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Dear Reader,


Thank you for picking up Act One of Alpha Playboy. This story is my first foray into omegaverse writing, and I wanted to try something unique with it by showcasing an alpha x alpha pairing where desire and animalist need is still the driving force behind the romance.


	This story is the first part of a four-part novel. I hope you love Alpha Playboy: Spring, and that you pick up Act Two, Alpha Playboy: Summer.


	Please consider supporting me as a writer and sign up for my Newsletter where I share Free Romance Downloads, Books Sales for 100s of authors, and Exclusive Book Previews.


	You can also follow me on Social Media and check out my Archive where I have dozens of other spicy romances available. Your support means everything to an independent writer like me!


	XOXO,


	Monique Morgan


	 




	Content Warning and Introduction


The following story is an omegaverse tale, but it features lovers who are both alphas. There are omega-dynamics in play throughout the story, and a distinct “class structure” regarding a person’s “lycanthrope” status.




	Because of this, and because this book is a spicy romance, there may be some elements within the story that are uncomfortable for some. The following list outlines potentially triggering or more upsetting acts.


	Class hierarchy, people being considered “lesser” due to their lycanthrope status, a person’s value being tied to fertility, allusions to racism and sexism, allusions to homophobia, mention of cancer, implied terminal illness, implied child abuse, implied poverty, implied drug use, implied sex-work, implied carjacking/fencing, implied infidelity, alcohol consumption, bullying, physical assault/fighting, blood, deception, hook up/cruising culture, inhuman/enhanced sex organs, anal, oral, masturbation, barely controlled lust, and rough/feral intercourse.


	 




ACT ONE








	
[image: vampiregraphic1]








	















PROLOGUE




	“Are you Roy Redfield?” the smartly dressed woman behind the desk asked as Roy timidly stepped into the Child Welfare Centre.


	“Yes,” Roy confirmed anxiously, glancing around the room and taking in the clinical white walls. It was late, but Roy was used to being awake at odd hours. Long-haul trucking tended to prepare you for that sort of thing, but receiving a call from Children’s Services at 10:00 was a new one for Roy.


	“I’ll need to see some ID,” the woman said, extending her hand under the plexiglass window in front of her desk. She looked tired, and Roy could see red rimming her eyes. It probably wasn’t commonplace for social workers to be working at this time of night.


	Roy fumbled for his wallet and pulled out his driver’s license as he approached the woman. She motioned for him to sit down, and Roy lowered himself onto the uncomfortable metal chair.


	“Can I confirm your date of birth, Mr. Redfield?”


	“Yes—February—February 17, 1934.”


	The woman nodded and wrote something down, and Roy swallowed, eager to get the ball rolling.


	“And Jesse’s birthday? Just for our records. It’s incomplete,” she explained, and Roy ducked his head.


	“July of 1963, I’m not sure of the exact date,” he admitted, ashamed that he didn’t know the answer. The social worker just hummed, and she sounded unfazed by Roy’s lack of knowledge.


	“I’m Doris Greene. I’ll fill you in on everything shortly. Excuse me a moment,” Doris said as she stood up from her desk and shuffled out of her cubicle.


	Roy folded his hands in his lap, nervous and agitated from the coffee he had downed on his way to the Welfare Centre. It had taken him two hours to get from Danhaven to Columbus, Ohio, and he hadn’t stopped once. He was used to those kinds of drives, but he had finished a long haul just yesterday, and he had been counting on sleeping tonight.


	Jeez, what had Rick gotten himself into this time?


	Roy took off his hat and pushed his hand through his thinning hair. He hadn’t grayed yet, but he was close to going bald, and Roy let a spike of jealousy pierce him as he thought of his older brother’s hairline. Rick had always been lucky, but this wasn’t the first time the law had caught up with him.


	“Roy Redfield?”


	Roy stood up without thinking as he heard his name, his hands tight around his cap.


	“Officer,” he greeted, nervous in the presence of a policeman, even though Roy hadn’t done anything wrong. His family had a long history of crime, but Roy had always tried to live on the straight and narrow.


	“I’m Detective Atwal. Let’s talk in one of the rooms, get you a coffee,” the officer offered, motioning to Doris, who had crept in behind him. She stepped away again as Atwal walked behind the row of cubicles.


	Roy followed him to the security door and waited patiently as the detective let him in.


	They were seated in an office soon enough, after traversing the bleak, empty hallways of the service centre. No one else was in the building at this hour, but Roy assumed there was always a social worker on call for extreme cases.


	The room they were in stank of delta pheromones, and Roy tried not to curl his nose. Spaces like this had always intimidated him, but that was probably due to his social status as a beta. His kind weren’t ‘blessed’ by lycanthropy, even if betas still carried scent glands, so Roy had always been disproportionately intimidated by alphas and deltas. They could change at any time, though deltas couldn’t do it at will. They’d have to be egged into action by their pack leader, or by an omega’s heat.


	Without an alpha in the room, Roy was safe, but his childhood had impressed upon him the need to be vigilant. Suddenly having a shifted alpha in front of you on a regular basis did that to a man, but Roy couldn’t imagine anyone remaining calm when they were face-to-face with a lycanthrope. Their wolfish features sparked a primal fear in every beta or omega.


	“It’s a pretty clear-cut case,” Detective Atwal said as he lazily rotated his office chair from side to side. He was nonchalant, and he sounded removed, but Roy theorized that attitude came with the job. It wouldn’t be good if every officer got attached to the kids they saved.


	“Burglary, Grand Theft Auto, and possession are going to give Rick at least twenty-five years, and that’s if the judge goes easy on him. He isn’t… cooperating, and it’s likely that neglect and child abuse are going to end up as one of his charges as well.”


