was beyond him.



Another thing that also bothered him was that he couldn't even do something as simple as push the omega away from himself.



With his pride hurt, he realized that at the moment he could not fight back, since he did not know the extent of the power of this demon that protected him. Although he understood one thing, it was not omnipotent, or else why would Angel need to come and ask for himself where Noah was?



There were limitations for him to act. He just had to find out what they were.



However, he needed time for that. And to gain it, he had to make the omega believe that everything was going according to his wishes.



He had to act like the blond and the demon expected.



If he hadn't seen Noah staggering on the floor and unable to form complete sentences, he would have believed all the lies that Angel had so carefully orchestrated. Then, he would have rejected him, thinking that he was just someone who climbed into his bed with ulterior motives.



"This is what they were looking for, isn't it?"



He had no choice but to follow his role to the letter.



As soon as Noah woke up on the fourth morning, Jerome rejected him. Days later, he also had no choice but to reject the marriage.



He didn't want to be so harsh on the boy, who was a victim and a pawn of that demon, but if he wanted Angel to believe he was winning and thus lower his guard, he had to be convincing. The best thing he could think of to avoid hurting Noah so much was to walk away and avoid him; after all, the boy didn't want him, so it would be easy to turn the other way.



.



Days passed and soon turned into weeks and months. He knew it was necessary to find Angel's weaknesses. But even after all that time invested, he got nothing!



There was no more information about that omega. Much less of the demon that accompanied him.



He only knew that no matter what problem was presented to Angel, he would always come out on top, and worst of all, he would be left as the victim in any situation. And for some reason, if Noah was around, he would be dragged into the villain position. So as soon as he discovered this, he had to tread more carefully so as not to affect him in his attempt to bring down the blond.



.



And it was almost eight months after his encounter with Noah that the pressure from his family became more evident.



From the moment he woke up and discovered the boy by his side, he knew that this situation would become a weakness that could be used against them. And his family had been no exception, clinging to the issue for months, but Omar was not willing to let him get away with it.



He concentrated day and night on poisoning Grandfather's ear and forcing Jerome to commit to the Ballesteros' false son, for in his calculations, this would weaken his position.



And he succeeded. Grandfather was wrapped up in the lies.



"I was wrong to judge you. Omar was right, you are too young for the presidency," had been the older man's words. And the heir of Barlovento, was once again thrown under his uncle's foot.



Losing what he had gained with so much effort and sacrifice, Jerome became enraged and began to hate the family that had abandoned him at every opportunity. It was just that it was impossible for him to abandon them, for having relied solely on them for most of his life, they were all he had left.



The Barloventos became the source of his hatred, but also his only weapon.



He, contrary to what many might think, was not really attached to power, but to beat Angel he needed the backing of his last name. And the greatest power he had left was to remain the Barlovento heir.



So he was left with his arms crossed.



.



Things got even more complicated after he married Noah, as he could see that the boy was like him, just a disposable stepping stone for their families. It was inevitable that he liked him for just that. But although he wished things could stay that way between the two of them, the boy insisted on getting closer to him, which complicated everything for him.



Yes, of course he saw that his intentions were not 100% pure, and he was probably doing it with ulterior motives; however, that did not matter to him. He would have accepted it if only that had been his only impediment.



And it was thanks to a certain doctor of little reputation—Elizabeth—that he decided not to approach Noah even once.



Because of her, he learned that their pheromones were 86% compatible. Noah was the answer to his own illness, which from time to time overwhelmed him. He just had to bond with the dark-haired boy to get better and take away from his family one of the reasons for controlling him. But there was a problem, the boy's body.



His conversion had been affected from the beginning and did not develop well. In short, Noah was a defective omega.



In that state, having received the pheromones of a superior alpha for the second time would have been a shock to his shattered body, it could even have meant death. Which was akin to a small, broken glass having to contain the liquid of the sea. It was already considered a miracle that he hadn't died on their one night together.



That was his biggest reason for rejecting the dark-haired boy so vehemently, even against his own desires. However, each time it was harder to say no, as the fragrance of roses always seduced him. So he put distance between the two and began to shut himself away in the mountain where he had lived with his parents.



