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His team demands everything from him—his body is just the beginning.

Hockey is all Kallen has ever wanted, but as an omega, his role is to keep his hockey team together. His body is his team’s both on and off the ice. It’s a price he is willing to pay to play, but when he is finally accepted into a professional team, all his expectations of team as family are shattered.

He still wants the ice badly enough to stay, even knowing one day he will be asked to breed with his team to produce a new generation of players. But no matter how hard he tries; he cannot help but wish for something more... Something an omega in his position can’t ever have.

An alpha of his own.

He knows that if he opens his heart, he won’t be able to do what needs doing, but when offered kindness amidst the chaos and the cruelty, he might not be able to deny himself anymore.

“The Price of Ice” is a standalone dark hockey romance with a clear happy ending.

For warnings, visit the author’s website.
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This book wouldn’t have grown from a porny short into a humongous out of control monster without the support of the backers for the Entwined: a love story Kickstarter. So, first of all, thank you all for enabling me! As promised, nearly a year later and over ten times longer, here are Kallen and his team.

With many thanks for the beta reading to:


	Li Iacobacci, Master of Inconsistencies. 

	Gema Cela Rodríguez, Murderess of Typos and Missing Words.

	NJ Torrance, Slayer of Homophones. 



Y con mención especial para mi tía Adriana, gracias por la silla, la escucha y el apoyo incondicional.
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About the world of “The Price of Ice”: 
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Unlike in the rest of my books, in this universe, alpha/beta/omega phenotype is inborn, and the hormonal changes are activated progressively throughout adolescence, culminating in heats for omegas of both genders at around age sixteen, which recur on a 28-day cycle during ovulation. Since most humans are betas who neither experience heats nor can satisfy those experiencing them, that is the default phenotype assumed by everyone.

This story is set in a large fictional continent of loosely connected city states with a technology level akin to that of Europe in the 2020s. While the culture is different due in part to the omegaverse and in part due to natural variation between universes, the food I have kept the same for the sake of delicious visualisation.
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Prologue
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He sighed, letting his head fall back onto the mussed-up sheets, eyes fluttering shut as another hard thrust rocked him up the bed. His heat had blindsided him; arrived too early and stolen his chance to play tonight’s game, but there was nothing he could do about it. And right at that moment, he couldn’t muster the will to care; the burning need was mostly simmering under his skin now that his body was getting what it wanted, his thoughts swirling around the room like a pinball with no clear path.

“Just take it,” his Captain told him, grunting, and Kallen felt his thrusts become stuttery and short, the heat of McKinley’s come flooding him from inside like a brand. He shuddered, overcome with sensation, and wedged his hand between their bodies to grab his trapped cock, squeezing himself with a practised twist of his wrist. Coming barely helped take the edge off; his cock probably wouldn’t even go soft before the next round. The older alpha half collapsed over him, panting on his neck, but not pulling out yet. 

Kallen didn’t say anything about it; different alphas needed different things when they helped him through his heat; it would have been selfish to complain, even if he didn’t quite like the uncertainty of not knowing if McKinley would knot him.

None of his teammates would mean to do it, of course. One day Kallen would be told to lay back for them to breed, but that was up to Team Management, and anyone who had a little ‘accident’ would have hell to pay. And he thought they liked him too; he was an easy-going guy, and good enough at hockey to be worth keeping around. He’d earned his place with his play, even if the only place he could earn also included this service. They wouldn’t want to risk him just to enjoy a good knot.

As an omega in a professional team, he had a role to play, but on the ice itself, he was like any other player—all anyone wanted from him was for him to score as much as humanly possible.

McKinley withdrew, his seed leaking down between Kallen’s thighs into a wet spot he’d be stuck on top of unless he moved quickly. His captain was patting Kallen’s knee in thanks with one of his big hands, murmuring some approving words he was too hazy to catch. 

The hands that had won them the Cup two seasons ago, Kallen reminded himself. That was one of the reasons he’d hoped to be chosen by the White Cats, after all.

“Finally,” Yrovsky said from his left, and Kallen must have been really out of it because when the defenceman approached him and tugged him to his feet by the waist, his knees nearly gave out. Yrovsky laughed, hauling him close by the hips and rubbing his cock against his arse. But then he separated them enough to get them front to front and sat on the edge of the bed himself. “Easy there, little one.” 

He was guided to straddle the alpha’s lap, huge cock jutting out obscenely between them. It wasn’t just wide but long too, looking disproportionate even on the big man. Kallen’s looked tiny in comparison; even sitting on top of the other player, his dick didn’t reach the top of Yrovsky’s. His new teammate hadn’t removed his clothes, even though he’d had plenty of time. But maybe he liked it that way, Kallen hadn’t actually taken his cock before—he was a recent trade, which was why they’d assigned him to Kallen’s heat rota, a welcome of sorts. He’d already slept with everyone else at least once in the six months he’d been playing for the White Cats.

Yrovsky brought him forward until he could nuzzle at his neck, inhaling and saying something in his language that sounded dirty. Not that Kallen had time to ask, because he was already being lifted and then pushed down onto his cock. And his eyes hadn’t deceived him; his used hole, still leaking McKinley’s leftovers and soaked in his own slick, resisted the intrusion. Yrovsky laughed, throaty and pleased. “Never take one this big, huh?”

“I...” Kallen swallowed, clenching around the head and releasing. It sank a bit further into him, making him grunt at the stretch. He probably hadn’t taken anyone this big before, even when accounting for size differences when he’d been younger.

“You are a good omega, you can do it,” the alpha told him, hips hitching up and forcing another inch inside. Kallen choked, jerking in place and Yrovsky rubbed at his back soothingly. “Yeah, just like that.” 

He took Kallen by the hips and lifted him off completely again like he weighed nothing, and the relief was so intense Kallen had to brace himself on his shoulders not to collapse forward. He needed to be fucked, of course, but he wasn’t sure he could be a good omega and take that massive thing inside. 

“Again,” the alpha announced, and there it was nudging at him. Maybe he knew what he was doing because Kallen found he could sit back on it without wincing this time, the spread painful still but not unbearable. He was lifted again, and this third time his body accepted the penetration. Yrovsky’s cock seemed to keep going forever, as if it would go straight through him. He clenched, instinctively wanting to protect himself, but it only made the alpha moan and thrust up into him, hitting his prostate straight on and simultaneously forcing his body beyond what felt possible. It hurt and it was good, nearly too good. His heat began to rise again as he was fucked hard and fast, completely at the mercy of the stranger he had to make a teammate.

An omega made a pack, and they also made a team. Without an omega, the alphas would be just a bunch of people doing the same thing. That’s what made Kallen irreplaceable. It was his first year on the roster of the White Cats, but he was their omega and unlike other players, he would never be traded as long as he could play. He’d become the team’s home away from home, a connection to what really mattered. Hockey was a violent sport, meant for alphas, but an exception was made for a single omega in each team—you couldn’t expect a bunch of alphas to cooperate without something to protect. 

Kallen was that something, the team’s soul.

He whimpered as Yrovsky changed the angle, losing contact with his prostate and ramming up in a way that made Kallen tense up to try to pull away. There was no chance of that, and if his new teammate realised, he gave no sign of it, continuing fucking up into Kallen with his eyes closed, grunting as he took his pleasure. Kallen could feel it was wrong, but his body welcomed it, producing enough slick to make his thighs stick to the alpha’s rough jeans. He was beyond wet, he was leaking, and his own dick was hard as a rock, slapping against his belly and Yrovsky’s chest as he was yanked up and down onto the alpha’s erection. “Come like this,” the new guy told him, grinning up at him with all his teeth exposed.

“Wh—” he didn’t get to finish, getting yanked down by the hair into a kiss that was mostly Yrovsky trying to choke him on his tongue. Kallen swallowed, desperately trying to breathe through his nose. He’d never had a partner this intense before, but he’d been well-trained; an omega didn’t refuse an alpha. So, he took it. Yrovsky forgot the kiss to focus on fucking him and Kallen could breathe again, half slumped in the alpha’s lap, not needing to do anything except let the other man jerk himself off into Kallen’s body. He’d never come untouched, and he didn’t think he could. But if Yrovksy wanted it from him...

“Hey, 65,” a voice from the side reminded Kallen they weren’t alone. “We got a game tonight, hurry the fuck up.”

Yrovsky growled, low and threatening, which was a perfectly reasonable reaction for an alpha to have when another alpha tried to tell him how to fuck the omega he was using, but he put an arm around Kallen’s hips and flipped them over, lying him back on the bed and forcing his legs to bend over his belly, far enough his cock got some contact at last. When the defenceman shoved in fully again, he got the angle right, making Kallen whimper as he got him deep in that spot inside, his dick twitching where it was trapped. It almost didn’t hurt as Yrovsky put all his body into it, hammering him faster and faster until Kallen’s cock erupted, barely any fluid left but the powerful shudders of ecstasy setting his every cell on fire anyway. For how rough the fuck had been, his new teammate seemed to grow gentle as he finally filled him up. Once he rolled over with a sated sigh, he even brought his water bottle to Kallen’s mouth and made him drink, a textbook alpha gentleman.

He was still blinking up at him when the last alpha on his heat rota got in between them. “Scram,” he told Yrovsky, and Kallen realised it’d been him who’d hurried him along earlier. Instinctively aware of the dangerous tension between his teammates, Kallen reached out to tug at Hirst’s wrist, getting his attention firmly on himself.