	“When will I get to see Jesse?” Roy asked unprompted. Since they had arrived in this office, Atwal had only been talking about Rick, but Roy hadn’t been given any solid information regarding his nephew yet.


	Atwal glanced over his shoulder toward Doris, and Roy angled himself in his chair to look at the caseworker.


	“Soon. He’s in the toy room right now, and once Detective Atwal gives you all the information, we can sign some papers, and you can take him home.”


	Roy nodded solemnly and turned back to the detective. He looked bored, and Roy tried to stamp down any frustration he was feeling toward the delta. He didn’t want to be written off as a potential guardian for Jesse; the kid didn’t have any other options.


	“Regardless of prison time, Rick has lost parental rights. Well, once the paperwork goes through, but I’m confident he won’t get Jesse back. It’s an emergency order since Jesse will be crossing state lines to stay with you in…”


	“Indiana,” Roy supplied. He had only been given the briefest of information about the situation over the phone, but it had been more than enough to get Roy out of bed and into his truck. He knew it was a long way to drive, and he was pleased when Atwal nodded his head approvingly.


	“As Rick Redfield’s brother, you’re the next of kin for Jesse. I understand that his mother passed away a few years back, and she… doesn’t have any family, does she?” the detective continued, and Roy nodded his head gravely at the comment. He hadn’t known Elza very well, but he didn’t think she had living relatives. Jesse’s mom had always been a free spirit, so it was possible she had family somewhere, but Roy just didn’t know where.


	“We’ll be releasing Jesse into your custody then, and there will be a follow-up court case to make the guardianship permanent. But the emergency order should serve you for at least a week or two.”


	Atwal motioned to Doris in the corner, and Doris moved toward the desk before placing a stack of papers in front of Roy.


	“You understand what sort of commitment this is, correct?” she asked, standing at the edge of the desk as Atwal handed Roy a pen. “Jesse is a… troubled boy, and he has lacked structure at home. He may need more assistance than other children.”


	Roy nodded again as he scanned over the document, barely taking in the words. He was nervous about raising a kid solo, but what other choice did he have? He wouldn’t abandon Jesse, even if he was difficult.


	“We understand that his records label him as an alpha,” Doris continued, glancing at Atwal. “But we haven’t gotten eyes on the paperwork yet. Your identification, however… indicates that you are a beta, Mr. Redfield. Jesse is twelve, but he’ll hit puberty soon and with his history of… neglect, it’s likely that change will incite some… aggressive behaviour.”


	Roy sighed and closed his eyes, upset that he was so ill-equipped to help his nephew. It wasn’t common for a beta to raise an alpha since alphas were natural leaders, and betas were natural followers, but it had been done before. Generally, the beta would be the child’s parent, and they would have been raising the kid from birth, but Roy didn’t have that luxury.


	He wished he could reach backwards in time and befriend Jesse when he was younger, when it had just been him and Elza, but Roy had been scared to face them back then. Plus, Elza had always been on the move with Jesse, and Roy had no clue where they were at the best of times. Rick hadn’t known either, but Roy suspected that Elza had done that on purpose.


	Even as a child, Rick had been violent, and Roy had feared his older brother. As soon as their daddy had died, Rick had taken his place as leader of the pack, replacing one alpha for another, and Roy and his mother had fallen into line. Rick scared him, but it didn’t sound like Roy would ever have to see that man again.


	“Is there… some kind of assistance or a program or something that would help me with Jesse?” Roy asked, his hand hovering over the dotted line.


	“Yes, but… we’ll have to open a secondary case in Indiana since this case is under Ohio law. I’m not sure what their programs are in Indiana, but social services should be able to provide some assistance.”


	Roy nodded again and signed the bottom of the document as Doris flipped to the next page. She indicated toward each place he needed to initial and sign, and by the end of it, Roy felt drained. Work and this were weighing heavily on him, especially now that he’d have to find a new job. It wouldn’t do to be a long-haul trucker when you had a twelve-year-old waiting at home for you.


	Roy wished he could just rest, but he couldn’t afford to stay in a motel tonight, so he’d have to drive Jesse back to Danhaven as soon as the boy was released. Roy wasn’t even sure where the kid was going to sleep once they got home; his trailer only had one bedroom.


	“I can take you to him now,” Doris said softly, collecting all the papers and politely gesturing to the door.


	Roy stood and put his cap back on, worried about whether Jesse would reject him instantly or down the line. He didn’t want that boy to suffer any longer, and Roy felt guilty about letting things get this bad in the first place.


	They passed another empty office filled with cubicles before finally making it to a large observation room on the opposite side of the building. The inside was well lit, and the walls were covered in friendly images of cartoon characters, and there were toys strewn across the floor. Jesse stood in the middle of the room like an omen, his grubby dark clothing in stark contrast with the calming, joyful presentation of the room.


	Jesse had hardly come into view before a strange woman bustled down the hallway toward Roy and Doris, looking frantic.


	“Doris, thank god,” the other social worker said, glancing over her shoulder at Jesse in the locked room. “He’s having a breakdown—he won’t listen to me. When is his uncle—”


	The woman’s question was cut off by a furious howl as Jesse threw one of the tables in the room against the far wall. It smashed into the drywall loudly, and Roy jumped backward, his freeze-instincts activating.


	“He shifted?” Doris squeaked, her posture tense as she glanced down the hallway toward Detective Atwal’s office. He hadn’t come with them, but he was the only higher-ranked wolf here that Roy knew of; the two women before him were unmistakably betas.


	“I mentioned that he would have to go with his uncle before we could get his things from his dad’s house, but we would deliver everything to him within the week, and he lost it,” the other worker explained, obviously out of her depth.


	There was another crash as Jesse kicked one of the play chairs across the room, and Roy caught his first glimpse of Jesse’s shifted form. The boy’s head was shaved, but hair had crept across his cheeks and neck, and down his arms to his knuckles. Each finger was tipped with a wicked-looking talon, and Roy could see fangs curling over the boy’s bottom lip.