On a normal day, he could control his impulses toward Noah. Those were the days when he returned home with him.



But on a bad day, he just longed to possess the boy. So the days he spent in the mountains became more frequent, so that he wouldn't even have the opportunity to hurt a hair on his head.



The worst were the RUTs, for they were unstable and occurred at random periods of time. And in each one, his pheromones would rage out of control, to the point of turning him into a beast that only sought its mate, destroying everything around him when it couldn't find him.



Although the crudest part of his situation was always regaining consciousness and seeing the mess he had caused. In all his years of life he had never repudiated his Disorder as much as when he woke up after a RUT.



He told himself that he was a beast, and not even the impediment of his legs would prevent him from hurting the boy.



The destroyed furniture was a reminder of what could happen if he didn't get Noah away.



So that mountain became his prison.



The perfect prison for a beast like him.



... 





  Chapter 55

  ...



Three years passed in his marriage with Noah. Things weren't getting any better and the last few months he had constant arguments with the boy, you could say that every interaction between the two was like stepping on a minefield. You didn't know what word would detonate an explosion.



On the one hand he was glad, he wanted Noah to get fed up and walk away from everything, to find a way to be happy. But his selfish and tyrannical side hoped that despite everything, his partner wouldn't leave.



He also knew that the only way to improve things, both in his environment and in his relationship with Noah, was to defeat Angel to free them from his influence, but in all those years he had never been able to deal with him.



The alpha was desperate to find his weakness; however, no matter how many hustlers, thieves and even assassins he sent, none were successful. He knew it was because of the protection of that demon that was in the shadows.



By that time, a frustrated Jerome began to wonder if he could ever really deal with Victor and Angel. Faced with constant refusal, he sank into a vicious cycle of despair and fruitless struggle.



.



And that apparent tranquility—where nothing progressed but nothing regressed either—was broken on a strange day when Jerome was overcome with greed, and accepted a date with Noah. He could see that the boy was on the verge of collapse, and he wasn't doing any better. So contrary to what he would normally do, he arranged a dinner with the black-haired boy.



It was supposed to be uncomplicated and the boy waited in the mansion for his husband.



Except he never arrived, for Omar, irritated that Jerome was once again regaining full power in the Conglomerate, decided to take matters into his own hands. On the very day of the date, perhaps by chance or by bad luck, but Omar ran into an emotional Noah, and upon learning of the date, he wished the black-haired man a good dinner, while inside he was already scheming. The boy had given him the perfect idea to warn Jerome.



That night, Omar sent elite assassins to take care of the black-haired boy.



Of course, with Jerome's protection, they couldn't touch a hair on his head. Even so, the message had been clear. Not even inside the Barlovento mansion, Noah was safe. Much less if he got close to him, as his family would see him as a weakness that could be attacked.



Thus, he missed their only date, trying to protect him, so they distanced themselves again. Noah never found out the danger he had run the night before.



But Jerome certainly knew, as well as he needed a shield for Noah.



That's when Callen miraculously reappeared.



He was the one who saved him in the accident he suffered when he was first married. Although since then Callen did not intervene because he was a giving soul who helped those in need, but because he saw that the wrecked car was luxurious, then he could have a good reward if he helped.



As soon as Jerome entered the hospital, Callen demanded payment for his goodwill. After receiving it, he left without appearing again. Of course, until one day he came out of nowhere in front of Jerome.



On that cloudy day, Jerome was heading up the mountain at the end of a long day at work. However, before reaching the car, they heard a fight. His bodyguards intervened, fearing it was a danger to him. Who would have imagined that they would arrive at the best time to prevent an omega from being forced by an unknown alpha?



And that omega turned out to be Callen.



His appearance was certainly pleasing, so much so that even his bodyguards blushed when they saw him, but to him he seemed nothing more than a fly buzzing around him.



Instead, his thoughts focused on their strange encounters. By chance the two of them had become each other's benefactors. In another context, anyone could have been fooled and overlooked the irregularities, letting their guard down, for who would suspect someone who saved their life?