It was enough.

“Hands and knees, come on, I’m hungry,” the alternate captain told him.

It crossed his mind to tell Hirst he thought his heat might be over. He wasn’t sure, but he wasn’t burning up anymore. But maybe it just hadn’t had time to rise again, he was still not quite used to spending his heats with multiple alphas.

It wasn’t a big deal, really. This was the big leagues and taking three alphas each heat was part of what was expected of him—hell, it must have been important because it was even in his contract.

He got into position and Hirst pushed at the back of his neck until he had his head pillowed on his own arms, leaving his arse tilted up in the traditional breeding position. Not that it meant anything, alphas just found it hot, they always said that. Kallen didn’t, but that was his problem. These were his alphas, and they were contracted to protect him, he just had to stop doubting them and trust they knew better.

As the third alpha to have him that day, Hirst simply spread his cheeks and entered him. Even if his heat had broken, his body would naturally continue to produce slick in the presence of an aroused alpha. Something was wrong because it stung instead of feeling good, but Kallen swallowed and breathed in slowly through his nose. Hirst wanted to do this quick, so it wouldn’t be long— The next thrust made him wince, and he had to dig his nails into his palms to stay in place. He managed to get through a few more thrusts before Hirst made a disgruntled sound and grabbed his thighs, squeezing them together. To tighten him up, Kallen realised as Hirst started rutting in earnest, and the burning went from painful to agony. Because of Yrovsky. Had the big guy ruined his hole? He had enough time to think, and then Hirst distracted him by leaning over him and grabbing his dick to jerk him off. Kallen hadn’t even noticed it’d gone half-soft between them, and alphas never touched his cock, expecting him to do it himself. It had been years since someone else had touched him, and somehow that worked; despite the pain, the unexpected pleasure of someone else’s hand on him got him hard again. Hirst had even stopped thrusting, so it only took a few good pulls to finish Kallen off once again. He tightened up, biting his lip to keep from making noise as that squeezed his damaged hole around Hirst’s cock. It still felt good, how could it not? And then he heard Hirst groaning behind him, and the alpha pulled out and shoved it back in slowly, through Kallen’s own slick, the other two alphas’ seed and possibly a little blood. “Oh, god, yeah, that’s it,” Hirst praised.

Kallen shoved his knuckles into his mouth. It felt somehow worse than before, like Hirst was trying to drag his insides out of his body each time he pulled out. Nearly over, he told himself, again and again. And then it was, and Hirst was shooting inside him. 

Kallen collapsed onto his side, shaking hard, and the last thing he knew was that something soft was being draped over his body, his shoulder massaged through it.
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​Chapter 1
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Back in juniors, things had been different. Of course, he’d been having sex since the first time he’d gone into heat. No one was going to be precious about an omega planning to become mated to a team being a virgin, but for his first time, it’d been just his captain.

Robert had been only a year older than him and in retrospect, he hadn’t known what he was doing. When Kallen’s roommate had found him feverish and glassy eyed in their shared living room, he’d called Robert at once. And Robert had come, just like their legal arrangement dictated he should. Kallen still remembered the embarrassment of having to have his parents sign off on it because he’d been underage, but it wasn’t like biology would wait for him to be able to legally vote or drink, was it? Omegas went into heat for the first time as teenagers, and either they were kept safely home by their parents, or they came to an arrangement with an alpha to help them through it. Since Kallen had moved hours away from his parents’ home to attend a school where he could breathe, eat and dream hockey, it had to be the second.

And Robert had been inexperienced, but he’d been kind. He’d kissed Kallen against the sofa cushions, biting at his lips and rubbing himself against him to mark him with his scent. Kallen had melted under his hands, showing his neck and spreading his legs, moaning and shamelessly begging. 

The memory was a bit hazy, but he remembered he’d found it difficult when Robert had tugged at his wet hole and just started pushing inside—a battle raging in him between the part that wanted to be fucked into the ground and the part that hurt because he’d never had anything inside but his own fingers.

It'd got better soon enough, his body adapting like biology intended and Robert kissing his cheeks and telling him how good he was being and then blessedly coming inside him. For a little bit, the heat had abated. The second time—from behind—had been better, faster and harder and exactly what he needed.

Those six months of messing around with Robert, both when he was in heat and not, were some of the sweetest of his life; he’d had hockey and a friend who took care of him and blew his mind with his cock. What else could he have asked for?

Robert had graduated, though, and Kallen’s coach had transferred the arrangement to the next team captain, which made perfect sense, of course. College teams weren’t permanent enough to have an omega of their own, but it wasn’t like Kallen could have got a boyfriend or something, was it? He was there to focus on hockey, and if he needed sex to get through his heats, the team would provide that as well. He hadn’t liked Mark that much; the guy had been too serious, and even in bed, his focus had been on getting the job done. But he’d never hurt Kallen or even disrespected him. Heat was pleasurable, and once Kallen had learned that it wouldn’t be like with Robert and he had to stretch himself ahead of time, the only possible issue had been sorted.

It’d been a valuable lesson on how different alphas could be from each other, really. Nowadays, when he felt heat coming, he knew he had to prepare himself for the alphas. They were his teammates, but Robert had given him the wrong idea being so tender; they were all there to do a job, and Kallen’s job was to be open enough to let them do theirs.

***
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THEY’D LEFT HIM WATER and power bars on the bedside table, and he devoured them without leaving the nest of blankets. Even then, it wasn’t enough, and he fumbled for the phone to call for room service. It was the kind of things an alpha would do for their omega after heat broke, but it wasn’t their fault that Kallen’s body had had such shitty timing. He couldn’t expect them to miss the game to make sure he ate.

It still felt shitty, everything in him yearning for a warm body to curl up against, someone to touch him and ground him. But he managed to drag himself out of bed to open the door, and the beta who’d brought the food left the tray on the table without looking at him. Management had probably warned the hotel, he thought, and kept his own gaze averted. He hoped the beta couldn’t smell what had happened in the room a few hours ago.

Not that he had any reason to be ashamed. After all, he was serving his team, wasn’t he? They were helping him through his heat and by sharing him; it created a sense of community that would have been hard for a group of strangers to form on such short acquaintance. 

He just had to remind himself of what his dad had told him; that even if he couldn’t be on the ice tonight, he was still helping them win.

That night they didn’t and when he found out in the morning after missing the live game, Kallen felt so guilty he ended up throwing up the little breakfast he’d eaten. At least no one else knew, but the shame was all the worse for being private. What kind of omega didn’t care enough about his team to stay up and watch them when they went out onto the ice for him?

Coaches always told you that one man didn’t win or lose a game, but he still wondered if this counted. Could they somehow sense that he’d fallen asleep on the job?

***
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“YOU OKAY?”

He blinked at Levy Pollock, sitting by his side at lunch. After his heat, all he’d wanted was to go home and lick his metaphorical wounds—not to have to look any of his teammates in the face after what he’d done. But they had another game tonight. He was still a little sore, even more than usual thanks to Yrovsky, but when the trainers had checked in, he’d told them he could play, and they’d taken him at his word. “Tired,” he said, shrugging.

The shoulder squeeze startled him a little and he looked up to see the young alpha was smiling encouragingly at him. “We’ll get them tonight,” he declared, and he sounded like he believed it too.

Kallen found his own lips twitching upwards, like he’d really been worried about the game. Even though he was one of the only guys about Kallen’s own age, he didn’t know Levy very well. Mostly because the guy seemed to be everyone’s best friend, always chatting with different people, and Kallen... Well, Kallen wasn’t like that. But it was easy to be a little more sociable when invited to by such a ridiculous grin. “Yeah,” he agreed. “We’ll massacre them.”

That got him a laugh out of Levy. “Whoa, dude!”

“What are you rookies gossiping about?” Vandy leaned in to ask from behind, rubbing at both their heads. Levy shoved back at him with a well-placed elbow, already smoothing down his dark curls. Kallen didn’t bother, he needed the contact a lot more than he wanted to look neat, really. Besides, his own dark blond hair was always messy and the less he gave the impression it bothered him, the less likely he was to tempt the goalie to keep doing it.

“An old man like you wouldn’t get it,” he sassed back, shocking them both into guffaws.

This was team, he remembered, this was what made everything worth it. And they were going to win.

***
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THE TIGERS DIDN’T SEE them coming, and they couldn’t stop them. Kallen felt like he’d swallowed the sun, flying down the ice, connecting pass after pass with his line. They’d put Levy with him and that just made it more fun; Levy was the only other young player in the team getting considerable ice time—as well he should, because he was amazing. 

Yrovsky gave him a dirty smile from the bench, “You good, little one?” and the implication was clear, but Kallen nodded and kept reaching for the water like he’d meant to. This had nothing to do with heat, it’d been two days. He was just good at hockey and he was good with this line.

They won 5-1 and the Tiger fans were not happy with them, booing and even growling. It was their territory, and the Cats had humiliated them, but nothing could penetrate the joy rushing through Kallen’s veins as his team lifted him above their heads to celebrate.

***
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HE ENDED UP SITTING with Levy on the plane home, sharing earphones and watching a weird Japanese cooking show on Levy’s tablet. Kallen wasn’t quite following, so it wasn’t that surprising he fell asleep halfway through. He was only surprised to wake up to realise he’d slobbered all over his teammate’s shoulder.

But Levy hadn’t even teased him about it, laughing at his blushing face. “As long as you keep playing like that, Guin, you can keep your shoulder privileges.”