	Jesse clawed viciously at the chair, gouging the wood before taking hold of one of the legs and ripping it off with a crippling crack.


	Roy flinched again as Doris motioned down the hallway toward the other offices.


	“Go get Detective Atwal, he may be able to… able to calm the boy down,” Doris grimaced. The centre was evidently understaffed during this hour, and the women likely hadn’t anticipated needing reinforcements for one twelve-year-old.


	“What will the detective do?” Roy asked quietly, still wrestling with his own fear as he watched Jesse rip into a stuffed animal. He snarled, and Roy hesitated as he saw tears in the corners of Jesse’s eyes.


	“If necessary, we have… we have injections,” Doris swallowed as the other social worker scampered off.


	“We could—we could… try talking to him,” Roy gulped, nervous still but hopeful that Jesse could be reasoned with.


	“I’m not allowed in there when a child is like this—it’s too dangerous, we can’t,” Doris explained shakily, her grip tightening around the papers in her hands.


	“I can try,” Roy suggested, his voice thin as Jesse scratched his nails across one of the walls, carving a ditch into one of the beloved cartoon characters.


	“I can’t advise it,” Doris faltered, looking over her shoulder again to see if the detective was on his way.


	“But you can’t tell me not to, right?” Roy surmised, taking a cautious step toward the toy room’s door.


	Doris didn’t say anything to that, so Roy could only assume he had guessed correctly. He didn’t want Jesse’s first memory of him in years to be one where he was forcibly held down and injected with some kind of drug.


	“Mr. Redfield…” Doris tried one last time as Roy carefully turned the knob to the toy room.


	Something was thrown at the door instantly, and Roy shut it promptly before taking a deep breath. He cracked it again and squeezed his eyes shut, trying to undo decades of trauma within himself so he could talk to his nephew.


	“Jesse?” Roy asked through the door, but Jesse didn’t slow his tirade as he continued to yell and chuck things around the room.


	“Jesse, my boy,” Roy tried again, “it’s your Uncle Roy. You remember me? Last I spoke to you was with your momma a few years back.”


	The crashing on the other side of the door faltered for a second, and Roy risked opening it a little more.


	“So?” Jesse snarled, “why the fuck do I care?”


	“Can you tell me what’s wrong, Jesse? Maybe I can fix it,” Roy offered, but Jesse just kicked another play chair over in response. Well, at least he wasn’t throwing things at the door anymore.


	“I’m coming in, alright, Jesse? I don’t wanna upset you, son. I just want to talk.”


	“Just go away!” Jesse screamed, turning toward the door with tears staining his cheeks. He looked terrifying with his piercing yellow eyes and canine features, a wildness to him that made Roy’s heart pound. But in that same expression, Roy could see fear and a franticness that spoke to Jesse’s immaturity.


	He was still just a kid, even if he was an alpha, and Roy let himself pick out the small details he saw on Jesse. Bruises, cuts, and scars marred his arms and face in places, and his hair was shaved short but choppily, as if someone had taken a buzz cutter to his scalp without any concern for his health. He looked tired, and Roy could see a heaviness in Jesse’s shoulders that suggested just how exhausted he was.


	“I just wanna help,” Roy tried, shutting the door carefully behind himself.


	“Why the hell do you care now?” Jesse spat back, clenching his hands, so his nails caught the light.


	“I know, I’m sorry. I shoulda done something sooner… I should have. Your daddy—”


	“Don’t talk to me about my fucking father,” Jesse hissed, wiping the back of his hand across his cheek furiously, trying to hide the tears.


	“Right, hopefully I won’t have to. Just believe me when I say that I don’t want anything to do with that man,” Roy said, trying to keep his voice level. He was still terrified to be in this room with a rogue alpha—the scent alone was oppressive—but Jesse had always been a gentle boy. At least when Roy had seen him with Elza, and despite Jesse being Rick’s son, Jesse took after his mother.


	“Why do I care?” Jesse asked again, bitter. He didn’t yell the question, so that was an improvement, but he was obviously still angry.


	“‘Cause I’d like to take you home to my place, and I want you to know I won’t go near your dad. Now or ever,” Roy explained, hoping that the two of them could at least share their dislike of Rick. Roy didn’t hate his brother; he wasn’t sure if he could hate anyone, but that didn’t mean he ever wanted to see the other man again.


	“I don’t care!” Jesse yelled, and Roy flinched, aware that he must reek of fear. Jesse would be able to smell that he had the upper hand, but for once, Roy wasn’t worried about an alpha being above him. He almost preferred that Jesse knew, that way, he’d understand that Roy wasn’t a threat.


	“I just want my stuff! I don’t care what happens to Rick! I want my music—I want my clothes—I’m not leaving without my things!”


	“We’ll get ‘em,” Roy promised, understanding a bit better now. Rick had always been transient, skipping town before the law could catch up with him and leaving everything without a moment’s notice. Jesse probably had to leave everything behind multiple times, and if Roy knew his brother, he knew Roy wouldn’t have shared even an ounce of pity for the child.


	Jesse didn’t have much, none of the Redfields did, but without the power to change that, the only thing Jesse had were his belongings. The boy simply didn’t trust that the agency would follow through and return his things to him.


	“Tell you what,” Roy offered, crouching down on instinct, “we’ll come back to Ohio specifically for your belongings this week, and in the meantime, we can go through some of your momma’s stuff that she left with me.”


	Jesse stilled, and Roy could see the boy thinking. He wasn’t stupid; he had been a smart kid the few times Roy had met him, but sometimes a temper could cut off the logical side of your brain. Especially if you were an alpha.


	“What sort of stuff?” Jesse asked, his voice still tight but notably calmer.


