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Chapter Text

It was hard to avoid now, too difficult to ignore the too thick tension growing between the omega leader barking orders, baring his teeth once in a while even at the tiniest of inconvenience that arose and his alpha knight that barely nodded and even dared to not flinch when his master was out to put everyone in their respective graves. 
The soldiers, workers and the citizens that came to work, even though they respected their master Lloyd beyond everything else, were too afraid nowadays to come a metre closer to him. Not so because they were afraid of getting that twisted face up in their own face, snarling at them, no, they actually loved when their master scolded them. It was a miracle to not love him after all. 
What they were most frightened of was the sanguine scent in the air that appeared if someone dared come a step closer to their leader, who would be panting at the scorching sun, gnashing his teeth together to snarl again at the smallest problem (which was a peculiar sight but they were used to it since they knew how drastic an omega's heat and their respective preheats could be). Although it was different for everyone, they understood it would be more difficult for their master since as they had known his second nature was an uncommon one. 
But then again, that was not the point of dread here. The point of dread was that a singular person standing by their master like a shield, a parasol shading him from the sun and the many people around him.
It wasn't as if they were there to flatter their master, it never worked, they knew. It wasn't like they were there to ask for his hand in marriage (which was impossible for so many reasons) , one of them being not able to understand his sentiments whether or not he was in heat. And certainly wasn’t like they were even interested in getting closer with malicious intent, if anything, they treasured their master. 
But that wasn't really that clear to the knight that vowed to stand beside their master since said master hadn't been feeling too well. It was quite strange, though, to see the always composed knight acting like this. 
And by like this, they all meant as a possessive alpha. 
Their master was no one's to begin with. And yet, the second someone so much as glanced at their way, the knight was there with frost in his gaze, silently curing them to death (or something worse) and they would slowly drift away from their sight. 
They had seen the knight being immensely careful around their master before but that subtle carefulness had given into the dread of a possessiveness no one really understood. They could see Javier baring his fangs, slowly, so slowly that it felt more murderous than perhaps the knight had intended. 
What was more ridiculous was the fact that Lloyd was blissfully unaware of it all. Despite the kind of intelligence he possessed. Or perhaps, he simply seemed to ignore his knight's unusual acts, the rest of the world just couldn't really tell. 
But whatever it was, it simply infuriated the Countess, who sat under the shade of the giant tree in their garden, tapping her finger against the arm of the beach she sat upon and sighed everytime that the sight of her silly son, bickering around with his sillier knight, passed her by. 
“My lady, is there anything I can do for you?” Emily, her companion for the day, asked, quite worried because of her relentless sighs. 
Well, the one she should be worried for was her master Lloyd. Really, those two making no progress had her head throbbing. 
“If only there was something I could do…” 
Emily tilted her head in confusion but poor child, even she couldn't do anything in such a situation where two idiots in love were involved. If only there was a magical wand or spell that she could use to make them just kiss each other and confess already…
“Wait!” Her eyes widened at that thought and Emily flinched at the sudden voice. “There really is a thing like that.”
A grin, the kind Emily had definitely seen before on Lloyd's face whenever her master was about to plot something, pleased her Countess's face too. She shivered at the thought of whose life was on stake here. 
Whoever it was,she hoped they survived. 
_____
Lloyd sneezed yet again. Damn, was the preheat and successive mood swings not enough that now he had a cold too? 
“Someone must be talking about you. Nothing good though, I suppose.” Javier, as always, mocked him with that stupid smirk on his stupidly handsome face. 
If only his punches could actually land on his face and destroy it. But all his punches were blocked, as was being done now by that too strong hold on his hand. Damn this protagonist. Why the fuck are they always so overpowered? It was an insult and unfair to the likes of Lloyd who worked hard for his position. 
And not only that, this stupid protagonist had to have such distinct and sweet scents like the ones of cedar burning in the winter, royal and majestic, something that even someone repressed like Lloyd, who couldn't tell his own scent well (only knowing the faint jasmine), could decipher. He wondered if he smelled even slightly as good as Javier. 
“As if. There's no one, besides you of course, who would think poorly of me.” 
“Oh, really? I didn't know you were that popular.” Javier sneered at him and he was sure he could land a punch this time on his face. 
But as always the knight dodged, sidestepped and grinned that stupid grin towards him. 
“Please consider preserving your energy on how to convince the Countess in case she has managed to find you new consorts.”
Although Lloyd could tell there was bitterness in that mock, and those frosty eyes were all but uncertain of something, he still refused to give in to the stupid snicker of his knight. 
“Shut up! It's partially your fault. And you know that.” Lloyd huffed, ready to open the door to the library his mother had called them to. 
“My fault?” Javier sounded incredulous. Lloyd had to suppress the urge to roll his eyes. “Master, I am afraid I don't understand.”
Lloyd threw him one of his best dirty glares. “Yeah, if you don't understand, then you must have done nothing wrong, right?” He gave him a tight lipped smile and Javier shrugged. 
“I suppose so.” 
This damn knight!
Lloyd gritted his teeth in anger. “Listen you—” 
“Lloyd!” His mother's voice called him and he had no choice but to halt in his way to give this stupid knight a piece of his mind, who looked like he was actually pleased with Lloyd's conditions. 
As if he could be. 
If Lloyd was going to be under pressure, he was dragging Javier with him. And that's it. 
“Come on in. Why are you standing there?” 
Marbella was waving at him and Emily, the maid, had been handing her one after another book. He didn't really understand the situation but he still followed in. 
“Mom, you called for me? Is something the matter?” 
Marbella smiled, getting up from her position around the large table filled with numerous books opened at different pages, all showing jewels of kinds he had never seen before. 
“Lloyd,” Marbella held his hand and he had a feeling she was about to ask something impossible again, “I know it's too much for you. But I have heard your work is almost over here. Is that right, son?” 
“Ah, that's right.” 
He didn't quite understand where this was going. Maybe it wasn't about the marriage ceremony thing or anything. And perhaps his mother was simply worried about his health. 
“I know you have had a lot of difficulties since your preheat period started.” Marbella truly looked worried and so Lloyd sighed. 
“It's more like I have not been able to adapt well, mom. Nothing I cannot handle.”
“I know you can handle everything.” Marbella's gentle hand cradled his face. “But that doesn't mean you have to.”
There was that something in Marbella's eyes that he had seen countless times in his own mother's eyes and he had been defeated by it. 
Perhaps it was a mother's heart that never changed for their kids. And so, he was forced to comply when Marbella sat them all down. 
“I simply wanted to have a chat with you.” Marbella said, once they were sitting. But he could tell there was still a kind of hesitation in her eyes. She would take a deep breath and exhale once in a while until finally, as if a decision was made, she turned to him. “And I know it's too much to ask you of this. But I know only you can do this.”
“Mom,” Lloyd held her hand firmly, “if there's anything I can do for you, if it's in my power, I will try.”
And that was the truth. Everyone present there knew. Especially Javier, whose cedar scent (for unknown reason) seemed to spike gently, wrapping itself around him. 
“Thank you.” Marbella smiled at him. “Actually, son, there's this gem I have been looking for over the years.” Her eyes turned to the letter and the page she had opened in one of her books. Lloyd looked over it. 
It was a place not too far from their County. It's only a two or three day road to the other estate. 
“I have been quite hesitant about this. But I know there's no one who could bring me this gem, except for you. Your father had tried numerous times but had failed to convince the Count to sell it to us. So I was hoping you could convince him. Can you try that?”
It wasn't always the Countess asked anything for herself. It was also very rare for her to ask him for anything at all. The only time she truly asked was when she wanted him to have a consort. And after that she hadn't really forced him to choose anymore. 
And now that she had asked something for herself, how could he ever deny? 
“Mom, if it's this gem you want, I will definitely go for it. Half of my work here is done. Sir Bayern and the rest can handle what's left. Tell me when I need to part and I will.” He reassured her. Although he had known nothing about this County over the other side of the estate, nor about the Count there, he would do anything for the smile that blossomed on Marbella's face. 
It wasn't always that he became the direct reason for that smile with his own intentions. All the other times he had made her smile were because his actions had directly (or indirectly) brought joy to her. 
“Thank you, Lloyd. Even if you cannot find the gem, I am glad you are trying.” And she hugged him close, again. 
And Lloyd felt the warmth of this woman he had learnt to treasure as his mother. 
“Um… my lady.” Emily called, quite hesitant after Marbella let go of him. She fidgeted with the frills of her apron as she glanced at the Countess. “Pardon my intrusion and audacity. But master Lloyd will soon enter his heat. As such will it be alright to send him off?”