***
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EVEN THOUGH HE’D HAD sex with every man in the room, Kallen didn’t think twice about walking out of the shower naked, head buried in his towel as he tried to get his hair dry enough not to drip all over the rest of him. The contract was very clear, when he was in heat, some of his teammates would help him through it. It was a pleasure for them, naturally. But the rest of the time they had no more right to touch him than anyone else.

So, the hands sneaking around his waist and dragging him against a muscular torso made him startle and try to jerk away. “Wha—”

“Hey, little omega,” Yrovsky’s voice was rough, and he was hard against Kallen’s lower back.

Kallen shoved at him. “Let go, man, I—”

“You miss this?” the alpha asked into his ear, thrusting his cock against Kallen’s skin.

He shuddered, he most definitely hadn’t missed that. He’d been in pain for days afterwards and all he wanted was to forget that he was going to have to do it again in a few months, or sooner if Yrovsky earned himself the privilege with his playing.

“65,” came the growled warning from the side, and Yrovsky straightened, his hold loosening enough that Kallen could slip away from him, turning around to glare. “Keep your hands to yourself,” the captain was already telling the d-man. “You want Kallen so bad, go and fucking earn him on the ice.”

Yrovsky raised both palms up, gaze lowered. He was bigger than McKinley, but that didn’t matter as much as the hierarchy. Alphas were always vying to be top dog, but they respected their superiors, or at least they pretended to most of the time—if they hadn’t, they’d have torn each other apart. And the new player had no allies in the team.

Don’t fucking touch me, Kallen wanted to tell him, and spit on him to make his sentiments clear. But he couldn’t do that, of course. Alphas could be aggressive and mark boundaries; an omega’s role was to smooth over everyone’s feelings to minimise conflict.

He knew he was failing his team when he turned around to go back into the shower and wash the stink of Yrovsky from his skin, but keeping his mouth shut was as much as he could manage right then and there.
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Chapter 2
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Getting assigned to live with the family of an older teammate was normal, but Kallen thought most rookies got asked, at least. He was pretty sure they’d just assumed that, as an omega, he’d need a nurturing environment, which... Just wasn’t true. He’d left home at sixteen and lived with strangers for the last three years. Why would he need home-cooked meals and a busy house full of children now?

He didn’t mind the Johnsons, really. They were all nice and way too busy with their own lives to care much about what he did. If he wasn’t going to be in for a meal, he texted Merle about it.

It was a little odd that he’d slept with Merle’s husband and they both knew it, because outside sports omegas didn’t have to put up with that kind of thing. But it wasn’t like Kallen was the first team omega her husband had helped out, and she must have been a pro at compartmentalizing or something, because she was pretty nice to him from the start and that hadn’t changed after his first heat with his teammates. If anything, when he’d got back home, still wobbly, she’d offered him some cake. There was always cake at the Johnsons’ since Merle ran a successful bakery downtown and was always experimenting at home, but it was still a nice gesture.

Kallen had been so rundown that he’d even tried a bit. It’d been a bit too sweet for him, but that had helped him with the heat hangover.

It probably helped that Johnson was completely in love with her and showed it. He’d kiss her any time he walked into a room she was in, unless one of the kids was screaming and then he’d do it once he’d taken over and calmed them down. It was sickeningly sappy.

And lovely.

Not that Kallen wanted Darryn Johnson making eyes at him, the guy was thirty-three. And Kallen had more than enough alphas. Too many, really, that’s why they had to take turns.

But it still made him feel like an intruder to see them like that, tender and unworried about it, like they could open up with each other without fear of being hurt.

He didn’t have anyone like that, he hadn’t since he’d left home, really. He still called his parents and his brothers often, but it wasn’t the same, and even now that he had a generous salary, he didn’t have much time to fly back home. He wasn’t complaining, obviously, he’d worked his arse off to get to play hockey at a professional level and he’d got what he’d wanted.

Maybe next year he’d get a flat of his own too, a little room to breathe, a little less of what he couldn’t have right in front of his face.

***
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ONE THING ABOUT LIVING with the Johnsons he loved was the gym downstairs, equipped well enough to satisfy the needs of several professional athletes. As could be expected since there were more than five White Cats families living there. Kallen was happy to work out alone, but he didn’t mind running into his teammates on days off and getting pointers, either.

“Hey,” Levy dropped on the bench across from him, shooting Kallen an easy smile.

The guy was always in a good mood, soft and easy. Even when he was teased, he seemed able to let it slide off his back with no hurt feelings.

Kallen nodded at him in between reps, making sure to control his breathing as he pulled his arms together.

They worked in silence until Kallen signalled his teammate, asking to be spotted so he could lift the heavier weights. Levy left his own reps half done—Kallen barely resisted the urge to apologise and tell him to go back and finish his set—to enthusiastically stand above him. He was wider than Kallen, having benefited from alpha hormones, and he could easily help him with the lift off. He stepped back afterwards, but Kallen still had to make an effort to keep his focus on his breathing and his gaze on the ceiling.

As he finished his tenth rep, arms shaking as they hooked the bar, Levy whistled low. "Nice one, man."

Kallen couldn't answer, too breathless, but he kind of wanted to look away even from the tip of Levy's chin above him. There was nothing wrong with encouragement, obviously, but sometimes he found he liked it a little too much from alphas he was... well, fucking. Robert's fault, probably, making him feel all special when it was just an arrangement.

It was a relief in more ways than one when he was done and could lie back and close his eyes. "Thanks," he huffed.

"Any time," the alpha told him, and Kallen felt the heat of his body fade as his footsteps echoed across the room.

***
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HE'D FELT A LITTLE weird, but he couldn't let it linger, so when Levy asked him if he was hungry after they were done, he'd said yes and suggested a restaurant.

"Nah, come up to mine, I'll make us something."

"You don't have to—"

Levy snorted. "I know that, dummy, but I like cooking, and it's more satisfying to cook for someone else." He tilted his head, his tight brown curls bouncing. "Come on."

"Um, okay," Kallen agreed, glancing down. "Lemme just grab a quick shower."

"Sure, I'm in 7b, I'll leave the door open."

While he washed off the sweat in a hurry—by now, he was starving—he had plenty of time to think about what he was doing. Namely, meeting on his own with an alpha. But surely it was fine if it was one of his alphas, right? And Levy wasn't like Yrovsky, he wouldn't... He wouldn’t touch Kallen without asking.

He knew Levy lived alone from their previous conversations, but it was different to see it in person. He wondered if they'd asked him if he wanted a billet family too. Maybe he’d lived with one the previous year. Or had he just turned them down? Kallen couldn't imagine asking, so he let himself in, calling out a greeting to announce his arrival.

For a long moment, he found himself standing in the unfamiliar corridor, hesitating before toeing off his flip flops and not quite sure he was allowed to be there after all.

And then Levy came bounding from deeper into the flat, smiling his welcome. "Hey, you are quick!" His hands were on a towel around his neck, his hair a mess of dripping curls.

"Didn't wash my hair," Kallen explained.

His teammate grimaced. "Ugh, no, can't shower and not wash my hair. Impossible."

Kallen snorted at his dramatics. "I have dry hair, if I wash it too much, it'd be fluff."

Levy eyed his head consideringly. "I guess I'll forgive it. Come on," he added, already turning. "Kitchen's this way."

He started pulling stuff out of the fridge, peppers of different colours, chicken and corn tortillas, then the spice jars started invading the counter.

"How long is this gonna take?" Kallen asked, and it wasn't until it got him a raised eyebrow from Levy that he realised it was kind of rude. "I just mean, it looks really complicated!"

“It's just fajitas,” Levy insisted, deftly starting to chop an onion, knife flying on the board. “My mum taught me how to make them, much better than the stuff you buy.”

"Oh, you're good at this," he said. "I'd cut a finger off if I tried that."

Levy shook his head, laughing a little. "It's just practice, like everything."

"Um, can I do something?" he asked because he hadn't been raised in a barn.

"Sure, talk to me, what's your favourite food?"

"Steak," Kallen told him at once, leaning against one of the stools by the breakfast bar.

It earned him a snort. "Typical, so what sides?"

"Oh, sweet potato," he admitted a little reluctantly, because he knew it wasn't the healthiest choice.

"Oh, come on!" Levy shot him an indignant look. "You are not feeling guilty about sweet potatoes, are you?"

"It's just... It'd be better to have something green. Like, I do, normally, as a second side, but still."

"Fuck off," his teammate told him easily, dropping the onions into a sizzling pan. "You're in great shape."

And it wasn't a compliment, not really, it was a fact, but Kallen was still relieved that Levy had to keep his eyes on the peppers.

***
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THEY ATE AT THE BREAKFAST bar. The stools were sturdy enough for men as big as they were, even if sometimes their knees knocked together under the table. Levy didn't seem able to stand still for too long, his hands flying around as he talked, barely pausing to chew his food. And the food was great, the spice combination just hot enough to complement the sweetness of the peppers and onions.

"So how do I compare to steak?" he asked Kallen when he caught him looking towards the counter—Levy had added a green salad with pomegranate seeds to the meal, but Kallen still wanted a third fajita.

Kallen rolled his eyes at his obvious fishing. "Seven," he determined, intentionally lowballing it. "If a steak is a ten."

"Seven?" Levy demanded, leaning heavily into indignation Kallen could tell wasn’t real. "And you want seconds?"