	“I got your momma’s guitar, I know that. I don’t have a lot, but whatever she gave me over the years to hold onto, I’ve kept. Figured you’d come looking for them sometime,” Roy breathed, already smelling a shift of pheromones in the air. Anger was slowly being replaced with curiosity, even if Jesse still regarded Roy suspiciously.


	“Where?” Jesse said as he lifted his chin, posturing even though the hair that had grown on his arms and face was slowly receding.


	“My place. Indiana. It’s a bit of a drive, but you can sleep in the truck if you wanna,” Roy said, his own muscles relaxing as Jesse quieted.


	“They say I’m going to live with you,” Jesse declared, sneering slightly as if Roy was beneath him.


	“I’d like that,” Roy admitted as he repressed his doubts. He wanted Jesse to come home with him, but Roy couldn’t completely banish the thought that welcoming an alpha into his trailer was a bad idea. It could end up being a repeat of his childhood home: Chaos.


	“I’m not going to sleep,” Jesse huffed. “I’ll have a coffee. I’ll stay up.”


	Roy sighed and stood, not exactly excited to give coffee to a sleep-deprived child, but he’d take his victories where he could.


	“Sure, son. We can keep each other up while I drive.”


	Raising Jesse wasn’t going to be easy, but Roy hadn’t accepted the challenge out of bravery or some overstuffed sense of self-worth.


	Jesse had always been secondary in everyone else’s life—Elza had chosen drugs instead of Jesse, and Rick had chosen money and crime. Roy simply hated the idea that a child could be considered secondary in any parent’s life. He had it hard as a kid, too, but Roy had always had his mother by his side. She wasn’t perfect, but she had endeavoured to put her children first. Jesse didn’t have anyone.


	Roy knew he wasn’t the ideal person to rear Jesse, far from it, but he was willing to fight for the boy. He’d keep him when everyone else had abandoned him, and maybe he could undo some of the damage his brother had left behind.


	Jesse still reeked of skepticism, but he wasn’t screaming or destroying things anymore. It would probably be a while before Jesse trusted Roy, but Roy couldn’t really blame the kid. Roy had been absent from his life for nearly three years, and he had only seen the boy sparingly before Elza died. He wasn’t proud of that, but Roy could at least try to make a difference now.


	 


	




CHAPTER ONE




	Jesse had always thought that he should have been born an omega. The draw he had toward other alphas was unexplainable, and he couldn’t deny his want for them.


	Jesse wanted to be with someone who had all the power, who could claim him and make him theirs in a way that only spoke to an animalistic need. He wanted that. He had always wanted that.


	Then again, his own nature was undeniable. Part of that hunger had him desiring a mate that he could dominate and protect; someone that was his no matter what, that would bend under him with pleasure and want, while they both adored one another endlessly. Symbiosis.


	That was the kind of desire you were supposed to have for an omega, or maybe a beta, and while Jesse was no idiot, he knew his body could react to the scent of omega pheromones. He also knew that his fascination with other alphas was what kept him up at night.


	You weren’t supposed to want something like that. As an alpha, you weren’t supposed to look at other alphas and want to fall into bed with them; you were supposed to see them as rivals. Friends, maybe, but definitely rivals when you were in the right circumstances. But that wasn’t a game Jesse wanted to play, and it had been drilled into him that he was a freak for going against the grain.


	Jesse sipped at his weak, foul-smelling beer as he gazed out over the club scene. It was early in the night, and the lingering odour of cigarettes hung around him. It was baked into the walls by now from decades of smokers, even if the government had recently made it illegal to smoke indoors. Jesse still thought that was bullshit, but he didn’t argue.


	In every city Jesse went to, he looked for the taboo nightlife. He slumped through the gutter to find neon-lit clubs and back road bars that catered to his wants. He read the magazines and bought the porn that featured alphas together—stock, as it was called. Stock, as if they only saw each other as livestock to consume and be done with.


	Jesse was here at the Cock Tail Club alone tonight, not that he had ever come to one of these bars with a date. They only let alphas in, and Jesse purposefully kept other alphas out of his life. It wasn’t that difficult to do; betas and deltas outnumbered the alpha population by a significant margin, so they were coveted just as much as omegas were.


	At twenty-three years old, Jesse should have found himself a nice, pretty beta to settle down with, and if he had grown up in a functional family, he probably would have done that by now. He had made a sorry attempt here and there to date deltas—an acceptable alternative to a beta or omega—but Jesse always fucked up those relationships. The whole reason Jesse was here tonight was to forget about his breakup with his bandmate, Tripp, and wallow in self-pity over a fight Jesse had started.


	The insistent bump and grind of the club felt like background noise amidst the spellbinding scent in the air. It smelt like sweat and the unmistakable musk of Jesse’s fellow alphas. He could practically taste it as men and women shifted through the dark shadows of the room, some of them huddling in the corner of booths while others rubbed elbows at the bar.


	It had been a long time since Jesse had let himself linger in the pheromones of another alpha, let alone dozens of them, and he always found it a bit overpowering at first. Those odours triggered a need to flee or the desire to bare his teeth and snarl at everyone who came within three feet of him, but Jesse knew that feeling would pass. It wasn’t that strange for an alpha to become prickly when they first entered a club like this.


	Jesse cringed as a tall woman in dark leather staggered toward him. She wasn’t looking at him, or at least she wasn’t seeing him, but she was on target to stumble into Jesse drunkenly.


	He could smell her rut from here. It was tangy and sharp with an undercurrent of chemicals behind it. She was dosing, and Jesse held his tongue as her ‘date’ circled up beside her and caught her by the arm.