Javier beside him stiffened at the thought. But Lloyd truly didn't understand shit about this heat and what actually it could bring except that his body would be ready for carrying a child. That's all he could understand from what the doctor had said, except for the excruciating pain that might happen along with the stomach cramps and fever-like symptoms. 
But that was nothing Lloyd couldn't handle. 
“Emily, don't worry.” Marbella said instead. “It's only a week's journey at most. And Lloyd's heat, as the doctor has predicted, would take another two weeks or so before it hits.” Emily visibly softened at that. 
Did she really care for him this much? There were more people concerned about him than he had previously thought. 
“Besides,” Marbella turned to him, “if worse comes to it, you have Javier.”
“Huh!?” 
Both of them almost screamed at that, faces too red to decipher exactly what she meant. And Emily too turned red at the mention, throwing quick glances at them. 
Lloyd visibly flushed and then started rambling at his mother. “M-mom what are you saying? What could Javier possibly have to do with my heat?” 
The cedar in the air turned musky, a scent he had never before smelled, and Lloyd threw a questioning glance at the knight that simply averted his gaze, coughing into his fist with red cheeks. This stupid knight wasn't making this situation any easier. 
“What are you saying, Lloyd?” Marbella remained calm despite the fact that her words had spurned such cute reactions. “If you encounter your heat, which is quite unlikely, you can simply lock yourself and Javier would be there to protect you. I am sure your dear knight won't allow a single soul towards you until you consent. Right, Javier?” 
She turned with mirth in her eyes towards Javier who gawked at her, flinching when he felt his master's sharp gaze on him. He nodded, curtly. 
“Yes, my lady. It's my duty to protect, Master Lloyd. I will do as he asks me to. You don't have to worry about anything.”
“Excellent!” Marbella clapped her hands and had Lloyd's attention again. “I will suggest you leave this evening, Lloyd. So that you can come back within the week and you won't have anything to worry about. What do you say? And oh, do take Javier and a few of your guardians if you wish. But I would suggest the less, the better. The Count apparently doesn't entertain too many guests.”
Lloyd sighed. Whatever this Countess was having, he too needed one of those shots. Between the mood swings of his preheat and this knight's unusual spike in cedar scent, Lloyd hoped he could make it in one piece back home with, of course, Marbella's favoured gem. 
And thus, as decided, they parted that evening with the Count having had the chance to only protest for a while. He was reassured, apparently, that Javier was with him. But Lloyd would suggest that Javier was the greatest foe here. He could hardly tell what exactly was going on in his head. 
And what's wrong with that cedar scent? It kept on spiking all throughout the journey. Yet he didn't say a word because it was comforting. Seriously, omegas and heats were weird as fuck. 
_____
Wait, what was it that Marbella told them about this Count? Didn't she say he was a notorious man to please? 
Then why in the fresh hell had he been all but compliant, kind and should he say overly welcoming to both Lloyd and his knight? Moreover he had been anything but aggressively kind towards them. From finding them the finest inn to lodge —because Lloyd pleaded he didn't want to be a burden in his mansion—, to produce the magnificent gem as soon as Lloyd had said its name, and demanded that Lloyd would be the one who would buy it from him, with whatever reasonable price he thought was right. 
This definitely didn't sit well with him, not when he could now see why this change of disposition had taken place. 
Apparently this Count had a daughter, an alpha, who had not been able to join in the marriage hunting his mother had done previously because of various reasons he didn't care about. And now, that daughter was what this Count wanted to push towards him where the consent of both the daughter, who had downright glared at him with a sharp spike of obvious sandalwood and something like copper, and his own consent, were to not be taken. 
So it was a wonder, really, how he had been able to excuse himself to his quarters as he made the promise to give him the required amount after he had rested well. 
Really, this was the only time he was willingly giving away the money, and that was because his mother had asked something for herself. It wouldn't really look good on his part to refuse her something precious, since she really asked for nothing but a gem, sapphire and light in his hands, the only time he had touched it. 
The Count had, though, warned him tenderly with no kindness and only ulterior motive hidden that this gem was a special one, the kind that could easily tell its owner's desires, could easily even bring them out once it considered the one who took it as its owner. And apparently it had taken Lloyd as its owner from the shimmering glint upon it. That was what the Count had told them about. According to the legend and his mother, this one was a magical gem, the kind that was rarely found. 
But that was nothing for him to worry about. Now that he had the gem with him, with the reassurance by the Count that he could pay whenever he wanted, (which was at most tomorrow for Lloyd because he didn't want to spend another night in this town). 
The more he spent time here, the more he had to offer his well wishes, which were surely meant to go to that damn daughter of the Count who looked down upon him for whatever reason and his omega certainly hated that loathful sandalwood, and he never could understand why such a pleasant smell made his stomach twist in the worst way possible and made him wanna puke. 
This, by far, was his biggest concern. 
Well, whatever, sometimes his omega self didn't really make any sense to him either. So it was better to leave it as such. But being housed in the farthest inn from the Count's mansion, and also having the biggest room ever (which was like three whole rooms combined together), should be enough to calm him. 
But all he felt was his body's need to crave that soft looking pillows’ softness and drown in the sleep. 
The journey (though not long) and the negotiation (though not a real hurdle), had somehow taken a toll on him. Maybe because as Emily had said, he was close to his heat. 
It must be that. 
Otherwise he didn't know how to answer or explain this inexplicable feeling he felt whenever he was starving but no amount of food could suffice; when he was parched but no amount of water or juices or whatever elixir anyone brought could suffice. 
He didn't know how else to explain that if the food or water or shelter or clothes or anything else was brought to him by people his second nature didn't really want to be close to, Lloyd would just puke his guts out. He really didn't understand why his nature was so picky about everything around him. He couldn't sleep on the prickly grass nor blanket. He couldn't even sleep without someone to cuddle, which would have been a bigger problem if his sweet summons weren't around. 
Maybe it was because the previous Lloyd had craved this presence so much but even then there was no one he could have really asked for the warmth. And now that his omega was released, it was taking whatever it could get its hands on. Moreover, he hated the way his body heated up at the softest of touch grazing past him or anything at all. 
And, oh, did he mention how he really wanted to puke at any second if there was a scent his other self didn't like? Which was pretty much any scent other than… 
“Master Lloyd.” Lloyd flinched at that. 
Ah, yes, that stupid cedar wood burning in winter. 
“What?” He turned too fast towards the knight coming in with that swagger of his. Damn him. He didn't have to make everything so breathtakingly good. 
Everyone knows, damnit, that Javier Ashrahan was a fine man, a fine alpha, and even a finer knight. Especially Lloyd's stupid omega. 
“You didn't have to flinch so hard. I am only here to bring you food. Please take it and go to sleep. I am sure you are tired.” Javier said, placing the food on the table and returning to take a bath because, apparently, in his craze minded state, Lloyd had snapped a while ago saying that Javier reeked: Of every damn person in the County coming to flirt with him in Lloyd's presence or absence. 
And that had irked Lloyd royally.
And he didn't really want to know why. 
It was already suffocating enough to know that he could only eat whatever Javier himself had placed in his plate, drink whatever Javier had fetched for him, could only sleep on the blankets Javier had placed for him. 
And he did mention he puked at anyone's scent but could only digest one single scent, right after he came to know that the preheat would higheten his senses? And, that only scent really bearable to him was Javier Asrahan’s burning cedar wood scent, that faintly reminded him of winter and the warmth that the burning wood of cedar could bring. 
And not to especially mention, each time they grazed past each other (which was all the fucking time), Lloyd could only surpass the moan trying to tear past his lips, trying his best to not fucking nuzzle Javier's entire face and to don’t look for the place where the scent was coming in wafts. 
He really was screwed. 
Anyways, right now, he was starving. He gobbled down whatever was placed on his plate, drank the juice Javier had brought, trying his best to look unfazed at how Javier's scent still lingered in the air, around him, on him. 
And then, he went to sleep, or tried to, now hurdling all of his summons, except the dragon whom he had strictly told to come only when called. 
But he couldn't fucking sleep. He had been tossing and turning for over twenty fucking minutes. And where the hell was this Javier? Did everybody take this long to take a simple bath? 
Lloyd was fucking going crazy with the fading scent of cedar. He could no longer smell it. Instead there was another scent, damp and strong, stronger than ever before, the smell of jasmines. 
“This… is this coming from me?” He asked to no one in particular, inhaling deeply the scent on his clothes that no longer smelled of cedar but jasmine and petrichor. 