"I'm a growing boy," Kallen pointed out, but he was already losing control of his grin and soon they were laughing together.

"You are a dick," Levy told him, smiling, but he mustn't have held it against Kallen because he gave him two extra fajitas.

***
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HIS NEXT HEAT WAS COMING up fast, but his stomach still tightened when he saw the roster on his phone. Management liked to sort it out in advance, he could hardly blame them for that, even if Kallen did his best not to be aware of his cycles. This time they'd be playing a stretch of home games, so they'd do it in the heat room in their own stadium. It meant that afterwards, Kallen could just go home, and he tried to focus on that and not on how restless the room made him feel before his heat got intense enough and he stopped caring about it.

Not every heat with the team had been great so far, but he knew that was normal. Growing pains, doctor Maslow had called it when he’d asked Kallen to report on his experiences. Even so, there were a couple pretty shitty ones that had happened in that very room, so Kallen allowed himself a sigh at the realisation he’d be in it again soon.

He vacillated but then forced himself to open the message. The alphas involved would know, and if it was Yrovsky... It wasn't, which hadn't been out of the realm of possibility, the defenceman had been working hard since the incident in the locker room where McKinley had dared him to do better if he wanted Kallen. Not good enough, apparently, and he could be grateful for that small mercy. The rest weren't all that surprising. Vandy had stopped a goal with his shoulder two games ago, jumping half a foot in the air to manage it and the last time Kallen had seen him in the locker room he'd still had a dark bruise all over the area. The Groddy twins were their first-line defencemen and while they hadn't done anything particularly special that he recalled, they were solid, keeping their goal area safe with hard constant work. Last time, they'd also helped Kallen together, so maybe it was a thing with them. Kallen couldn't imagine having sex in front of either of his brothers, but the twins were oddly close, almost telepathic on the ice and often together off it too.

It wasn't a bad triad. All defence, which meant they were all large men, sure, but none of them had been rough before. 

It would be fine. 

He dropped his phone on the sofa, standing up. He didn't have time to waste speculating about his next heat, he had some conditioning to do and then he wanted to go for a walk in a nearby park to clear his head so he'd be well-rested for the game the next day.
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Chapter 3
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This time, of course, his heat was late. At first, he didn't even know what was happening, he'd played the last shift, and he was achy and exhausted, desperate for a shower. But when he tried to walk into the changing room, he found himself blocked by McKinley.

"What?" he asked, taking a step back and blinking up at the captain.

But McKinley wasn't looking at him. "Vandy!" he called out.

Before Kallen knew what was happening their goalie was stumbling out, skateless, but still in under armour. His eyes widened when he saw Kallen. "Oh, fuck!"

"Get him to the heat room," McKinley ordered, pointing with his chin, and Vandy grabbed Kallen's arm to guide him away, making him stumble on his own skates. He had to grit his teeth to keep from snapping at the goalie. Fuck, heat, of course. He'd known it was coming, but in the excitement of the game he'd forgotten all about it.

And if he'd walked into the changing room... If he'd got naked in front of all the alphas there, too heat stupid to realise he was waving a red flag at a herd of bulls... 

"Okay, slow down," Vandy was telling him, gentler now and Kallen didn't have the energy to suggest they stop so he could take off his skates. He was shivering, sickly already. The arousal wouldn't take long to hit, and he didn't want to be in public for that. Even in the corridors of their own stadium there would be plenty of alphas to pick up on his scent.

Later he couldn't remember how far they'd made it like that, only that the Groddys had caught up with them and one of them had spat an imprecation and then they were lifting him right off the ground. He struggled a little, startled, but someone told him firmly to be still and he had. 

Then he was in the heat room, spread on the bed, three pairs of hands taking care of his skates, his pants, his under armour, and finally his underwear, soaked through by then with his slick.

Someone was nuzzling at his cock and then his legs were bent over, and they were nuzzling at his hole, a tongue licking delicately at the wet skin, stubble rubbing against the sensitive skin of his thighs. 

He hadn’t stretched himself, he thought only when a couple of fingers spread his twitching hole.

He didn’t care. Finally, he was getting a cock sliding inside, big and burning and then just perfect, exactly what he needed. His whimpers echoed in his ears, needy and too loud, and it didn't matter, he couldn't stop, he just wanted more.

They must have known, because his chin was being tilted upwards and he was being fed another cock, wet already with precome he hardly got a moment to taste before it went deeper into his mouth, and then deeper still until it hit the back of his throat. He arched, choking on it, throat contracting against the hot steel of it, eyes filling with tears, but it was already pulling out, coming back in with a series of short thrusts that allowed him to take breaths in between, and the alpha using his arse was doing the same, giving it to him short and good and Kallen was begging for more, just a little more and he'd get off, he was sure.

He didn't, they came first, practically at once, the cock in his mouth shoved all the way in until his body swallowed around it, accepting his alpha's seed even as his vision went hazy. He ended up sprawled there, panting and shivering as the alpha still in his arse—one of the twins, his brain finally caught on—rubbed his still hard cock against Kallen's swollen prostate, forcing little hitches out of his sore throat for a moment longer before he retreated.

Kallen hadn't come, but having them get off inside him had made his body calm down a little. Enough he actually saw Vandy slap Matt's shoulder to get him to get out of the way so he could take his place between Kallen's spread knees. He was fully conscious when Vandy aligned himself and lifted his hips right into a thrust upwards, making Kallen's whole body come alive like a wire with a rush of electricity.

"Yeah," the goalie said, sounding half-drunk in pleasure. "Like that." He was going deep with each shove, getting the angle just right and it was all Kallen could do to clench his fists on the sheets so he wouldn't reach out for his own cock and finish himself off. Some alphas didn't like it if he came first when they were servicing him, like he cared more about his own pleasure than theirs. But it was just so good; each time Vandy went in as deep as he could, his tight grip on Kallen's hip the only thing keeping him from flying up the bed, his panting gasps right in Kallen's ear. " I'm going to break you," he grunted, and Kallen's hips lifted of their own accord, body opening up even further and the next thrust made him whimper pitifully and he didn't even care.

His thighs were soaked, from Matt's come and his own slick, and probably everyone's sweat too. He was still burning up and if he couldn't come, his heart was going to give out, his lungs would collapse, he'd just combust.

"Come on, finish it," Vandy demanded with another brutal shove and Kallen nearly sobbed with relief, taking his erection in hand and not even managing a good grip before he erupted between them, long and drawn out after the long wait, each of the goalie's thrusts milking his prostate further, each involuntary clench against the thick cock inside him another unstoppable wave of ecstasy. He let his neck fall back, mouth falling open to pant desperately for air as it rushed through him, leaving him shaking from head to toes, too overcome to do anything but lie there for the alpha on top of him. 

Vandy sped up, not pulling out completely anymore but rutting inside him, the pressure was way too much on his overwhelmed body and he still had to take it. He bit his lip, eyes clenched shut as the alpha started dragging him back towards arousal before he was ready.

"I..." He swallowed back the pleas he couldn't make voice. His aching cock was filling up again between them and fuck, everyone said goalies were crazy, but what was Vandy doing?

"Come on my cock," the alpha ordered. And it was an order, full of the steel of alpha will. 

Kallen's arse clenched, hips tilting upwards, as if trying to obey. But he'd just come, he was probably all empty. He managed to get his legs around the alpha's hips, helping as best he could by shoving himself back onto his cock. If Vandy would just come... 

Vandy actually stopped cold, straightening over him and shooting him a dark look. "No," he said, cold and certain. 

Kallen stiffened beneath him, whole body going into high alert. Alphas were protectors, of course, but they were also dangerous, they had to be; you couldn't expect someone to be aggressive enough to attack your enemies and not have some claws in them.

Kallen dropped his eyes, instinctively submissive, but Vandy got a hand on his chin and forced him to look up until their eyes met again. "You got two choices, omega," he explained calmly. "You can come on my cock, or you can't come."

And with that warning, he was off again, jabbing his dick right into the tenderest part of Kallen's insides, each push setting his nerves alight once more, merciless and demanding... 

His eyes were tearing up, his whole body seizing with overstimulation, and he wanted to come, more than anything. His dick kept twitching against his belly and his hands were clenched painfully hard on the bedding to keep from touching himself, to be good for Vandy. He just didn't know if his body was even capable of coming untouched, it'd never happened before, even when he'd been in the heights of heat, even when he hadn't already come only minutes earlier.

None of that mattered, though, because it was what his alpha wanted and right then he was Vandy's, and he'd either come on his cock or not at all.

He closed his eyes and let go, relaxed into the pleasure and into the pain—it was starting to chafe by now—let it all rush over him. Surrendered. It didn't stop anything, he couldn't stop anything, but it became alright somehow, a haze that left him floaty and half disconnected.

It could have been minutes or hours when a hissed warning brought him back to earth. "Vandy!"

He blinked his eyes open, struggling to focus enough that he couldn't tell which one of the twins was there, but he was pretty sure he was gripping Vandy's shoulder. The part of Kallen's brain that was always on duty to his team pointed out he should get Vandy's attention on him, so the alpha didn't rip whoever's hand off for daring to touch him in this situation. But he couldn't react on time, not even close. Vandy was already turning his head and shoving at Will, growling low and threatening. Matt was there too, catching his twin and keeping him from falling. 

"Quit that shit," they told the alpha on top of him, full of willpower and perfectly coordinated. "You are gonna hurt him."