	The exchange was quick, and Jesse didn’t allow his eyes to linger on the couple as the two of them disappeared into the hallway behind him. They didn’t make it far, and Jesse tensed as he heard one of the alphas moan, the sound promptly followed by the unmistakable smacking of lips. It pissed Jesse off instantly, making his lip curl with distaste.


	An alpha could get sick if they didn’t allow themselves to enter rut, same as omegas with their heat, it was just rarer. You didn’t meet a lot of alphas that went against their own nature, but you could take drugs that would induce the reaction; Jesse just couldn’t remember anything that happened after chemical ruts. They’d knock him out, make him loopy, and have him feeling submissive for days afterward.


	Jesse shifted away from his spot and inched down the wall farther into the nightclub. He fumbled with the case in his pocket, debating whether he should take the plunge and take one of his rut pills—den-dose. Alphas were only supposed to have access to dose if it was medically prescribed, but Jesse wasn’t shy about black-market deals. He had grown up in that world, after all.


	It had been a while since Jesse had been in rut, and he knew his temper was high because of it. That was why he had fought with Tripp, even if the argument had been a long time coming. Either way, he risked accidentally going into rut while walking the streets one of these days, or worse, when he was on stage. The longer he waited between ruts, the harder it became to control himself.


	Addiction ran in his family, but Jesse tried not to indulge in den-dose. Eventually, if he took it too often, he wouldn’t be able to go into rut at all without the pills, and he hated that idea. Jesse didn’t like being dependent on anything, but the thought of going rabid was worse.


	Everything would be a whole lot easier if Jesse could just go into rut naturally, but sometimes he could get an approximation of the biological reaction from being around other alphas. He could smell their pheromones, and it would draw him in like steel against a magnet. He’d want them so goddamn badly he’d hardly be able to think, but tonight wasn’t one of those nights.


	Jesse clicked open the simple tin and rolled the oblong pill between his fingers. He was hoping to get laid tonight, and there weren’t a lot of risks associated with dose, at least not in this kind of setting.


	Smoothly, Jesse popped the pill between his lips and gulped it down with a healthy swig of beer. The drug left a bitter aftertaste, but the beer washed it away soon enough. Well, there was no turning back now. The dose would start working in forty minutes or so, and then it would be off to the races. Jesse just needed to find someone to take him home for the night.


	His eyes drifted from dancing couples on the floor to the luminous yellow glow of the bar. People dotted the stools there, and Jesse let himself scan each patron.


	All men, half of them older than Uncle Roy, and a few had already paired off.


	Jesse’s attention lingered on a guy with dark blonde hair. His perfectly quaffed look stood out against the other alphas in their leathers and skimpy outfits. Everyone here was prowling, and you dressed the part when you wanted to pick someone up, but this solo guy looked like he had just stepped out of a PTA meeting. He wore fitted, baby-blue jeans and a polo shirt that screamed SEARS Catalogue, but he still looked oddly appealing. A few other people had taken notice as well, but no one had acted yet.


	Whatever. Jesse had always had a weak spot for preps, even if he exuded the exact opposite energy. Jesse was metal and punk-rock, and he let anarchy reign wherever he went. At least that was the image he wanted to give off.


	An older man approached the Prep, and Jesse watched with mild amusement as this fifty-something-year-old man started to flirt. He was slick, a real white-collar type that looked a bit too predatory for Jesse’s taste. He liked a man who could take charge, but he didn’t enjoy the side of condescension that came with it.


	The Prep shifted uncomfortably in his seat, and Jesse caught a hint of a smile as he politely chatted with the older guy. White-collar wasn’t backing down, even though Jesse could tell that Prep wasn’t into him. His body language was easy to read, but Jesse knew that alphas like White-collar liked the chase more than the catch.


	Jesse took another long sip from his beer as Prep started to look around the room. He was searching for an out, which was obvious, and Jesse pursed his lips as the shadows played on the younger guy’s face. He wanted help, and he was probably looking for a friendly face in the crowd to use as an escape goat.


	“Don’t look at me,” Jesse mumbled under his breath, chanting the little phrase as his beer hovered halfway to his mouth. “Not me, not me, don’t look at me.”


	It was hard to see past the sea of bodies writhing on the dance floor, but Jesse had purposefully positioned himself so he could see the bar. A choice he was regretting now as Prep’s eyes landed on him, a weak smile eking across the young guy’s face.


	He gave Jesse a pleading look, even though most of his features were lost in the darkness of the club. Jesse could pretend that he hadn’t seen what was going on, but that would be scummy.


	“Great,” Jesse muttered as he gulped down the last of his beer. He was such a fucking bleeding heart. He couldn’t resist helping when someone was being picked on, even if he didn’t want to deal with this kind of shit tonight.


	Jesse moved away from the wall and put his empty glass down on the first table he passed. Maybe he could at least get a drink out of this, or better yet, a date to take home, but he doubted that would happen.


	“Hey,” Jesse muttered as he stepped up to White-collar and the Prep. “You still want to go out for a smoke?”


	Jesse took his cigarette pack out of his front pocket and waggled it at the two men, as if he and the Prep had plans before White-collar had interrupted them.


	“We’re talking,” the older guy growled as Jesse slid his attention toward him. He’d be pissed too if some nobody came around and interrupted his chances of cruising home with a handsome thing like Prep.


	“Okay?” Jesse shot back dismissively, “And the two of us are itching for a smoke. What’s your point?”


	Jesse rolled his eyes and smiled as he turned back toward Prep, giving him a ‘can you believe this guy?' kind of look, but Jesse froze as the rotating lights landed on the younger man.


	Blues and golds illuminated his face, and Jesse’s mouth went dry as he took in those familiar features.


	This was no stranger; Jesse had known this guy for years. He wouldn’t mistake those perfectly sculpted looks for anyone else.


	“I could go for a smoke,” Heath answered, standing up from the bar as Jesse continued to gawk at him. Thank fuck it was dark in here, or Jesse would have looked like an idiot standing there in stunned silence.