The summons looked at him warily as he swayed. But he tried to offer them a smile. 
“I… I am fine.”
He was, absolutely, not. 
He wasn't fine at all. All he needed to calm his freaking omega was the cedar scent which had by now completely faded. 
What was happening? 
Why was his heart beating so fast? Why was his body trembling?
His arms coiled themselves around his torso, why the fuck was he heating up? He didn't understand. He didn't understand a thing. 
His thinking capacity was being reduced. And he didn't understand why. Right now, the only thing he knew was that only the cedar scent could calm him down. But the bearer of that scent was nowhere in sight. 
His eyes started feeling heavy, too heavy, as if he was about to drown in a fever. And right then he started looking around the room, for something, anything, to calm him. 
He got up on unsteady feet, clutching upon the bedrest, and walking towards the table, the summons around his leg, trying to stop him or encourage him, he hardly could tell. 
Right when he reached the table, he realised there was no water left. Damn it, his throat was parched. He was burning hot and there was nothing in that fucking room that could sate this heat. 
And in that moment, when he was about to give up and ask the system, perhaps, to explain his state, he found the scent his body had been craving for wafting in the air. 
Cedar 
It was faint, lighter than the times Javier was beside him. Could it be, Javier was back from the bath? But he couldn't tell because the smell was too light, and constant. It was as if it kept coming from somewhere in the room. 
But that couldn't be. It had almost faded away but somehow it reappeared. How? 
Lloyd had no time for looking for the answer. The only thing he wanted right now was that scent and he would look for it. His body had already moved, before he could snap out of it, and he reached at that place, staring down at the luggage, Javier's luggage, they had brought with them. 
“This…”
The scent had apparently been coming from the luggage. 
Lloyd wasted no time, despite not knowing exactly what he was doing, rummaging through the luggage, finding Javier's clothes, where the cedar scent was the brightest and taking in the scent. 
And when he finally exhaled, he knew his body had calmed down, easily, now rubbing the clothes against his cheek, as if to scent his entire body, drowning his jasmine scent in the burning cedar he found. 
He was no longer parched, no longer hurting everywhere. But there was a pain, sharp and intent in his guts. There was a heat within the pit of his stomach that kept turning and turning and turning no matter how many times he had taken in the scent. 
And so, he rummaged some more, trying to take all that he could find from Javier's bag, something he might repent later. But later would come later. Right now he was in dire need of this scent and it was Javier's fault for leaving him alone. 
And anyways, what could he have done if Javier was there? 
It wasn't like he could have asked him to sit or stand there and then nuzzled his cheek, his beautiful face and his nape from where the cedar scent, that he so craved, originated.
Alone that thought brought back a fresh bout of fire into his body and he stilled. And then he shook his head. Well, Javier wasn't there. So no need to think about him. 
All he needed was these clothes, a pile of them and his summons that looked warily at him as he piled them all upon the bed and then threw himself on it. 
“Come up here, guys! It's very comfy.” He heard himself say but it was really comfortable and when the summons joined him, it was even blissful. 
Now drowning in the scent of cedar filling his lungs, caressing his entire body with the summons all sleeping around him, Lloyd hoped the fever he felt coming would subside soon. 
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_____
Only it didn't. 
And that was exactly how Javier found him when he came back. 
He didn't want to think about it but he had no choice now. 
The reason why he had left abruptly after delivering the food as his master had wished, was because his damn master smelled so good. 
Right after they had left the Count's mansion, albeit to the pleasure of both his master and the Count's daughter and the obvious disappointment of the Count at his master's odd request to stay in an inn, Javier had been in pain. 
The second they had stepped out of the mansion all his senses were filled with jasmines, sweet and fragrant, clutching at his wrists, entangling around his ribs and plunging deeper into his bones, into places he hadn't known. He had felt saliva pooling against his mouth at the thought of that sweet, sweet jasmine, at the thought of the man bearing that scent, at the thought wanting to sniff more, inhale it deeper into his lungs and drench himself with it, so much that everyone around them knew to whom Javier belonged.
And yet he had reigned in control, afraid that the second he gave in, leant towards his raging hormones, his alpha would take over and his aching fangs would be buried down the slender neck, that now and then stretched before him. 
He had been aching all over and yet he had refrained. No matter how many times he had felt all his blood rushing towards his cock, he had refrained. No matter how many times his silly, gullible master had been clinging to him, asking him to practically bury his aching fangs deep into him, mark him up in his scent, so that no one would ever come close to him again. 
But that was not to be. And Javier knew that well. Not without his master's consent (Javier only took what was given to him), or Lloyd would make sure his soul knew what pain truly was. 
And he didn't want to face Lloyd's true wrath. 
It was also thus his reason to leave his master alone in his chambers, hoping the sudden spike in the jasmine wasn't indicative of what he thought it was. Because if truly was the most awaited heat, then Javier was definitely screwed. 
He had taken a long and cold bath, soaking his entire body in the definite aroma of cedar and cedar alone. He needed to not think about how he had been rinsing the jasmine off his body. He hadn't needed to know the moans and wails his alpha heart had been making, twisting and turning within his body to make Javier stop, to cling to the very scent.
He really needed to peel it all off or else this entire journey would end up being one massive disaster. And he wanted to save both Lloyd and himself from such a fate. 
He had accepted, after all, that the affection within his heart was not mere affection, not attraction towards a newly presented omega, it was much, much deeper, it was the thing he hadn't ever associated with the likes of Lloyd, with Lloyd. But now, time had told him it was because he couldn't associate it with anyone but the current Lloyd. 
And that was his fate, to love and to not be able to be loved back. 
But why must his fate burn him so much? Especially when it was entirely not his fault. 
He knew he would be making such excuses until Lloyd chose for himself a mate and sever the bond that Javier would be left hanging onto forever. 
But today wasn't that day. 
Today, it was entirely a day to test Javier's now non existing patience. 
For god's sake, they should cut him some slack. What kind of hell situation was this? 
Right there, in the middle of the room that was undoubtedly filled with the thick musk of jasmine painting every corner, on that large fucking bed, slept his master with his clothes, and all Javier could think was fuckfuckfuckfuckfuckfuck.
This was certainly not fucking happening. 
The scent was too unbearable even for him. He felt his heart beat faster, his lungs filling with the sweet scent he craved and his body staggering towards the omega, mumbling in his sleep, closing in to the nest he had made out of Javier's clothes. And yet, and yet, Javier had his mind still intact, somehow still refusing to give in to his basic instincts, sliding against the door, making sure it was closed. 
A low growl made its way past his throat, thinking about how many people might have had the chance to take in this sweet fragrance when Javier opened that door for just that one second. 
It was unreasonable, he knew. But damn him if he could think reasonably in this fucking torture. Lloyd would be the end of him for sure. 
And why in the fresh hell did this master of his had to go into heat right on the day Javier decided it was too painful to take what was given?
Didn't the Countess say Lloyd's heat would take another two weeks at most to show? 
What in the fresh hell was the deal with his repressed omega? 
His. 
A voice inside him chanted. Shitshitshitshitshit
No, Javier, no. He couldn't think like that. Not now. Not until Lloyd ever consented to him. That's if he ever consented to him. 
Right when Javier thought he found a gentle reign over his heart, chanting how he couldn't do exactly what he wanted, he stiffened yet again. 
Why the hell was there another bout of fresh jasmines and musk in the air? 
“Hnn…”
The low grumble, groggy as it was, came from where his master laid sleeping a few minutes ago. 
He watched, with bated breaths and a raging heart, his entire body shivering as the figure on the bed stirred and shifted, turning one way or the other until in front of Javier's very eyes, the figure on the bed, still at a distance, sat up rubbing his eyes. 
“What…? Where did they go…” Lloyd was asking and, oh, why, why did his voice have to have been so heavy, filled with troubled sleep? 
It made Javier's heart turn in a way that made his fangs ache too. 
All he wanted to do then was run, run towards the man that had sat up, upon the nest of Javier's own clothes, and demand to know, perhaps, where his summons had gone and devour him, devour him and claim him and mark him and imprint until the omega knew none of the scents that existed, until Lloyd knew only his cedar burning with his jasmines, until—
“Ja-Javier…”
A crack in the voice he never heard before snatched his attention back to the man eyeing his warily from where he sat. Oh well, Lloyd should really be very wary of him now. 
Because even Javier knew exactly how he looked. With hair only a little less dishevelled than his master's own and eyes that spoke volumes of his desires and the scent now heavy and musky collapsing right over the jasmine ones, and his strides that he now took towards the frozen omega on the bed, were all but a loud declaration of his rut having hit close. 