Kallen shivered at the power in their voices, and Vandy actually stopped moving too. He was still focused on the other alphas, tense and ready to react to the threat, and then, like something was giving, Kallen felt his strong muscles relaxing where they were holding Kallen’s legs. By the time Vandy turned his head to look at him again, the anger was all gone. He was just watching Kallen like he didn't know who he was. And then, to his utter shock, Vandy withdrew from his body altogether, breaking their gaze and letting his legs drop before turning away without a word.

It felt like the bottom dropped out of his stomach, terror and desperation clawing at him. He instinctively tried to sit up and the contact of his heels with the bed sent a shock of pain so intense through him he flinched and fell backwards. 

He was still whimpering when he felt hot hands on his sides, turning him until he was face down on the bed, forcing his knees under his body to leave him into the breeding position. If he'd been able, he'd have begged them to stop because every movement was agony and if they actually mounted him now...

"Shush," came a voice next to his ear. "Just need to see if you are torn, we won't touch too much."

The thumbs spreading his cheeks apart weren't much better than all the movement. But they kept their word, going slow while they checked, their voices low in a whispered exchange he couldn't quite follow.

"You are okay," Will told him, and then, when Kallen tensed under his hand on his back, clarified, "Well, you are not bleeding."

They got him in the ensuite shower, held up between their bodies as they washed him. When they used the shower head to clean his arse, he struggled so hard, they barely managed to keep them all from falling.

"Oh, come on, Guin, you've broken bones, this is nothing," one of them chided him. But it wasn't true, and it wasn't the same, he'd broken his arm by accident, this...

That must have been Matt who’d said that, because Kallen recognised Will when he spoke next, "Shut up, man, he's freaked out, not the time for macho bullshit."

He was pretty sure that got him an apology, but as the pain faded, he started losing time, too exhausted to keep going. They manoeuvred him out somehow and later he remembered them drying him up, but mostly the last thing that was clear was when they'd put some ointment in his hole and he'd cried against someone's chest while the alpha held onto both his wrists and his waist to keep him in place.

***
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THE TWINS MUST HAVE been worried because Kallen woke up to Doctor Maslow next to his bed. His chilly blue gaze always made Kallen feel like a bug under the microscope.

For a moment, he froze, simple instinct and then he remembered and instinctively tried to curl up. It was a serious mistake, sending a spike of pain up his spine that had him crying out in surprise. 

Fuck fuck fuck.

"Kallen," Doctor Maslow said, low and commanding. He was in his fifties, stout and solid, hair starting to grey but still plentiful. An alpha even though most of the support staff were betas to compensate for the excess of testosterone the players brought to the team dynamics.

“Yeah?” he managed, his voice was rough, as if he’d swallowed the screams that he hadn’t let out the night before.

“The Groddys told me what happened,” the doctor explained. “I’d like to examine you.”

Kallen scrunched his eyes shut, breathing out slowly. The pain was fading, but it didn’t help much with the humiliation. His face was burning up and he wasn’t sure he could move. At least he was naked under the sheets so he wouldn’t need...

“They—” His voice caught, and he had to clear his throat. “They checked, no tears,” he mumbled.

Doctor Maslow hummed. “Let’s just make sure, shall we? I have an ointment with some soothing herbs in it for you.”

Like he was a fucking child who needed bribing. He had to inhale again, slowly and relishing making Maslow wait even— No, because he knew he could only make him wait, not refuse him altogether. But then he had to face the music. “How...?”

“If you can manage to roll onto your side,” the doctor told him, almost gently. 

Kallen wasn’t sure if that made it better or worse, though. He did it anyway, sucking in a sharp breath but not crying out again, then felt the alpha’s hand on his leg, guiding his top knee towards his chest to leave his hole exposed. He bit his lip hard to keep from making noise. He didn’t know why making noise felt like losing, but it did. They’d hurt him and he hadn’t been able to stop it, and now he couldn’t stop this either, but he could not show them how much damage they’d done.

“Mmm... irritated,” Maslow declared, and Kallen would have snorted if he’d had the chance before his hole was spread open and all his focus had to go to being quiet. “I need to palpate.”

It was all the warning he got before a cold finger was entering him. He clenched, inevitably, nails digging into his own calf as the doctor kept pushing through the resistance, pausing every so often to circle his finger around. 

He didn’t make a sound, but by the time the finger was withdrawn, his eyes were wet, and he was shivering.

“They were right, no tears,” the doctor told him, and Kallen didn’t turn to look at him, tracking him by ear as he moved around the room. “I’m leaving you the ointment, apply it at least twice a day, three would be better if you want to heal quicker. There are painkiller drops if you need them.”

And you shouldn’t, he could hear that loud and clear. Just like the good doctor had made it clear Kallen shouldn’t have needed to get drunk to sleep with multiple alphas during his heats. It was fine for an omega to play hockey, but only if he could prove he was just as strong as any alpha.

No alpha on his team was going to miss the game that night because he’d been fucked raw, of course, he thought bitterly, and got his elbows under him to reach out for the drops.
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Chapter 4
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He could have gone back to play three days later, even if he was still a little sore. He’d played while a little sore post-heat more than once, after all. But apparently this time he was getting benched for someone else’s fuckup as well as hurt. And he had to show up to the game as well, sit on the bench and look like he wanted them to win, which he did, obviously, they were still his team, but he also wanted...

Levy dropped down next to him after his shift, letting their elbows touch but not jostling him. “Hey.”

Kallen glanced at him, suddenly terrified. Did they all know what had happened? He kept his gaze on the ice, even if he couldn’t have said who had the puck. “Hey.”

“You feeling better?” Levy asked, without any of his usual cheer.

“Sure,” Kallen said, knowing he was lying. His arse was better, but he felt like shit, barely able to swallow past the rage beating in his throat. His pulse was probably faster than if he’d been skating full-tilt right then.

Once the match was over—they’d lost so at least he didn’t have to congratulate them on it—he stood up and started to walk out.

It said a lot about his state of mind that he didn’t realise he was being addressed until Levy, shoeless, caught up to him and grabbed his forearm. “Hey!”

He blinked at the young alpha, confused.

“Wait for me?” Levy asked. “I’ll drive you home, feed you something?” And his smile wasn’t quite there, but Kallen could see it in the softness in the corner of his eyes.

For a moment, he nearly shook his head and turned away again. But then he thought about going home with Johnson instead, about how the veteran would try to make small talk and analyse the plays with him, and Kallen wouldn’t know what he was talking about. “Yeah, okay.”

***
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IN THE CAR, LEVY PUT the radio on, then waved his hand towards it, flashing him a smile. “Your choice.”

Kallen didn’t really care that much right then. Except that the fast music Levy must have been listening to on the way to the stadium was getting on his nerves, so he changed stations until something softer came on. The words were lost to him, but they filled the silence between them with something that wasn’t what they weren’t saying. What Kallen wasn’t saying because he didn’t even think he was allowed to. The twins had stopped Vandy, and the doctor had made sure he was okay, but other than that... It really seemed like they all were going to pretend nothing had happened.

They didn’t speak at all as they made their way upstairs, Levy lugging his bag and humming something under his breath, fingers silently beating on the lift railing.

The moment they were inside, his host dropped everything by the door and shot for the kitchen.

Taking a seat on the sofa seemed like the path of less resistance. Whatever Levy wanted to do, Kallen could follow, as long as his teammate didn’t expect him to speak.

A few minutes later, Levy was back, putting down a plate on the coffee table and lifting a bottle in the air in offer. “Beer?”

Kallen glanced down at the finger food with a frown, he wasn’t all that hungry, but Levy had just played a game. “Aren’t you going to eat more than this?”

“Oh, I just popped a lasagna in the oven,” he was told with an easy smile that seemed to fall off Levy’s lips too soon. “Kallen...” His throat worked as he swallowed. “Can I... Do you want to tell me what happened?”

His eyes shot up, shoulders tensing.

“You don’t have to!” Levy said at once. “You can, it’s what I’m saying. I’m here to listen, if you... Or I can get you a beer, or something stronger, and we can...” He glanced around. “Watch telly, play video games, whatever.”

Kallen tried to swallow past the lump in his throat, but he couldn’t. He couldn’t and— He shot to his feet, crossing the room and he couldn’t have said where he was going. Not until he was in Levy’s kitchen, and he couldn’t have gone anywhere else. They’d shared some whiskey once, so he knew where the bottles were hidden. He yanked the cupboard open and fumbled for the first one there, a transparent liquid. It might have been expensive, but it burned just like any other hard alcohol when he opened it and took a swig. That he could swallow, like his body knew what he needed.

He stood there, breathing again, jaded tired exhales, desperate inhales. But he was breathing. He brought the bottle to his lips again, got down one shot and then another.

Half of him wanted to keep going, to finish the whole thing, and then throw up everything inside him, like that could get it out—the pain and the fury both. But he hadn’t made it to the big leagues by giving into his impulses. He carefully placed the bottle on the counter, recapping it. It wasn’t until he turned to the fridge that a wave of dizziness hit him, and he had to catch himself on the counter. “Fuck,” he muttered, annoyed. But at least his voice didn’t come out scraped raw this time.

“Kallen?” Levy was standing at the threshold, his eyes soft and worried, and part of Kallen wanted to scream at him. Because what the fuck did Levy know? Kallen had taken it, hadn’t he? He’d taken it and he was alive, and he didn’t need anyone feeling sorry for him for it.