	Heath started to move toward the door before offering White-collar a friendly wave and an encouraging look toward Jesse. It was enough to make Jesse stumble as he trailed after Heath, flabbergasted that he had run into Heath fucking Thornton, of all people in a stock club.


	Alphas like Heath didn’t belong here. He was the guy who had every fucking beta and omega eating out of the palm of his hand when they attended Danhaven High together. Heath should be back in Danhaven, preparing to take over his family’s pack.


	Jesse climbed the stairs after Heath as they made their way to the front of the club. The bouncer eyed them when they got to the street, but didn’t say anything as Heath and Jesse moved to the corner of the block.


	“Thanks for the save back there,” Heath offered, dropping his hand between the two of them as if he wanted to shake. He looked nervous, but Jesse couldn’t help but stare as Heath turned that brilliant smile on him.


	Jesse had no idea what to do, so he just laughed at himself and jammed a cigarette between his lips.


	Heath was younger than Jesse by two years, but Jesse had only graduated a year before him, so they had never had a reason to interact. While Heath had never landed a punch on Jesse, plenty of Heath’s friends had. Every single popular lycanthrope at their school was ingrained into Jesse’s memory. They had made Jesse’s life a living hell, and they had all worshipped the ground Heath walked on for years.


	There were only three degrees of separation between the citizens in Danhaven, but everyone knew the Thorntons. Beyond Heath being popular, the Thorntons were one of the old clans, and they carried a certain prestige about them.


	Jesse probably wouldn’t have known the Thorntons existed if he hadn’t grown up in Danhaven, but they were local celebrities in the small, Indiana town.


	Jesse had always assumed Heath would run off to some sports college after graduation, since his folks had the money for that kind of thing. The point was, Jesse knew Heath, even though they had never shared a single word with one another before now.


	“Jesus Christ,” Jesse muttered, cupping his hands around his smoke as he lit it, wondering how the hell he had ended up outside a stock bar with Heath Thornton.


	He was waiting for some kind of quip or jeer from Heath, but when he turned toward him, Heath was fucking ogling him.


	His eyes scanned up Jesse’s body as if he was really looking, and he liked what he fucking saw. It was disarming, and Jesse subconsciously pushed his hair out of his face and extended the cigarette toward Heath.


	“Thanks,” Heath muttered, pinching the smoke and taking a drag before offering it back to Jesse. “Heath, by the way. Thanks again for the help—and for the cig.”


	He smiled earnestly, and Jesse stared as the smoke leaked from Heath’s lips like he was in some kind of music video. It was seductive as hell, and Jesse was rudely reminded of the fact that he had always been weak-willed when it came to preps and jocks. Heath was both of those things, or at least he had been, and judging by his clothes, he hadn’t left those days behind him yet.


	“Jesse…” Jesse answered, taking the cigarette. He waited for there to be a flash of recognition in Heath’s eyes, but it never came. He just continued to smile until he looked away bashfully and leaned against the side of the building.


	Heath didn’t remember him. He had absolutely zero recollection of Jesse. Granted, Jesse had covered his body in tattoos and grown his hair out a lot since graduating, but he didn’t look that different.


	“That guy was coming on pretty strong, and, uh, I’ve never been in a spot where… something like that could happen,” Heath admitted, rambling a bit as if he had a reason to be nervous.


	It felt starkly out of character for Heath to be anxious, but it wasn’t like Jesse had ever spent time with the guy. It was no wonder that ‘The King’ of Danhaven High mistook Jesse for a stranger.


	“This is probably lame, but this is my first time at a place like this,” Heath continued, talking still as if Jesse wasn’t having a crisis of conscience two feet away from him. “My roommate really pushed me to go tonight—I’ve been thinking about it for ages, you know? Just haven’t done it yet—I’m rambling, aren’t I?”


	Heath laughed awkwardly and smiled at Jesse again like they were fast friends.


	Heath was classically handsome, with his teddy-bear brown eyes and sandy blonde hair. He was fit and charismatic, and even though he had been dumber than rocks in high school, his sports skills had allowed him to coast through his classes. Coaches would either vouch for him or Heath’s rich parents would find workarounds, so Heath didn’t have to lift a finger.


	He had everything, and Jesse’s pride ached as he was reminded of how insignificant he had really been back in Danhaven.


	“You’re right, it is lame,” Jesse replied, his stomach doing a little flip as Heath snickered playfully at the comment.


	Heath had never been the conniving type. He wasn’t slimy, he was just spoiled, and he hadn’t done anything to offend Jesse… tonight.


	Jesse leaned in closer, and he caught Heath’s scent on the wind. It was subtle, especially with the mingled odours of the other alphas below their feet, but Jesse could pick out Heath’s unique brand. It was… pleasant, and Jesse felt his heartbeat tick up slowly.


	Heath smelt oaky with a dash of something sophisticated and comforting, like spiced wine or a new car. Jesse couldn’t place it exactly, but it gave him an overwhelming sense of safety. It was a protective smell, and nothing like Jesse’s pheromones.


	Typically, an alpha couldn’t pick up on their own scent, unless someone had been marked with it. You’d bite it into their flesh at the junction between shoulder and neck, where the scent glands were, and then your smell would intertwine with your omega’s. It would be wholly unique, but any other alpha would be able to tell who that mark belonged to.


	“Fuck…” Heath mumbled, and Jesse blinked himself back to the present. He had started to crowd Heath without realizing.


	Jesse cleared his throat and pushed his hand through his bangs again, trying not to catch his rings in his curls. The dose was making him act weird, which gave him an easy excuse, but Jesse knew he would have walked away from Heath by now if he wasn’t already under the influence.