“What… what is it!?” Lloyd asked, surprised but even Javier could tell, half of his mind having given up the idea of restraints, sitting there on the bed, not daring to move again, was the man whose scent and whose very eyes lusted for him. 
He smirked, stopping right at the edge of the bed, letting his master be wrapped in the scent of heavy cedar. And he watched with dizzying desire the omega in front of him inhaling sharply and then deeply the scent he had perhaps craved. Lloyd's hands squeezed the clothes underneath and Javier's face softened at that. That definitely was not a sign Lloyd was scared. Rather, he was waiting, waiting for the other to take the next step. 
Oh, so his master was reserved as such. 
But there wasn't anything to be shy about now. In that room, locked together was an omega in absolute heat and an alpha about to go into rut. There were two stupid beings, colliding and watching the explosion of their desires and yet refusing to accept it. If it had come to this, then Javier would rather do this and be rejected than to suffer the belief that he had once had a chance and he lost it. He too wanted to be loved and if he was crushed in the try, he wouldn't mind. 
And so he took that first step he knew he couldn't retrace anymore. He took another step and yet Lloyd made no move to go, rather he sat there, transfixed by what Javier was about to do. He was hoping for something he would rather not say. Javier let another smile bloom because he could now taste, so close to Lloyd, the jasmine in the air. 
And then he was bending a knee, going into the sacred nest of the omega who didn't even flinch. Only those round brown eyes bore deep into his own, asking something, looking for something. But Javier didn't want to answer. This time he would ask and his master had to answer. 
The bed under him dipped and Lloyd's breath hitched, caught perhaps in his throat when Javier pressed his hands onto the clothes and hovered closer to where Lloyd sat, unmoving. He couldn't deny now the pull in those magnetic eyes, he couldn't deny the taste of jasmines in his lungs. 
And he wanted to know exactly what Lloyd sought. 
“What do you think you are doing, master?” He let out a voice he didn't know still had left, letting his master know of his dilemma. 
Lloyd blinked, hard, once and then again, as if to break whatever trance he had put himself in. And then he was fumbling, eyes twitching and mouth opening and closing at whatever thought that passed his mind. 
“I… I… that…” he gulped, twice, but still no word was readily came out of him. 
And so Javier hooked a finger under his chin, and under his gaze Lloyd widened his eyes, surprised at first, relaxing the second next, never pulling away. And when Javier turned him around, Lloyd was in fact quite obedient to look him in the eyes, despite the heavy blush that fanned his cheeks. 
“Tell me master, why do you need my clothes? And what exactly are you doing?” 
It felt ages, ages since the moment they had been staring at each other. But Javier watched with patience as a thousand and one emotions ran past his master's eyes. It was hard to find the truth of being an omega and coming to terms with it and then having to feel all sorts of things he had no idea about. 
Javier knew that and he promised to be patient. And when he finally saw Lloyd's body relaxing, the acceptance to tell the truth, Javier knew Lloyd would come around. 
“I don't know what I am doing. But I…” he looked down, no longer able to watch Javier's eyes darkening for him, yet he shuffled closer, surprising even Javier as his hand fell to the bed “... I kind of wasn't feeling well. And then… and then there were your clothes. And I really don't know, Javier.” He looked up, suddenly aghast that he had no idea of what he was doing, suddenly feeling warmth in his eyes, the signs of tears touching them. “I have no idea why I felt comfortable only when I had your clothes around me. Your scent. Your fucking scent, Javier. That's all I needed to sleep. But even then I didn't feel well. I don't… I don't understand… this.”
And then Javier felt all his desires rushing in. He reached out to touch Lloyd's soft hair and Lloyd nuzzled against him. Yet he didn't stop there. He cradled his face, softly, delicately, never thinking he could possess so much softness for this man he considered his master ant that right now held between his hands. This was the face of the omega that wanted him, the man that wouldn't tell his desires if Javier didn't take the first step. 
And he knew from the wobbling lips and tears ready to not skim down the man's cheeks, he was waiting too, even if he didn't know about it yet. 
“Tell me to stop if you don't want this.” He said and Lloyd looked puzzled but he didn't move away, not even when Javier's face was so much closer. He was only allowed to blush, furiously so, the heat in his body rising at the proximity. “Or I am going to do something we both know we crave. You can hit me anytime you don't want it. Tell me and I will stop. Or else,” his breath fanned the parted lips, sweet and plump laid in waiting, “I will go on.” 
But Lloyd didn't stop him. They didn't want to stop. And so Javier smiled before he dove in. 
He held Lloyd's face even firmly, the bed dipping under his weight, as he pressed his lips together. At first uncertainty still upon the parted ones. He didn't want to go where Lloyd would not want him. Yet he wanted to take now the scent of jasmines right from the mouth that kissed him back, slowly, hesitantly at first. 
It was soft, testing whether the other was alright or not. Javier had to applaud Lloyd to have his level of control despite this being his first heat. 
Yet his own rut was an impatient thing to talk about. The more chaste kisses they now shared, the more and deeper he wanted to delve. He wanted to take more, more of those sweet, savoury, lips that tasted definitely like jasmine and a sweet thing he never had before. 
Calloused hands came to clutch his own and kept them where they were. And Javier was never more desperate to taste more for this man, the man he loved. And so he dove in. 
At first their kiss was nothing more than chaste touches of their lips but then Javier licked the seam of Lloyd's parched lips, and a shiver ran down his spine. In his hands was the omega, shivering with just a kiss and he wanted to see more of those reactions, wanted to see what else he did. 
The next thing he knew was that he was following the jasmine scent that was plunging deeper into his veins, and taking Lloyd's lips even firmly in his ravenous kiss. He licked again and again against those sweet lips that didn't know what else to do against his touch. And then he was burying his fingers into Lloyd's head, tugging his upper lip between his own, sucking, nibbling and tasting all that he could touch. 
Lloyd under him moaned, a sound he never thought he would hear his master make. 
“Ahn… wa.. it…”
Broken words spilled his master's lips but they were not telling him to stop and so he kept on going. And this time, he kissed him properly, with all lips and teeth clashing together and Lloyd most definitely was seeing stars. 
But it simply fanned the flame in his heart. He couldn't help but kiss him even more, pressing even closer, now biting gently on the lower lip, tugging it between his teeth and Lloyd trembled again, moaning into the kiss. 
He kept licking the spot he bit, gently before he poked inside, licking, asking to taste Lloyd for himself. And Lloyd without a doubt complied. 
Why was he being so obedient today? Lloyd didn't know himself. He just wanted to feel Javier, however close it was, however Javier allowed him to, wrapping himself around the cedar scent, filling his lungs. 
A low growl tore past Javier's throat as Lloyd's lips fell apart, letting him delve deeper. 
The hand in his head buried further and another one traced down to circle his waist, pulling him closer. And all the sounds he made Javier swallowed them with earnest eagerness. His tongue gently beckoned Lloyd's own, growling at the softness of the wet cavern, the jasmine scent that latched onto his mouth. 
He tilted Lloyd's head even further with a stronger grip on his head and Lloyd seemed to melt under his touch. But that was not enough, not for him and not for Lloyd either. 
And so he touched Lloyd's tongue, at first gently, still testing the waters he had dove in. Lloyd too was hesitant at first but tremors passed his body at Javier's touch. He wanted to taste more too, more of the cedar scent and more of Javier. 
As if to show his own desires, Lloyd latched into Javier's tongue, wrapping his own around him and moaned at the feeling. Javier's eyes seemed to roll back at that. He could feel the warmth, the taste of cedar and jasmine entangling as they kissed, as their tongues danced together, saliva dripping down and moans spilling uncontrollably.
Javier gripped Lloyd's waist even tighter, latching onto his tongue even firmer. And soon he was pushing them both down onto the bed. Lloyd's hand coiled around his shoulders, pulling him closer, taking in whatever iv was Javier had to offer. And Javier had a lot to offer. 
His cock was hard. And each lick and each moan that Lloyd gave made him harder. He didn't know for how long he could hold it all in. And he didn't think Lloyd could either. 
Their lungs were filled with the scent of the other. And yet both refused to cease kissing each other. Javier kept plunging his tongue deeper, latching onto every corner of his mouth, tasting him. Lloyd moaned even louder, digging his nails onto his back and Javier relished in the pleasurable pain. 
He let Lloyd's mouth go when air was dire necessity, kissing down his chin, around his jaw, against that tiny mole he found on him. He latched onto that mole on his jaw, kissing, nibbling on it. 