Except that no one else was, so when he opened his mouth, what came out was, “Vandy. It was Vandy.”

Levy let the silence stand for a long moment before he asked, “Vandy hurt you?”

And Kallen nodded, eyes on the ground. He wasn’t angry anymore, like he’d lost the rage somewhere. Maybe he’d swallowed it and that’s why his stomach was twisting now. It was only when he blinked that he realised his eyes had filled with tears.

Levy must have seen it too because he was closer now, touching Kallen’s bare arm with another soft “Hey.”

“I couldn’t—” He tried to explain, because if he’d just done what Vandy had wanted, if he’d just been a good omega and given his alpha what he’d asked for... “I wanted to,” he choked out. “I wanted to do it, but I’d just come and—” 

“Shh,” Levy said. “Come here.” And with that he found himself enveloped in Levy’s strong arms, held close and firm against the steadiness of him. He tensed up, knowing he shouldn’t, that if he let go here, if he trusted someone else to hold him, it would only be worse when they let him go crashing down later. “Just for a minute,” Levy whispered in his ear. “Just take a minute and we’ll talk.”

And like it’d been an order, Kallen felt his muscles unlocking, his body growing heavier. Levy took his weight, one of his hands rubbing at his upper back, his cheek pressed to Kallen’s right ear.

It was probably longer than a minute, but neither of them was counting. The only movement was Levy’s hand on his back, the only sound their breathing, synchronised now because their chests were pressed close together. Kallen was getting a little sleepy now, likely the alcohol hitting his system—he’d skipped lunch, he suddenly remembered—and of course the warmth of another body against his. Someone who felt safe, even if Kallen knew better than to believe he was.

He pulled back slowly. He had to or he wouldn’t have been able to at all.

Levy gave him a little squeeze on both arms before letting go.

“How much did you drink?”

Kallen half turned his head towards the bottle. “Three shots? I drank them straight from the bottle. Um, sorry?”

“It’s fine,” his host told him. “Tequila burns any cooties you might have left on it.”

“Cooties?” Kallen asked, a little amused despite himself and caught Levy licking his lips, triggering a flash of memory he couldn’t quite reach.

But the alpha was already turning away, going to the oven and peering inside. “Sure, cooties, that’s what my little sister calls what you get from kissing people. Or holding their hands, really,” he added, flashing a weak smile Kallen’s way.

Had they kissed? He wondered suddenly, breaking their gaze to go put the bottle away.

“Just bring it,” Levy told him. “The food’s ready, but we can drink a little more later.”

***
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HE’D THOUGHT THAT MOMENT had been it, and they’d just eat together, maybe put something on the telly. It would have been enough, to have someone who knew he was hurting and wanted to make it better.

But once they were done with the lasagna, Levy cleared his throat and reached for the tequila. “Okay, then.” He poured two fingers into each of the glasses Kallen had brought full of water. They were too large for alcohol, but when he saw the determination on Levy’s eyes, he realised it was too late to worry about logistics. “I’m listening.”

Kallen’s eyes fell to the glass, and he was throwing it back before he knew it. Levy let him empty his own too, but stopped him with a firm hand on his wrist when he reached for the bottle, shaking his head. “Gotta get it out,” he told Kallen.

When he tugged, he was allowed to pull his hand back so he could cross his arms and rock a little as he waited for the tequila to hit his bloodstream. It didn’t take that long, even if it wasn’t such a head rush now that he’d eaten. “He wanted me to come untouched.” The words were flat, clinical, like he was watching himself talk instead of remembering. “Even after I had already come, he kept going and going. I... I didn’t know anyone could go for that long. And then one of the twins told him to stop, and he did, he... he didn’t even finish.” He shrugged a little. “I was hurting, and they... they took care of me. And then—” He cut himself off, stomach rebelling. He couldn’t say this shit, not when the Groddys had been so good to him, he didn’t—

Levy lifted the bottle and poured him another finger, snapping his attention to the glass. But for a long moment, he couldn’t reach for it, because if he did... He lifted it slowly and had a tiny sip and then another and another, until it was all gone. He kept his eyes closed throughout, feeling the burn and nothing else. “They left,” his voice was too low, maybe Levy wouldn’t have heard. “They left me alone and I woke up and the doctor told me how to... How to take care of it. That’s... He hasn’t even looked at me. Like I...”

“You didn’t do anything wrong,” Levy’s voice was low and rumbling, full of barely repressed power. Like if he lost control, it’d spill over and burn the world down.

And Kallen must have been insane because he looked him right in the eye. “Yeah? So why am I here?”

Levy’s hand on his wrist shocked him enough to try and pull away, but the alpha didn’t let go this time, eyes flaring. “Because that arsehole hurt you,” he hissed. “Even though it’s his fucking job to protect you.”

Kallen shook his head, not quite in denial. It was true, he knew it was true. He’d wanted someone to say it, the doctor or the Groddys or... But what the fuck was he supposed to do if it was true? They weren’t going to do anything about Vandy, that was clear. They expected him to take the beating in the heat room like he’d take it on the ice, no complaints, and once again that was the price he had to pay. The price he’d agreed to pay. For hockey. He hadn’t agreed to Vandy hurting him, he knew that, and he hadn’t deserved it because coming untouched was difficult in the best of circumstances and he’d tried his best and still failed. But he’d agreed to letting Vandy fuck him, or letting whoever Management wanted to fuck him when he went into heat, and if he complained they’d think he was going back on his agreement, making a fuss, being weak. Exactly what they expected from an omega.

“I can’t,” he told Levy, glaring weakly. “You don’t get it. I can’t just—”

“You can,” Levy cut him off, implacable. “You can... You can say it. Say it to me.”

And that caught Kallen by surprise. He’d thought Levy wanted him to complain to Management, or... He wasn’t sure. He licked his lips, frowning at the taste of the tequila still lingering. “I didn’t...”

I didn’t do anything wrong, he thought, but he couldn’t get the words out. It was true, he knew that, he felt it down to his gut. But the words wouldn’t come out. He tugged at his wrist and finally Levy let him go.

“Kallen...” He’d gone soft now, but it was too late. 

Kallen shook his head at him. “Thanks...” He waved at the table, the food, the drinks, everything that he’d done to try to help. And Levy did him one last favour and stayed where he was as Kallen circled the table and headed for the door.

***
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“YOU SEE WHAT I MEAN, right?” Katherine, also known as Catwoman for her fanatical devotion to the team, was looking at him expectantly from across the conference room table where she had waylaid him after practice. She was only a little older than him, maybe twenty-five, but she was so perfectly put together with her brown curls and lightly made-up green eyes that she seemed older.

And Kallen saw what she meant all right, she wanted him to make Vandy feel like he was still part of the team, like what he’d done hadn’t destroyed all of Kallen’s faith in him. “You want me to lie.”

“No!” she said once, eyes widening. As an outsider, it was hard to tell if the kittens really believed all the hype. They were the kids of the previous generation of alpha players, both by their own partners and by the team omega, and naturally not even the best genetic material and training would produce players good enough for the Premier League every time, so there were a lot of them in the White Cats management, guiding the team true. Or so they said. “Kallen,” Cat told him earnestly. “I want you to forgive him. It was a mistake, and we all make those, but alphas... They are too proud to handle it well, that’s why the team needs you. Why Jeff needs you.” Like using Vandy’s first name would make Kallen pity him or something.

“He hasn’t... He is not speaking to me, he didn’t even say sorry,” he bit out and it came out too raw. He felt so stupid, that he’d somehow expected Vandy to come to him and apologise, to try to make it better, to somehow... He wasn’t sure because the alpha hadn’t even tried.

Her hand on his made him tense up. He didn’t pull away, which would have been quite rude, but he could only stare at her. She was still putting on those soft airs. “Look, just give him an opening, that’s all we are asking. Let him see you would be receptive to an apology, and he’ll go for it. You know you are the heart of this team, Kallen.”

***
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HE’D WALKED OUT OF the stadium in a daze, Johnson had caught him and herded him into the minivan the guys always made fun of. And then they’d got home, and the kids had been running around and Kallen had stopped cold in the doorway. “I... I gotta...” He’d pointed backwards, dropping his bag by the entrance and turning around for the lift.

It hadn’t been a conscious decision to go up to the seventh floor, but when he’d buzzed, Levy had opened the door at once and his face had gone bright and happy. “Hey,” he’d greeted Kallen. “Come in!”

Letting Levy cook for him was becoming a habit. But really, if he’d stayed at the Johnsons’, he would still have someone cooking for him. Only today of all days he didn’t feel like he deserved it. He knew what he had to do, for his job. And he could guess what Levy would have to say about it.

They hadn’t really spoken since Kallen had left Levy’s flat two days ago, not off the ice anyway, but somehow, he’d come right back today.

“Kallen?” The alpha’s voice was gentle. “You look— I don’t want to pry, and I— I’m sorry I got so angry the other day. I’ll keep my mouth shut.”

Kallen shook his head. “You were trying to help,” he told the carpet between their feet. Levy had led him to the sofa and Kallen had gone there without thinking. He couldn’t think or he couldn’t stop thinking about what Management wanted him to do, really, so everything else became blurry and unreal.

“Well, yeah,” Levy said. “But I’d like to actually help instead of just trying to, you know?”