	Heath was… stock or, at the very least, he was trying something new while he was on his Peregrine. Yeah, that had to be it. Heath couldn’t be pure stock; he had to be partaking in “the great expedition.”


	Alphas from traditional towns like Danhaven still believed in Peregrines. It was customary to travel or explore the great United States for a year before returning home and settling down with your omega. It wasn’t a very popular tradition anymore, but that was the only explanation Jesse could come up with.


	“You… okay?” Heath asked, and Jesse remembered to take a drag on his cigarette as his brain latched onto the words. Heath sounded worried, and Jesse couldn’t help but snort at the absurdity of someone who had ignored him for nearly six years asking if he was ‘okay.’


	“Peachy,” Jesse huffed, still smiling despite how bitter he sounded. He was usually a chatterbox, but the dose was making him subdued, at least for now. He’d probably be manic later once his hormones kicked in.


	“I’m dosing,” Jesse explained, pulling on his smoke again. He didn’t glance at Heath, but he did hear him make a knowing ‘ah’ noise, as if that had answered his question.


	“Does that stuff… make your scent stronger?” Heath questioned, something naïve and almost sweet about the ask. It showcased how ill-suited he was to this sort of scene, and how early in his Peregrine he was. Heath still hadn’t experienced much of the world, then.


	Jesse let a syrupy smile spread across his cheeks as he took in the innocence.


	The King of Danhaven was asking Jesse about sex stuff. How ironic. Jesse knew Heath had gotten laid in high school, enough for his entire graduating class, but he obviously had no clue about stock. How could Jesse resist teasing?


	“No,” Jesse replied, watching Heath now from behind his frizzy curtain of hair. “Makes you horny, though. And alphas smell a whole lot stronger when they’re turned on. ‘Specially when they’re in rut.”


	The blatant, deliberate flirt hit Heath in waves, and Jesse watched with amusement as Heath’s brows raised. He didn’t look scandalized, but he probably felt foolish for not knowing how rut worked in the real world. Danhaven still encouraged the puritan practice of taking scent jammers until you were bound and married, so it was likely that Heath had never smelt another alpha his own age before now.


	First foray into stock encounters, indeed.


	“So,” Jesse mused, feeling bold as the chemicals leaked into his veins. “Are you inviting me back to your place or what?”


	Jesse wasn’t sure if he wanted Heath to rebuff him or accept; either sounded funny right now. Worst case, Heath would punch his lights out, but maybe Jesse would get lucky, and he’d be able to lord Heath’s stock virginity over his head.


	Good or bad luck, Jesse knew he didn’t want to stay outside the bar for too long. Even though it was early spring, it was still cold out after dark, but Jesse could spare a moment for horseplay. Right now, it was win-win no matter what for him.


	 


	




CHAPTER TWO




	Heath held his breath as he stared at Jesse. He was peering up at Heath like some kind of sly devil, even though he was taller than Heath by a few inches. Heath had clocked that right away.


	Height had never really done it for him before now, but a guy in platform shoes and skintight pants who looked down at him when they spoke? Yeah, that packaged Heath fantasies up neatly; pretty black ribbon and all.


	Betas and omegas shuffled shyly into every interaction, and while Heath found that cute, there was something hypnotizing about another man taking the reins from him. Heath wasn’t bothered by that; he had come out tonight with the express purpose of picking up a date and heading home with them, but now that he was here…


	“You sure you want me to ask?” Heath said, watching the way Jesse’s eyes dilated.


	Heath didn’t have anything against casual sex, but something felt off about taking a guy home who had just confessed to dosing. Heath didn’t know a ton about the drug, but he knew alphas could ‘blackout’ during rut and act purely on instinct. It was hot, in a removed kind of way, but it didn’t feel… honest. The last thing Heath wanted was to sour his whole stock experience by accidentally forcing himself on someone who didn’t have the willpower to say ‘no.’


	“I’m not a beta, you don’t have to be so delicate with me, sweetheart,” Jesse quipped.


	The pet name went right to Heath’s dick, and he shifted uncomfortably under the scrutiny. Jesse was being condescending, but that was doing it for Heath. He liked being bossed around, and he liked the sense of danger that surrounded this interaction.


	Jesse wasn’t being aggressive or even forceful; he was just being an alpha, and the power dynamics in play were making Heath swoon.


	Christ. He had thought Jesse was good-looking once they had gotten some decent lighting, but there was something unquestionably alluring about a man with a devil-may-care attitude that just screamed anti-establishment. Where had this guy been his whole life?


	Out in the cities, of course, living away from the conservative countryside.


	“Earth to space cadet, paging agent Heath,” Jesse snorted, waving his cigarette between them as that sly grin stayed planted on his face. It was a dorky thing to say, and Heath couldn’t help but crack a smile.


	“I’d love to ask you to come home with me,” Heath admitted, clasping his hands behind his back as he leaned against the brick wall. “I’d just like to know if that’s you talking, or the dose.”


	Heath thought that was a pretty good line, honest too, but Jesse just stared at him, his cigarette almost burned to the filter.


	“You really have no fucking clue, do you?” Jesse said quietly, his voice almost dreamy as he flicked the cigarette butt away. “In the fucking flesh….”


	Heath had no idea what Jesse was talking about, but he watched Jesse carefully as he approached. They locked eyes, and Heath felt his arms prickle as he caught the strong alpha scent.


	Jesse smelled of good steel and wet earth. That poignant, fresh scent that permeated the air moments before it rained. It was masculine—tough and sharp, like the look in Jesse’s eyes. It was mouth-watering, and Heath felt himself wilt under the power of it.


	Heath was an alpha, but he had never just let himself enjoy the smell of another alpha, especially one that was entering rut.


	Jesse ghosted his hands up the side of Heath’s throat, and Heath shivered at the contact. He was getting lost in Jesse’s dark brown eyes, his pupils nearly large enough to wash out his irises.