“More… more…” Lloyd panted above him, achingly giving into him, leaning further as the omega in him bare itself to Javier. 
Javier knew exactly why he did that but perhaps Lloyd didn't. The scent of jasmine assaulted his senses once again, begging him to drown in it. 
But there was still something he needed to answer. 
“Master” he rasped, still peppering kisses against a trembling Lloyd's jaw, who arched his head letting him more access. “Master, tell me what you want. Please.” He didn't want, even in this rut that was pushing him, to just take and not think of the consequences, to do something his master would be loathful about. 
He would rather be rejected now, now and here, than to feel the bond they had forged, severed forever. 
Lloyd's fingers dug in and he panted, almost frustrated that Javier now had stopped kissing him. 
Glazed brown eyes stared at frosty ones but the heat within it rendered Javier almost speechless. 
“I don't know. I don't know.” Lloyd babbled out, pushing Javier onto him with his hands on his back. “But I am only comforted by your scent. Can't you do something? Anything? It's painful. I am aching everywhere, Javier.” He almost sobbed, hitting his head against Javier's chest. And the deep intake of cedar didn't go unnoticed by the alpha. 
Javier sighed, a relief staring in his heart. At least, his master knew who he was with. He gently rubbed Lloyd's head, drawing tiny circles against his back, something that had calmed him down as a kid. 
“Master,” he called, “I know it's very painful right now. I understand you cannot think of anything either.” Somehow each word he spoke, although he knew was necessary, stabbed his guts, twisting everything, oh so painfully, inside him. He needed to know Lloyd wanted him with his proper consent. “But please, can you answer me? Can you tell me if you would want me to continue? If you would want me to satisfy your ache? Please.”
He was begging, begging him now to tell him he wouldn't be rejected at this point of time. And Lloyd stilled, for seconds, in his arms. But Javier never once stopped rubbing gentle circles on his back. 
However, Lloyd clutched onto him tighter and his scent, somehow always so very soothing, spiked. “I haven't lost my mind enough to not know what my body wants, you dumb, righteous knight.”
And then Javier was being shaken with hands tightening around his collar, shaking him as he stared down at those brown eyes, raging with unbridled lust. 
“Just fuck me already, will you?!” 
Javier stared wide eyed at the man who positively turned red under his gaze and then hit his chest with his face again. “Oh, fuck it all! I know it's you. So just shut up and do what you need to before I change my mind, idiot.” 
Javier ran through so many emotions at once. Surprise he felt at his Master's sudden outburst; This man had never been this honest ever before. This damn heat was such a good thing. And the next thing he felt was elation. His entire body was singing with a song he named after the jasmine scented man, Lloyd Frontera, who had declared not long ago, he knew well who was with him and he, too, wanted the same. 
Javier gulped down the saliva pooling against his throat as he looked at the bare neck, slender and tempting him this close. His hand caressing Lloyd's head, gently travelled down, still caressing him and he found the omega nuzzling his chest closer, hiding his face still. 
“Then,” he asked, the fragrant jasmine invading his ribs, “ you don't mind if I do this too?” He dipped his hand onto Lloyd's neck, right where he knew the scent was beautifully strong, right where the scent glands were. 
And the reaction was instant. 
Lloyd almost screamed, throwing his head back, eyes rolling back at the first touch of an alpha, an alpha he wanted, rubbing his cedar scent upon his own. He trembled at the sensation. He had never, never in his life, felt such a tremendous effect, something he couldn't even define. He clutched onto Javier's shirt, still blinded by the instant pleasure he felt running down his body. 
And Javier watched enamoured by the sight of his master coming undone piece by piece under his touch. 
“Tell me now,” he asked again, imprinting the image of those glazed eyes still looking at him, even when his chest rose and fell with each sharp breath he took, “do you mind, my dear Master?” He said but he didn't wait for an answer. He knew enough, actually, better than everybody else how that irked omega would snarl at him. 
“You! Ah…” 
But Lloyd's irritation and his frustration all were drowning in pleasure under this alpha’s touch. Javier latched onto his jaw again, peppering kisses now down to his chin, and down and down further, humming in question. 
“You…. you…” But Lloyd was left to pant as the alpha lowered him again onto the bed, kissing down his nape towards his adam's apple. He latched onto it and Lloyd's body heated up yet again. 
His hands found their way around Javier's head. Anything he did, anywhere this stupid alpha touched, felt too good, too ecstatic, too heated, so much so that Lloyd wondered if he was being relieved of the ache or was being plunged deeper into it. But he didn't care, he couldn't care, not when Javier was doing such a sweet job with his mouth alone. He was left to tremble under this luscious touch. 
He cried out again, panting as Javier kissed, sucked, against his adam's apple, kissing down further and further around his nape. He couldn't help but arch his back, letting the alpha touch however he pleased, letting him take and give in return the relief Lloyd sought. He combed his hand through the messy hair, pulling him even closer to his aching glands. 
He didn't know exactly where he sought that heated mouth. But his body seemed to know wherever it needed Javier to please him. 
And Javier did. Javier never disappointed him. He followed wherever Lloyd led him. And this time he followed where the jasmine scent was brightest, the rawest. 
He kissed all over Lloyd's nape, until he reached where the scent was strongest. He took a lungful of those jasmine scent and felt saliva pooled against his mouth. He wanted nothing more than to latch onto him, taste him, imprint his entire body with this scent. And that he did. He didn't waste a single second, latching onto the gland that tasted so much like jasmine and sometimes, cold rain. 
And Lloyd came undone. He screamed, gripping Javier's head against his nape. He didn't know what it was. He didn't understand this feeling but tremors after tremors ran down his spine, towards his groin and he felt something wet pooling against his pants. He didn't understand. He didn't want to. All he needed was to feel more of what Javier was doing. And whatever he was doing, he was doing too well. 
More of the wetness he felt pooling against his pants as Javier's sucks kept on going. 
Javier sucked all around that one spot, that spot where scent gland or whatever it was his mother had told was there. Javier sucked into the gland again, kissing, licking. He nipped it gently and Lloyd's body trembled again. 
“Javier… Javier…,” he chanted the only mantra he knew how to. And the alpha responded by licking long strips of where he had nipped a moment ago. 
Javier moaned at the taste of his Master. It was beyond delicious, beyond anything and everything he had ever imagined about this Master of his. And the way Lloyd kept moaning was evidence enough, his Master too was aching for more. He didn't wait to see what Lloyd asked for anymore, instead, he gave what he knew Lloyd needed most. 
And at once Javier's alpha growled, making Lloyd tremble again, his cock jerking in his restraints. He didn't understand if the growl was because the alpha was pleased or because wasn't. His questions were answered the next second when all his clothes, whatever he had actually thrown himself into were ripped apart and he yelped. Cold air kissed his heated body and his arms suddenly coiled around his torso. Or so he tried. 
“Don't.” The alpha with sky kissed eyes rasped, grasping his hands and pulling them apart so much that Lloyd laid there, bare and flushed, all for Javier to take. 
And Lloyd shuddered at that look, that look of utterly unbridled desires staring down at him, devouring him alive. And he wanted nothing more than to satisfy not his urge but that burning cedar scent filled with musk. He wanted this man to love him and love him in return. Something within him craved to sate this alpha's hunger. 
“You look so pretty like this, Master.” Javier complimented with a grin that would rival the stars. And Lloyd melted in that very instance. 
He couldn't take it anymore, not anymore. This damn heat or whatever that had fudged his mind of any judgement had been cleared off when Javier arrived. But yet again, Javier was plunging him into a thoughtless state. His entire body flushed so bright. He felt so hot. He wondered how would not Javier know he preen at the compliments as much as he loved his touches. 
And he watched as Javier leaned kissing first his temple and his eyes shut close. And like this he felt, more than he saw, the gentle kisses against his nose, against his closed eyelids even as his hands were restrained securely at his sides. 
“Let me please you even more.” Javier whispered against his lips. 
And he was taken again in another ravenous kiss, this time letting Javier conquer him with ease. And as Javier plundered his mouth with insane sweetness he had never favoured before this moment, Lloyd felt his hands being freed and a calloused hand, much bigger than his own, travelled down his chest. 
He moaned at the feeling and Javier chose to abandon his mouth that instant. Rather than kissing him more, he kissed down his jaw, his chin towards his now marked nape but he didn't touch his aching glands again. Even then he didn't stop rubbing his wrists, the scent of cedar against his chest and everywhere he was freed. 
Javier's mouth travelled the path traced by his wrists, licking first a long strip against his sternum tasting, perhaps, the cedar and the jasmines mingling together. 