“I’m—” He cut himself off. Scared. But that was too much, he didn’t have any reason to be scared, he’d been asked to do something for work and there was nothing dangerous about it, was there? Just talking to Vandy— “Angry,” he got out, and it was true too.

“Yeah?” Levy asked, and he was holding himself so still, Kallen’s eyes were drawn to him. There was tension all over his body, from his curled-up toes to his stiff shoulders, except on his face, his face was open, his brown eyes clear.

He nodded. “They— They want me to fix it. With... With Vandy.”

Levy didn’t respond for a long moment, and when Kallen looked again, he’d dropped his own gaze. It should have been weird on an alpha, but Levy just looked like he was thinking hard. “How do you mean?”

“I’m not sure, just, like, let him know I’ll forgive him if he apologises. That’s... Catwoman said his pride couldn’t take it if he asked and I didn’t.”

Levy snorted. But then he shook his head and met Kallen’s eyes once more. “Do you wanna do it?”

“No!” The word was out faster than he could think, sharp and indignant, and his shoulders were already stiffening with guilt. “But... But he’s my alpha, and the team...” He glanced away; his face was burning.

“If he’s your alpha, then you are his omega,” Levy pointed out, and Kallen looked up to give him a confused look. His friend wasn’t looking at him, though, choosing each word like he was disassembling a mine. “So that means he owes you protection and care and respect. He— He got called out on it and he acknowledged he was out of line. So he knows. And if he knows, then he has got to choose to do better.”

The words were like a blow. Kallen brought his hands to cover his face, hunching over. That’s what Katherine wanted, wasn’t it? For him to lead Vandy to the righteous path, with compassion and understanding Kallen just didn’t have, and didn’t know how to get. If he had to see the alpha in more than passing in the changing room, he was afraid he’d sock him one.

He’d never hit an alpha before, even on the ice he had never been in a fight, letting his team do that for him like he was expected to.

“I’ll talk to him,” Levy said, and these words came fast and eager. “You shouldn’t have to, and I don’t mind.”

For a moment, the relief rushed through him like air after a long swim. And then, of course, he realised it was impossible. “You can’t do that. If his pride can’t take apologising on his own, how is he gonna take you telling him to do it?”

His friend growled across from him, and Kallen straightened, staring at him wide-eyed. “Oh, fuck,” Levy sighed. “I’m just frustrated, I’m not angry at you.”

Kallen relaxed, nodding. It’d startled him for a moment, but now that he was paying attention, he could sense that Levy was actually feeling protective of him—precisely the reason he’d shown up here in the first place. Because this young alpha, only a year older than him, somehow made him feel safe.

But it was just a feeling, Levy wasn’t really his alpha and he couldn’t protect Kallen from the world like he wanted to be protected. He could listen, though, and he could keep him company, share this frustration with him when no one else would. “Thanks,” he said.

“What for?” Levy demanded, frowning at him.

Kallen shrugged. “Just... listening. It’s my mess, and I... I’ll fix it,” he looked down as he said it, swallowing past the bitterness of it. He’d told Levy the truth, he didn’t want to do it, but he didn’t see a way around it, and it had to get fixed somehow. For the team. “But, like, you get it, why I’m angry...”

“Of course I get it, anyone would get it.”

Kallen gave him a pointed look. “Don’t see anyone else here.”

“That’s... We could talk to the captain?” he offered, but it was clear he knew he was just saying it.

“We can have dinner,” Kallen offered, a gentle let down. “Let me order something today so I can beat you at Speedaholic while we wait.”

***
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IN THE END, IT WASN’T that difficult. He’d cheated to do it, telling himself it would be fine to drink just this once, and sneaked in a flask full of the whiskey from Levy’s cupboard. It was after practice, and he’d hit the showers as soon as they’d walked in just to have a moment to compose himself—and empty half the bottle down his throat. He hadn’t quite counted on the added effect of the hot vapour, so when he came out, he was a little dizzy, half his mind elsewhere. He’d planned it carefully, wrapping the towel around his hips and dropping the bottle on top of his dirty clothes as he passed by. Being half dressed right then and there was almost unbearable even in his numbed state, but that too was intentional—he wanted to look as vulnerable as possible. There wasn’t much an omega could do to get an alpha to do what he wanted besides beg, but looking small helped, it activated something in alphas’ brains that made them want to protect you.

Except for when it made them want to hurt you more.

He shoved the thought away and headed towards where Vandy always sat. It was a strange move, and he felt the room rippling around him, his teammates’ gazes following him, a few whispers he couldn’t parse.

“Vandy?” he said and his voice shook with it. He gritted his teeth, feeling his face burn, his shoulders lock. He wanted— He wanted to shake him, to demand what he was owed, to hurt him. To hurt him back. But that wasn’t what the team needed, so he stood there, facing the man who’d brutalised him, as humiliated as if he’d been on his knees for him again.

The goalie was looking at him like he was a ghost, lips parted but no words coming. Like he was scared of Kallen.

And then Vandy got elbowed on the side, hard enough to force him to put his opposite palm down on the bench. He was shocked enough to turn his head towards the alpha to his left. It was Matt and he was glaring. 

Vandy dropped his own gaze, swallowing, and then, so low it was only audible because the whole room had gone quiet, he mumbled. “Sorry. I’m sorry.”

Kallen stared at him, waiting to feel something like the relief he’d expected. He’d thought... He wasn’t sure what he’d thought, really. But this wasn’t it. He wasn’t angry anymore, he was empty. He knew what he should say now, that he had to acknowledge the apology and smooth things over like nothing had happened.

Instead, he opened his mouth and gave a warning, rough and demanding, and if he hadn’t known it was impossible, he could have sworn it was full of willpower, “Don’t fuck up again.”

Out of the corner of his eye, he caught Vandy straightening, but he was already turning away, heading back towards his own locker. 

He wanted another shower, but he could wait until he got home for it.
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Chapter 5
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He blinked at Levy where he was hovering by his bedroom doorway at the Johnson’s. Someone must have let him in while Kallen was in the loo.

“I can go,” his friend said. “I just... Couldn’t catch you at the stadium.”

It was hardly an accident, Kallen had sped out of there after his confrontation with Vandy three days earlier and he’d done it again today after the game. Levy had scored so the press had wanted him. It’d been easy, and no one else had tried. He’d texted Johnson to let him know he didn’t need a ride back and left it at that. 

When Kallen had got back after eating a leisurely meal he’d hardly tasted at a restaurant in the city centre, he’d found Darryn with Merle on the sofa. She’d paused the film and asked him how he was. He’d told her he was fine, but she’d hummed sympathetically in that way of hers and offered him some of her latest cupcakes. He’d taken one to his room, where it still sat on top of his desk, because it was easier than reminding her of his strict diet.

He walked into his room, pointing with his chin at the desk chair as he let himself fall back on his mussed bedspread.

“You did good,” Levy said, low and earnest, and Kallen looked up at him in surprise. “I don’t know if you want to hear it, but you did, and—” He cut himself off, watching Kallen closely. He seemed to find some sort of answer there. “You did good, Guin, kept the team together, and you made it clear it wasn’t okay to hurt you. Vandy’s been in a funk, but McKinley took him out for lunch today after the game. He’ll be fine.”

Kallen gave a slow nod. That was good, he supposed. And it felt good to hear he’d done well, even if he couldn’t completely believe it. He thought Levy believed it. And that mattered. “You are not... You didn’t want me to do it.”

“No, but... But that was just, I dunno, it’s easy to look at your life and tell you what you should do when I’m outside it. Like, what the fuck do I know about what you gotta deal with? You are doing the best you can in your circumstances. I just— Well, you are my friend, and I got angry. Too angry, probably. Again,” he added with a sigh. “Sorry about that.”

No, you didn’t, Kallen thought, but it was an insane thing to say. If he couldn’t afford to get angry, he certainly couldn’t afford for Levy to do it for him. Levy, who was an alpha and was actually allowed to do something with his anger besides swallow it and transform it into puppies and rainbows and forgiveness and compassion.

“You can let me win to make up for it,” he said and for a moment he was worried Levy wouldn’t let it go, his brow furrowing and his lips parting.

Please, Kallen thought, just let it go.

But his friend huffed and offered him a smile, forced but there. “Tell you what, come up and I’ll make you the artichoke dip,” he allowed. “But you gotta earn your wins with honour, mate.”

***
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THEY HAD A BRUTAL GAME against the Coyotes where they put him out twice to make up for two of their injured veterans—nothing serious but requiring rest—and afterwards, shaking with adrenaline, he sat down with the reporters for the same boring questions and some rather nice compliments about his play. He deflected them onto the team, which was not completely untrue or anything. For one thing, he’d scored twice on Levy’s assists.

He wasn’t that surprised to find Levy waiting for him afterwards to go catch a bite—apparently, they’d worked hard enough to earn some chips, which were very much outside their approved meal plan.

Kallen had never had a real problem sticking to his diet, of all the sacrifices he made for hockey, deep fried potatoes weren’t even close to the top. But he was having fun stealing some off his friend’s plate, always without getting slapped for it. A fun game of keep away to make lunch a little more dynamic.

After a few minutes, Levy raised both hands. “Whatever, clot your arteries. My arms are killing me, I don’t know where you are getting the energy.”

That gave him pause, he could forget to check how he was actually feeling when he was really pumped—it was both the reward of a great game and the risk. “Guess I’m happy we won.”

Levy’s smile emerged like the sun from behind a cloud, all but blinding. Except Kallen couldn’t seem to look away.