	“No clue,” Jesse muttered again, drawing closer as he stroked along the tendons in Heath’s neck before pressing his thumbs to Heath’s scent glands. It was deliberate, and Heath pulled in a breath as Jesse towered above him.


	“No clue… about what?” Heath mumbled, transfixed by this man.


	“This… me,” Jesse drawled, slowly pinning Heath against the wall.


	Heath could tell that his body wanted to jerk away and shove Jesse back, those alpha instincts alive and well inside him, but resisting the urge felt better. It made him feel meek, and Heath was learning that he liked that feeling.


	Jesse leaned forward, and his long, brown hair curtained either side of Heath’s face. The curls were frizzy and unkept, but the look worked for Jesse, even if Heath had the overwhelming urge to run a brush through those tangles.


	The impulse to pamper Jesse rattled through Heath’s chest. He wanted to spoil this man—take care of him in those simple, human ways that existed outside breeding pheromones.


	Heath wanted to do things like that for all his partners, but this was the first time he had been compelled to do it for another alpha. It also pointed Heath down a dangerous path. This was supposed to be a one-night stand, but Heath had always been a sucker for romance.


	“How far away do you live?” Jesse asked, their faces inches apart. It was intoxicating, and Heath tried not to breathe too obviously as Jesse's scent washed over him.


	“Five, ten minutes by taxi…” Heath answered absently, wondering for the first time if he smelled alluring, too. He liked the idea that Jesse had been taken by him.


	“Fine,” Jesse half growled, his hands running up Heath’s jaw before he pulled away completely. “I still have a bit more time….”


	The feeling of loss was immediate as Heath breathed out heavily, his heart hammering as he watched Jesse stumble and then slam his shoulder hard against the wall.


	“Hail a cab,” Jesse ordered, crossing his arms as he glared darkly at Heath. It was an intimidating look, and Heath couldn’t tell if this was the dose talking or Jesse himself. More importantly, did Heath care?


	From the sounds of it, Jesse had dosed himself, so he had gone into the night knowing that he was going to be feral. That didn’t sound unwilling to Heath, and, goddamn, was Jesse fucking hot. That angry, brazen behaviour was something else, and Heath found himself acting on Jesse’s demands before he could think better of it. He had always been obedient, after all.


	 




CHAPTER THREE


	Jesse grunted as Heath slammed him against a wall and kissed him hard. It was aggressive, and Jesse hissed as his hands found their way to Heath’s hips.


	Heath felt feverish as he tangled his tongue with Jesse’s; both of them looking for the upper hand. It was exhilarating. Heath was acting as if he had been forced into rut, but he knew that couldn’t be the case. Jesse had just lit a fire in his belly, and it had taken all of two minutes as the cab drove away for the two of them to have their hands on one another.


	Jesse was taller than Heath in his shoes, but he was as skinny as a rod. Heath knew he had at least one weight class on Jesse, and he could feel how much stronger he was as his hand coasted up Jesse’s arm and down his side.


	Despite the long hair, the smudged eyeliner, and his slender frame, Jesse was masculine as hell, and there was a distinct aura of dominance around him. Jesse wasn’t the same breed of alpha as Heath, but his presence was unquestionably powerful.


	Heath fumbled with the keys in his pocket as he kept the kiss going, his free arm wrapped tightly around Jesse’s waist.


	The keys clinked noisily against the lock as Heath blindly found the keyhole and Jesse snagged his lips between his teeth.


	“Ow—” Heath managed before Jesse shoved him backward. His canines were already lengthening, which meant Jesse was trying not to shift. Heath had never experienced that before, and the idea that Heath could push Jesse toward such an intense, biological reaction was exciting.


	Heath licked his lip as Jesse yanked the apartment door open and stumbled inside, the move so brazenly demanding that Heath couldn’t help but trail after Jesse like a puppy.


	Jesse stumbled again, and Heath could tell that he was more uneven on his feet than he had been at the club. A part of Heath still pinged with guilt, but he couldn’t tell if that was because of all his internal shame, or because Jesse was dosed. He wanted this man, and Heath was no stranger to one-night stands, but Heath had never been pushy. Even during his ‘asshole days’ in high school, he had never forced himself on a beta or an omega. He had plenty of other things to feel ashamed of from back then, as it was.


	“Where am I… where am I going?” Jesse asked, shrugging off his heavy leather jacket and letting it fall to his feet. It hit the ground with a muted thud, and Heath could practically feel himself salivating at the sight.


	Jesse was covered in tattoos, and the deep cut armholes in Jesse’s tank top did nothing to conceal that. Heath could plainly see ink dotting his ribs, but more importantly, he could finally see the shape of Jesse’s body.


	He was thin, but there was definition there, too—practical strength—as if Jesse lugged around boxes all day but had never been to a gym in his life. His tiny waist and bad posture only added to that as he slouched impassively in the middle of Heath’s living room.


	“Second… second door,” Heath breathed, gesturing toward his room.


	Lor had agreed to be ‘out’ for the night, so Heath had no fears of being overheard by his roommate once he got Jesse into his bed. He had no clue which way this was going, but Heath couldn’t care less. So long as he had his hands on Jesse, he’d be happy to fuck or get fucked in any order.


	Jesse lolled his head lazily toward the door and took another ungraceful step toward Heath’s room. His platforms looked heavy, and Heath watched as Jesse caught his toe on the back of his heel before he crashed to the ground.


	His knees slammed harshly onto the hardwood, and Heath winced as he rushed forward to help, but he was greeted by laughter instead of wails of pain.


	“Fuck,” Jesse snickered, “real fucking smooth, huh?”


	“I’d give it a six out of ten,” Heath joked awkwardly as he lowered himself to Jesse’s level to give him a hand.
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