“Mmmm… so good.” The alpha groaned at the feeling and Lloyd's chest heaved at that. His back arched letting the alpha better access towards his chest. He wanted more, needed more. And he was sure Javier would take more. 
His free hand yet again combed their way through Javier's messy head and kept him where he had been licking all over his chest, rubbing his wrist against his pecs, against his hardened nubs. And Lloyd couldn't stop the sounds he made. 
He was abashed at the sounds that tore past his lips but he couldn't care anymore. All he wanted was that cedar scent seeping into his bones, that hot mouth licking, nibbling, marking him all as the alpha wanted. He just wanted Javier to feel him, to please himself. It was a dangerous thought, a very dangerous one. To want someone so much, one ends up losing their own free will. 
But more than taking, he was blessed to have an alpha who gave. 
He was kissed all over his chest, around his pecs. He felt that hot mouth licking around the pec, nibbling onto the pec and Lloyd kept moaning for so long, his back arching to give Javier more to take. 
And Javier took, with all greed and fervour. He kissed around the hardened nub and Lloyd was losing his mind. At this closeness, feeling the heated breath onto his nub, made him want that hot mouth over him more. But he couldn't say anything anymore. All he could think of was burning cedar assaulting his senses, taking him as it pleased. 
“Ahhh…” a loud moan tore past his lips when he felt Javier's sweet mouth taking his darkened nipple, sucking onto it, wrapping his tongue around it. 
He sucked long and hard, nibbling once in a while around it before he let it go, only for him to lap onto it again. And Lloyd progressively lost his mind. 
This was too much. Each tug on his chest straight up went to his jerking cock. He wanted to free it, he wanted to achieve his release but for some reason those dark eyes that now stared at him with blazing lust held him back. There was something like a command that even Lloyd understood, without words, that told him to wait, wait until Javier was done with him. 
And so he laid back, his head against the pillows of shirts he had made previously, his body twisting but going no further than wherever Javier's mouth and his wrist now rubbing against his waist, led him. 
And he followed him without much thought. He craved, after all, that touch more than anything at this moment. He arched his back seeking the heated mouth even more. 
He wanted more of that touch, more of those kisses that now peppered down his flushed and marked chest, down and down to his navel straight. He quivered when Javier stared at him again, this time with a smirk. 
Oh, how gorgeous he was! But damn this protagonist, as if he would ever say that to his face. 
Then all his thoughts left him as soon as they came. Javier had apparently stuck his tongue now right into his navel, humming in sweet relief. And Lloyd saw stars simply exploding behind his eyes. 
All his senses drowned towards the centre where Javier touched him. All he could feel was that tongue in his navel, sucking, those hands, larger than his own, more calloused than his own, rubbing his thighs, gripping. 
He didn't even notice when his other hand too was freed. He was left now to clutch onto the shirts in his nest as he took whatever his alpha gave him then. 
Though he froze the next second when his pants too were ripped. Why the fuck did Javier love ripping things? and when the heck did he acquire such a fascinating desire to rip clothes, huh!? He would have lashed out at the alpha if only he wasn't preoccupied with screaming his lungs out. 
Right now that damn alpha had his hands on his thighs, gripping him so tight that it would surely leave marks in their wake. But that did nothing to deter the heat in his heart. All he felt was this burning fever raging within his heart, in anticipation of what Javier was about to do. 
And he watched with awed eyes as the alpha sat back upon his heels, pulling his legs apart and closer to his chest. Javier grinned almost in haze at the look of bewilderment and heat crossing Lloyd's eyes. 
Lloyd wanted to ask something, perhaps, but all his words seemed to fail him. His mouth opened and closed again, heart beating against his cage. And in that silence of the night, he could hear nothing but Javier's breath fanning his ankles and his own heart beating against his ears. 
“Don't be scared.” Javier whispered, eyes never once leaving Lloyd's own, as his face grazed against the ankle in his hand. And Lloyd shuddered at that. “Let me sate that heat. Let me please you. Will you, my dear Master?” Javier asked, a hand tracing down Lloyd's right leg, gripping his thigh and keeping him still.  
Another hand clutched tighter upon his left ankle as Javier's lips opened, kissing first his ankle and then tracing up. He licked a long strip against his feet, towards his toes. He kept kissing against his nails, against the tip of his toes and Lloyd didn't know what to think. All his thoughts left him long ago. He was reduced to nothing but a mere mess of moans as his mouth opened into a long and loud sigh at Javier's lips, now tracing down his ankle. 
And then Javier was biting, sharp, and stinging onto his ankle. 
“Hnnggg….” Lloyd moaned, biting his lips the second next. Shudders after shudders ran down his spine and goosebumps kissed his body. 
“You didn't answer my question,” Javier said, before he licked the mark where he had bitten. “Will you, master?”
What was the question again? Lloyd could hardly tell. He only remembered the sweet sensation he received. 
Javier was cruel, very cruel to ask him when he knew Lloyd had no mind to answer him. And yet, and yet, Lloyd turned away, moaning when Javier returned to kissing up his calf, licking it, nibbling upon it again and then biting down and leaving marks. 
And was that? Was that a tangling fang he felt, rubbing down onto his calf? He did remember Javier possessed larger canines than him. But were they so large, so much achingly hot? That each time they gently bit down on his skin, all he felt was blood rushing down his chest, towards his groin. 
“Tell me, master.” Javier, that damn protagonist, still insisted, now licking up, up and up, towards his underwear, drenched and very strongly giving off the jasmine scent. 
“Tell me.” Javier kept chanting, his right hand creeping up with each kiss scattered upon Lloyd's thighs. Lloyd trembled under his touch. Whatever it was Javier had asked, it seemed he was determined to have an answer. But unfortunately he had no idea what was being asked. So he did what he could do, still being able to ask for what he truly wanted. 
An affirmation for more was all he could give. He bit his lips and slowly said, “Please, give me more…” 
Javier's eyes, that he watched under his lids, turned dark and a slow smile, dangerously sweet, made its way along that handsome face. 
Damn him. 
Why must he look so hot? And why should Lloyd feel shuddering hot at that face smiling upon him? 
“Very well, Master. Very well.” He breathed, as if he was given the elixir he was searching. And at once his underwear Lloyd felt was gone, ripped yet again. 
This fucking monster didn’t know when to stop. 
“Ahn…,” he yelped in surprise, his thighs trembling to be closed, hands flying towards his cock jerking now against his stomach. 
But Javier's one look and that grip on his thighs tightening, made Lloyd flail a bit. 
“Don't hide yourself from me. Please.” Javier said, rubbing gently traces again against his thighs, pulling them apart yet again, so that now he was gently sloshed between his legs. 
“I wish to see my Master in all his beauty. Let me do that.” 
Lloyd literally couldn't decipher a single word but the darkness in Javier's eyes. 
If this was his heat or rut or whatever it was speaking, then it was speaking all sorts of nonsense. And that fucking nonsense was making him grit his teeth even more, not just in irritation for something, not just embarrassment but also… but also because his body was craving Javier's touch.
And Javier, damn that stupid knight, loved to see him like this, plaint and obedient as he turned his head to the side. 
Yet a gentle touch on his chin brought him back to stare at those frosty eyes now staring with all the heat they could have engulfed from the very sun in the sky. 
“I told you,” Javier started, a mirth and a strong order in his voice, “to let me see your beauty. Do not forbid me this. Look at me,” and his hands started trailing down Lloyd's chin, towards his neck, grazing past his chest, tweaking a nipple on the way making him yelp, look at me touching you, pleasuring you,” he was saying and his hand kept grazing down, making Lloyd unable to look away from those hypnotic eyes, “marking you as mine.” 
And Javier was breathing out a sigh again, smiling the second next after he knocked all breath from Lloyd's lungs. 
Unfortunately Lloyd wasn't given a second next to contemplate what exactly Javier told him.
It sounded like a dangerous promise, something akin to an oath. 
He didn't understand any of it. 
He wasn't given a chance to, with how softly Javier's fingers traced down his body, towards his jerking cock only for those slender, calloused fingers to grasp his cock. 
He was reduced to yet again a moaning mess. And yet, he still couldn't look away from Javier's eyes, that always stared at him, even when he clutched his cock in his larger, calloused hands, jerking him once, twice, thrice up, slowly only for his thumb to press down upon his slit, smearing sweet precum around his head. 
Lloyd threw his head back, screaming aloud at the touch. A second later, the scent of cedar flowed into his senses mingling together with jasmines and all he knew was Javier's touch upon his twitching cock. 