The waiter interrupted them to ask if they needed anything else and Kallen swallowed and went back to his food.

Maybe it hadn’t been such a great idea to come here on their own. It was just easy to be around Levy, easy and light, and he missed that. He hadn’t even realised how much he’d missed it until somehow he’d got it back.

Back with his school team, he’d had fun. Even when he’d had his arrangement with Robert, it hadn’t really changed things with the rest of the team. Somehow, he’d convinced himself it wouldn’t with the White Cats either, but...

He startled as something hit him on the face and he looked down to find a lone fry in his salad and steak. “What?” he demanded.

Levy raised his eyebrows. “You went away somewhere. Wanna watch a film?”

“A film?” Kallen repeated, dubious.

“I’m tired, but I’m bored,” Levy said, looking at him with his big hazel eyes and shrugging his massive shoulders. He wasn’t fully grown yet, his limbs a little too long still, but everything he was could have come from an anatomy manual. Not that Kallen was looking, but they got changed near each other sometimes, because Levy liked to talk about the game and Kallen was happy to listen, unlike the older guys in the team.

“Yeah, okay,” he agreed, without quite thinking it through. It was becoming a habit he didn’t quite want to break; just doing what he wanted without analysing what it would cost him.

***
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BUT THE BILL ALWAYS came due.

It wasn’t like Kallen hadn’t known he was getting too close, he wasn’t that naïve. But surely it was okay to be friendly with one of his teammates? It wasn’t like he was taking away from anyone else when he sat with Levy at dinner or stayed by his side in the bars when the team went out. By enjoying the way Levy lit up when he showed up, like Kallen’s presence made him happy.

And then his next heat rota came around and he saw his friend’s name on it and his stomach fell. Because he had let himself believe... That they were friends, or that they could be. And now he had a message on his phone saying he had to let Levy fuck him to solidify the team’s connection. It was making him feel a little sick, even though he’d mostly got used to taking three alphas every month with his heat.

The last couple of heats had been rough, but like any streak, it could be broken.

For a moment, he wondered if he could argue with the coaches, who were the ones who suggested the rota to Management based on performance. But of course Levy was a bona fide hockey superstar, and he’d probably earned the right to have Kallen three times over. If he’d been a bit older, they probably would have given him a turn every other month, just like McKinley got by virtue of his role as captain.

The worst part was that when he closed his eyes and let himself really think about it, Kallen felt himself start to chub up. Because it would be good, he just knew it. Not even because he remembered the first time Levy had fucked him on his second month with the Cats. That early on he’d been scared enough of not being able to take three alphas that he’d started drinking as soon as he’d felt heat rising.

So he had no evidence, just a feeling that it would be the same as it was on the ice, where Levy seemed to read his mind half the time and come up with awesome ideas to throw at Kallen at breakneck speed the other half.

He was so nervous about it that he thought about drinking, but after he’d done it that second time, he’d got a reprimand from Doctor Maslow for abusing substances and a lecture about how it could affect his performance. So, he was stuck doing this sober, or as sober as heat allowed. Legally, omegas weren’t considered compos mentis while in heat, which was also why contracts were necessary for an alpha to legally bond or breed you—both requiring heat hormones.

***
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IT WAS PROBABLY IMPOSSIBLE, but Kallen was sure he remembered the first time he’d skated. His dad had been a pro player in the minor leagues before he’d got injured and had to give it up, and his two older brothers had been hockey-crazy already by the time Kallen had been born. 

The story went that he’d been all of two years old, just able to walk on solid ground, when his dad had put several pairs of socks on his tiny feet so he could don the skates Mikey had just outgrown. They were the smallest size made and obviously immense on his feet and yet, his dad had begged his mum to allow it.

She was normally quite protective, but maybe fate had intervened because that time she’d gone for it. He remembered the excitement around him, the kids screaming in the pond and how shiny the ice had looked, and then... Then his feet had been upon it. Paul holding one of his hands, his dad the other, and it’d just happened. They’d dragged him forward and he’d gone, laughing in delight as they sped up. It couldn’t have been that fast, really. For one thing, his dad was way too tall to gain any sort of speed while hunched over to keep holding Kallen’s hand, but with the icy air in his lungs and clutching madly at them, he’d discovered what flying felt like.

Maybe the memory was just something he’d made up out of the story he’d been told, but what did it matter? He felt exactly the same every time he entered a rink; absolutely and madly in love.
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Chapter 6
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It was a day off, and once he’d talked himself out of feeling sorry for himself and out of trying to find a solution that would only be temporary, he’d gone down to the building gym to work out his frustration productively.

He’d gone through a set of each of the strengthening exercises he’d been assigned, focusing on pushing himself methodically and as slowly as was safe. That alone had quietened his mind considerably, but once he was in that space, he hadn’t wanted to give it up. He’d drained half his bottle of water and then got on the elliptical, setting it fast enough he couldn’t think without stumbling.

“Hey.”

He did stumble, barely catching himself on the handlebars. Somehow it hadn’t crossed his mind that Levy could come here. He fumbled for the buttons, not quite seeing what he was doing but managing to turn it off somehow.

“Sorry,” Levy told him. He was already a step closer, Kallen could feel him.

“It’s—” He cleared his throat, then turned his face away, looking for his bottle. For a way out.

“Here,” Lev said, and Kallen turned his way, eyes low, to see he was holding out a bottle of water.

He shook his head, stepping down from the machine. “No, I...” He dove for his own bottle like it was the puck about to lose them the game and kept drinking well past what his racing heart thought was necessary. His stomach gurgled. Fuck, the last thing he needed...

“So, you got it too,” the alpha said from behind him. “I won’t do it, that’s what I came to tell you.”

Kallen was twisting around faster than he’d have thought possible off-ice. “What?”

“It’s my... reward or whatever,” Levy muttered, he’d dropped his own eyes. The submissive gesture was so out of place that Kallen couldn’t look away. “I can pass if I want to.”

“You... you do?”  His voice was thin, one octave away from breaking.

And Levy finally looked up, eyes shining. “Do I want not to... to make you? After..." He was looking at Kallen like he thought he was crazy. “Kallen, I would never hurt you.”

The truth of it was like a blanket over his shoulders, and he shivered, swallowing hard and looking down. He couldn’t bear it, this kindness. Robert had been kind to him, and it’d made him imagine heat could be like that, that alphas would cuddle him and be silly and sweet. Levy was already doing that, not the cuddling, he was careful about never touching Kallen beyond a shove while they were racing on screen or the hug that one time. But he was sweet, kind. And it was fine because they were friends and friends were kind to each other. 

And then he’d seen the message, he’d realised it was all a lie: because Kallen was still an omega, and Levy was still an alpha on his team.

And now he was saying it didn’t matter, because he’d go against what was expected of him to protect Kallen. To be his friend.

Kallen was supposed to say no, to tell him they should do what Management wanted. Even if neither of them did. But he couldn’t do that. He couldn’t look at the open window and not try and lean in closer for a breath of fresh air—it wouldn’t get him out of his cage, it wouldn’t change anything, not really, but for that one breath... 

“I don’t wanna be alone with them.” He barely managed to get the words out before his throat closed up, as if trying to choke him for his treason.

“Oh.” Levy sounded shocked, but then Kallen heard him swallow. “Okay, I can... I can be there. You... Is that what you want?”

Kallen hesitated. Did he want his friend there when he was so delirious with heat, he’d spread his legs for two other alphas in quick succession? No, he didn’t, he didn’t want anyone there. He didn’t want to be there. But Levy wouldn’t stand by even for a moment if he was being hurt, he knew that in his gut. He wouldn’t wait to step in, and... He opened his mouth, but his throat just clicked, no words coming. He forced himself to nod, shaky but firm. He couldn’t meet Levy’s eyes.

And somehow, he was in Levy’s arms again, clinging to his shirt and burying his face into the soft cloth of his shoulder. The alpha’s strong arms were around him, firm and reassuring, and his hands were clutching at Kallen’s back and shoulder with equal intensity.

He let his eyes fall shut, and just for a few minutes, he let himself pretend he was safe.

***
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THEY DIDN’T TALK ABOUT it anymore. His heat would likely fall during a series of away games, which was fine by Kallen—he wasn’t keen on being back to their own stadium’s heat room any time soon.

A couple days later, he found himself leaning into Levy while they were watching a movie on his sofa. It didn’t feel strange when Levy shot him an indulgent smile and put an arm around him. In fact, it was the opposite of strange, Kallen realised, he was a tactile creature and for the last eight months, he’d been quite deprived of regular touch. The alphas fucked him, but they didn’t hold him, and he’d seen his family just once since he’d started playing for the White Cats. So, this easy contact with a friend was a marvel. It wasn’t just him, either. Once he initiated contact a couple of times, Levy seemed equally as eager to incorporate it into their dynamic.

It was the shittiest timing for it, or maybe the best. He found himself smiling more, not just when he did well on the ice, but just because. He was happy, he realised.

And then he was out of time, he felt it as they were deplaning in the location of their second game, a sudden rush of warmth up his cheeks that made him close his eyes and swallow. It wasn’t too bad yet, and when he discreetly checked, he didn’t see any of the alphas paying him any more attention than usual, so they probably couldn’t smell it yet.

“I’m starving, you wanna—?” When Levy bumped his side, forearm brushing against his own bare skin, he shivered so hard his friend cut himself off. “Oh.”
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