But Jerome had become paranoid with everything that had happened in recent years. He thought that convenience was too annoying and suspicious. Just when he was most distant from his husband came his former savior…almost as if fate was telling him it was okay to cheat.



He didn't need to think too hard to know that it was all orchestrated from the shadows by Angel and his personal demon, perhaps in an attempt to further ruin Noah's life. So he had no consideration for Callen, and without hesitation, decided to use him.



It doesn't matter if Callen knew Angel and knew his plans or was just a piece in his puzzle, the result would be the same. He was the shield for Noah.



He made his uncle and incidentally Angel believe that Callen was his lover, he even took him to the mountain months later to keep up the lie.



He only regretted that Noah found out about it, so he kept it in the dark for a long time. However, Angel always found a way to ruin everything.



One way or another, he had Aleida bribe a simple employee to poison the black-haired boy's mind. And he succeeded.



As soon as Noah found out about the "infidelity" he lashed out at him.



It is true that he had never touched a single hair on Callen's head, but the black-haired boy had no way of knowing. In his eyes, what Jerome was doing was complete infidelity, and he couldn't deny anything at this point, because if he did his facade would be exposed, and the protection for the black-haired boy would crumble. If he faltered because of his husband's tearful face, Omar and Angel would discover Noah's importance to him, and they would not hesitate to hurt him.



So he didn't answer anything when confronted, nor was he bothered when cursed at. He knew it was the least he deserved for hurting his partner like that.



His chest was bleeding and his hands were burning to comfort the black-haired boy at every opportunity, but he ignored it.



So their marriage broke down even further.



It got to the point where he didn't want the boy to stay by his side, and he really prayed to God that Noah would file for divorce and regain his freedom. Get away from the Ballesteros and the Barloventos for good.



Why didn't he propose it having those thoughts?



Alpha is selfish and tyrannical by nature. Even more so a dominant alpha like him. Although he wished for Noah's happiness, his selfish desires clung to his actions. But he swore that if it was the boy who spoke, he would not refuse. However, the words were never spoken or heard.



It's just that if he had known that his attempts to protect Noah…would actually become the main cause of his death…he would have stopped no matter what. What did it ever mean to be able to bring down Angel, and always crawl under Omar's feet, if by doing so he kept Noah alive?



He would have gladly accepted it.



.



On the day of his fourth anniversary with the black-haired boy, someone kidnapped Callen.



He would have left him, but discovered that it had been Angel in league with the Ballesteros, who had convinced Noah to be the face of the crime. The Ballesteros put up the money and the place, but the boy would be the one at the place with Callen. It was a trap for the black-haired boy.



So Jerome, without hesitation, rushed to the scene. Of course, he wasn't alone and his bodyguards were accompanying him, all to ensure Noah's safety as soon as they arrived.



Except he miscalculated. His private security team had been bought and they attacked him. Only Alexis and Rodrigo tried to defend him. But two against six…they soon lost.



They left them on the road and went to the place where Callen and Noah were.



... 





  Chapter 56

  ...


The rubble was everywhere, every corner was dirty. And he was dragged by the arms by two of his bodyguards down the long hallway.


Upon reaching the scene of the main event, Jerome saw the situation.


Callen in a corner, crying and trembling. He looked truly pathetic. A complete victim.


And in a chair to the side was Noah, sitting like a little villain. The alpha knew immediately that the boy was on the edge of an emotional breakdown, if it hadn't already happened.


"You came..." the black-haired boy whispered, his voice hoarse. There was no telling how much he had screamed and cried before he arrived. "You came for him...just like Angel said. You love him that much?"


"Let's stop this," he asked kindly.


"It's too late..."


Jerome was on the floor, and without caring about the dirt, he crawled, trying to reach Noah to snatch the knife from his hands. If he could do that, he could salvage the situation. And silence everything.


The boy wouldn't have to face the consequences.


He would go with him and they would hide in some corner of the world, far from everyone.


Let Angel win whatever he wanted with his demon. Let Omar keep the conglomerate and destroy it at his pleasure.


He would walk away with Noah and they would never return.


He approached the boy and was about to reach him, when at that precise moment a quick movement knocked Noah off the chair. It was Callen who
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