But that bastard didn't stop torturing him with pleasure. His legs were at once bent from the knees and Javier smiled as he ordered, “ Hold them open like this for me. And don't close them until I say.” 
His omega preened and hurried to follow the command. His body knew something his mind was yet to understand. But even so, he held his legs bent towards his chest as this alpha had commanded. 
“Good. Just like that.” And he was praised. His body shuddered with pleasure even with such simple phrases. And he didn't dare think too much when cold air kissed his cock, his balls and his twitching hole. 
Gods, he was bare in front of his alpha. And from the look of it, which was too embarrassing, Javier though was enjoying whatever he found. 
And Javier found what Lloyd had softly offered. 
His balls, though smaller than his own, were full of cum. Oh, his sweet master hadn't cummed yet. He wanted to hurry and relieve him once. But not before he tasted that jasmine scent again and, this time, from the twitching star beneath. 
Gods, he was overflowing with slick. Just how much would a repressed omega produce, Javeir wasn't sure at first. But this was beyond his imagination. 
Lloyd had destroyed his clothes with his slick, now permanently marked by his scent.Yet it was rather imprinting than destroying. And his hole kept blinking, winking at Javier under his gaze, as if it was asking Javier to take, to taste for himself the sweetest pleasure. 
And taste Javier did. With his hands grasping Lloyd's soft cheeks, pulling them apart, he dove straight in. 
A breath above him hitched when he blew against the twitching pink hole, oozing more slick. And oh gods, why was the jasmine fragrance so strong? 
Javier felt his head spinning at the scent. And yet his mouth watered to taste. And so he licked, at first a hesitant touch, against the pink hole that twitched at his touch. And above him Lloyd shuddered, moaning low in his throat. 
And the first taste of his dear Master against his tongue was simply heavenly. 
All his senses tuned into this one and he groaned at the taste of that jasmine scented slick against his tongue. He wanted to taste more, please and churn more of the sounds his Master produced. 
He wished to be the reason his master came undone. And his rut had already been triggered, that he knew. 
He couldn't control his urges to please the omega in his arms, fuelled by the delicious sounds he made nor could he stop himself from getting harder with each lick against Lloyd's pink hole. 
He licked around some more, digging his fingers down into his Master's cheeks, pulling them ever so roughly apart and Lloyd groaned at that. 
He loved the way Lloyd’s omega self was so obedient. He loved the way that, the more he touched him, the more slick flowed down his twitching hole and the more Javier sought for it; he licked again and again and again, against the hole, gently nibbling upon his rim and Lloyd screamed. 
But this was nowhere near the pleasure he was about to bestow. 
Javier probed against the entrance, hesitant as Lloyd's breath hitched. He probed further when the omega relaxed next. He could hear the faint but rapid fall and rise in the man's breath. Yet he didn't stop. He breached past the hole, licking into his wet cavern and moaned at the taste that assaulted his senses. All around he tasted jasmines, now permanently dampened by the cedar in Javier's scent as he licked more and more. 
And above him Lloyd screamed. 
The omega was going crazy, his legs trembling and his hands ready to lose all strength. But even then he did as he was told and didn't let go of his hands. And neither Javier stopped licking past his wet entrance, into his hole. He curled his tongue inside, licking against the cushiony wet surface, plunging even deeper and deeper with each thrust. And Lloyd was left to cry for more. 
“Ahhnn… more… there…” he screamed aloud when Javier's fingers, which gods knew when had joined his tongue, pushed against a point deep inside him and all Lloyd could see was stars exploding behind his eyes. 
He arched his back, thrashing his head as Javier kept fucking into his heated cavern. Those long, slender and calloused fingers, battering that pleasure point inside his hole. More and more slick he felt, running down his cheeks but Javier drank it all down, moaning softly in his throat. He licked more, scissoring his fingers inside, probing deeper. And at once, Lloyd felt a tightening in his guts. 
He was close, so close to cum. 
But he couldn't yet, not when Javier stretched his hole to a side, not when he delved even deeper curling his tongue, fucking another finger into him. 
And only when Javier pushed into his prostate again, Lloyd felt his cock jerking. 
“Ahhhh… I am cumming… I’m cumming”
He screamed, babbling whatever came to his mind as spurts after spurts of cum dripped onto his chest, onto his stomach, his cock jerking still. 
But even then, even when his hole spasmed and his body felt too hot, hotter than before, yet with the haziness leaving his mind, Javier took his tongue out, plunging his fingers deeper, pushing against his spasming hole, still fucking into him. 
“No…. No more…” he sobbed, his hands under, having no strength anymore. He let go of his legs, flumping down upon the bed but even after that, the jerk didn't stop fucking into his hole. 
His guts turned again, a feeling scorchingly hot rising inside his stomach. He didn't understand but as Javier kept pushing, fucking into his hole, battering, beckoning his prostate, he wanted something deeper, even further and the fingers were not long enough. 
He gritted his teeth, trying his best to not demand a thing he wouldn't quite have the patience to admit in a better state of mind. 
He felt the heat in his body diminishing just a little bit; he wasn't sure if it would continue. For when he had felt as such before only Javier's clothes were enough to calm him. But now, not even Javier's fingers fucking into him relentlessly calmed him. 
His eyes travelled down the still clothed chest towards the tent against the alpha's pants and he gulped. 
Fuck! He was bigger than anything Lloyd had the chance to see, not that he had seen many. But he was packing something definitely bigger than what Lloyd possessed. 
But he couldn't ask for it, now when his bloody hole was still being stretched with Javier's fingers and yet, there still was a need that kept growing within his body. No matter how many times he moaned, how much he arched his back, those fingers that twisted, curled and spread inside, stretching him, just weren't enough .
His body heated up yet again. 
He smelled another fresh bout of musk in the air and, somehow, he was becoming acutely aware of all the scents now. Somehow, this heat made him acknowledge more scents, of both burning cedar, and copper and blood, and that sweet jasmine and damp earth in the air, all rolled up with that musk. 
And this simply told him he needed more. But this freaking alpha, Javier, hated him or something because, even after he had come, he didn't stop fucking him, neither did he help him jerk his now again hardened cock nor did he relieve himself. And here he was going crazy with need. 
Damn him. 
Sue this stupid alpha. And sue this stupid heat. 
At this rate he would never have the heat gone. 
If the only thing that could sate him was to demand the ultimate, then he should just do that. At least this heat would leave him at once. 
His hand thus, still trembling, reached towards Javier and Javier, at once halted when his master's hand caught his wrist. He looked up to see eyes brimming with unshed tears, softly glaring at him. And a shudder ran down his chest. And yet he fucked into Lloyd's body again. 
And Lloyd moaned, gritting his teeth the very next, ready to snarl. But all his words and snarls and thoughts went downhill with each powerful thrust of those fingers, now deep in him. 
“Please, ah… fuck,” Lloyd groaned, still trying to convey his thoughts because fuck it, he would take what he needed and he was determined to soothe this heat that, deep inside his chest, didn't want to go away. “Javier… Javier, Javier…” he moaned again and Javier inclined his head with a smile, still fucking him with his fingers. 
“Yes, master? What's it?” 
He asked and Lloyd was never more tempted to kick his pretty face but, fuck, he was drowning. He needed those fingers further inside but every human had a certain capacity they couldn't breach, or maybe they could, but this damn alpha refused to do so. 

Ugh!

“Please fuck me properly, you dimwit!” Lloyd screamed his lungs out in frustration, moaning the second next as Javier plunged once again deep into his prostate. 
“Ahhh… stop…” Lloyd couldn't take it anymore. He could feel himself ready to cum again. 
“But master, I am in fact fucking you. Aren't I? Or,” Javier asked, slowing down when he felt the omega's hole spasming around his fingers again, “do you need something more?” He curled his fingers, purposefully leaving behind his prostate, making Lloyd angry again. 
It was fun, afterall, to see the red blush of embarrassment giving into his frustration.
Each time the heat hit him, Lloyd became insatiable, unable to think anymore, the same as Javier but each time he came, his mind was freed. But now it wasn't working because Javier refused to spare him sanity. 
He watched as Lloyd shut his eyes, taking a deep breath only for him to open those eyes filled with utmost frustration, his body coming up to sit upon his elbows as he ordered, slow and steady, with a tight voice, “Javier Asrahan, you better fuck me properly, with your damn cock or I am going to ampulate it, sword master or not, and I swear that the sight won't be fucking beautiful, you stupid knight!”
And he bared his teeth, definitely smaller than his own. And even so, Javier was enamoured by the now enraged omega, whose eyes seemed to want more than what they could take. But who was Javier to refuse what his master had demanded? Definitely just a nobody. 
And so, at once, he pulled his fingers out, making Lloyd flump back down with a moan of frustration as his hole spasmed around the emptiness, still oozing so much slick. 
Javier freed himself from his restraints sighing at the cold air hitting his heated cock. He glanced at the omega, still breathing harshly. Gently, he looked at his way, only for him to avert his gaze from Javier's face, towards where he wrapped his hand, around himself. 
He watched as Lloyd's breath hitched and his eyes widened in surprise. But no words made their way past his lips. 
Still, his eyes were staring, as if enchanted, following Javier's every move as he pushed his hand down against his own throbbing cock, jerking under the attention of his sweet omega. 
He rubbed his cock, slow, very slowly, adamant to show his master a daring show. He knew he was big, bigger than the average, and certainly bigger than Lloyd. But to see that hunger in his omega's eyes, the scent of jasmines filling the air and the slick he felt oozing against his hand, he knew that the omega (though afraid) did like what he saw. 
And so he stroked again, up towards. 
Now, rubbing his bulbous head with precum and the slick of his omega, and moaned low in his throat. And Lloyd gulped at the scene. 
“Master,” Javier called, still rubbing precum around his head, pushing his foreskin down and then up again, spreading his precum that mingled with the jasmine scented slick down his cock, “may I now?”
“Huh?” Lloyd breathed, still surprised, but then his eyes found Javier's cock again. “What… What even is that monster?” Lloyd mumbled, mostly to himself, but he wasn't given an answer. 
Instead, Lloyd's legs were captured again by Javier's hands and he jerked his head towards Javier’s face who smiled at him, all sweet and gentle as if he wasn't packing a monster underneath. 
Lloyd's heart trembled at the thought of that monster tracing his insides. But, at the same time, a darkness twisted around his guts, telling him how much better it would feel within him. 
But he would be fucking destroyed if he let Javier fuck him. That he knew. And thus, somehow, even in this haze, he found his strength to scurry away, just a little, or at least he tried to when Javier sloshed between his legs. 
“Wait! Wait, wait, wait just a second! Just fucking wait!” He shook his head rapidly, pointing at a now— was that stupid alpha pouting? Fucking hell— confused alpha. “What the hell do you think you are doing!?” 
And Javier, again without an answer, smiled and grabbed Lloyd's legs, holding him down, making the omega flinch. The alpha slotted between his legs, now rubbing the head against his hole. And Lloyd wanted to moan at the heated sensation but the dire fear was eating him away. 
“Well, following your orders to fuck you properly. What else?” The alpha smiled, still rubbing but never pushing his head inside, gently rubbing his hands on his thighs before gripping them hard. 
Lloyd melted in that instant, stilling in his tracks as he clutched the shirts beneath them and threw a withering look at the alpha. “It won't fit…” he mumbled, not sure if he wanted to thrust against the gently grinding head or move away from the girth that would stretch him too well. 
“Oh, my dear master, trust me, it will.”
And a smirk followed the alpha's words before all Lloyd’s world reduced to Javier and the cedar scent that now belonged to him too. 
“Ahn…”
A long moan tore past his lips.
All he could feel was the curved head and then, all at once, the entire cock filling his insides, rubbing against his prostate, further into his stomach, somewhere where he actually wanted to be filled. 
That damn jerk (Lloyd thought, as his eyes rolled back into his head, his mouth fell open with moans of incoherent words, saliva dripping down as he clutched the shirts beneath him) had pushed his entire cock into his hole. 
And now Javier was hovering over him, his hands clutching onto his hands, their fingers interlocking together. 
“Do you feel me,” Javier asked, never letting him adjust to his size, fucking slowly into his tight, wet heat, and more slick simply oozed out, smoothening his path inside, “filling you, huh, master?” He asked. 
But Lloyd was too gone, too far gone, trembling with the pleasurable burn of Javier's entire girth filling him up, with how his prostate was being crushed, with how far (exactly where he needed Javier) he filled him up. 
“Hmm? You can't say?” Javier rasped, gyrating his hips, pushing his head now directly into his stomach, somewhere within him that made his eyes widen in surprise and a long moan tore past him again. 
His back arched and moans after moans spilled his mouth as Javier kept pushing in and out. 
“You can't tell that I am fucking into your womb now?” Javier kept saying something but he couldn't understand a single thing. 
All he wanted was that cock pushing into him, kissing his insides, marking him with his scent. And what was that about a womb? He didn't remember magically gaining one. And he wasn't born with it either. But that wasn't a dirty talk Javier would use now, could he? Maybe the heat or rut was making him say things. 
Whatever it was, Lloyd could hardly focus on it. How could he, when Javier's monstrous cock kept pistoning into his hole and he was only allowed to take without much thought? 
“You sure have such a greedy hole, sucking me in. Fuck it!” Javier groaned above him, kissing his ears, sucking onto him. 
But he never once stopped fucking him, gaining more energy. With each thrust, he was pushing his head deeper, lining Lloyd's wet insides with his precum, pushing into that throbbing point within him. 
“You don't understand, do you, master Lloyd?” The sound of his name in that rasping voice, dark and deep, made Lloyd tremble even more. His cock jerked at the sound. “That your body now is changing. It's opening to receive an alpha's semen. And your womb is preparing itself to receive pups.”
A sudden realisation in that haze reminded him of how an omega could get pregnant. But that did nothing to stop him from moaning at the next words of his alpha. 
“You would like that, right? Being filled with my pups, hmm?” Javier kept thrusting, pushing into him even then. “I would love that.” He whispered darkly, as a promise in his ear, licking against his outer shell and biting onto him. 
Lloyd pursed his lips, his entire body trembling with each sensation and the scent of cedar rumbling within his chest. 
But then all his senses were flipped again. Javier left him, sitting up against his heels and pulling Lloyd up against his chest too, pulling him up on his lap. And now Lloyd found himself circling his hands around Javier's shoulders, clutching onto his clothes. 

“Ahnng…”

In this position, sitting on his lap, Javier's cock reached depths inside him it hadn't reached before. Moans spilled out of his mouth, unable to think of anything else but the cock that kept thrusting inside him, making him bounce. 
And yet, there was something, something that had been feeling off. He couldn't yet reach his climax. Although he was so close, so very close, there was something he didn't know he wanted. 
If only, like all other times, Javier could decipher this insane need of his without words, he would be saved. Or so he thought. 
But the cock kept stirring him more and more, plunging into him deeper, edging him closer to his climax. 
“Ja… Javier, ah…” he moaned, glancing at the man whose eyes were already on him. He shuddered at the raw heat inside them. 
He clutched Javier's shirt even tighter, putting his head against his shoulder and turning to look at Javier's face. 
“Ple… please… I—,” he wanted to ask but he couldn't, not with how much he was moaning, and, besides, it wasn't like he knew what he wanted. 
Javier's cock throbbed within his wet cavern. And yet they didn't stop fucking. 
“I know. I know, master.” He heard Javeir speak above his own moans and the squelching sounds of skin slapping against each other. 
A hand came to rub his head, his face and a thumb caressed his sweet lips. “But I need your words. Can you please,” he was being asked something he certainly couldn't answer in that haze and still, something within him trusted this knight to help him. Lloyd trusted him well before he met him, “tell me if …” a pause, even his thrusts receded as Javier asked again, “... if you would like to be mates with me?” 
He trembled at that thought, at the touch, that now paused gently against his glands. 
He knew, more than everything else about this world, what being mates truly meant. 
He shuddered at the thought, flushing as he rushed to hide himself in Javier's nape, inhaling the cedar scent, albeit a bit rusted.
And, in answer, he gyrated his hips on the aching cock inside him and the alpha under him groaned, clutching his waist tighter, pushing into him. 
And, slowly, he opened his mouth, licking a gentle strip against Javier's glands, where the cedar scent was the strongest. And the alpha trembled in pleasure. 

“Fuck…!” 

He kept licking, and licking and licking, thrusting against Javier's each push. 
Without words, he hoped the alpha had understood his words for he didn't know much more than that this was where one needed a mark to be mates forever. And now he wished Javier to give him what both of them ached for. 
“Thank you, Lloyd.” The alpha lowered his head, kissing his nape and Lloyd shuddered at the sound of his name, at the touch of those lips against his nape and the need, pooling against his guts, twisting, aching for relief. 
“Bite me right there. Together.” Javier, as always, guided him and then he was plunging into his heat, right into his womb, past his prostate, with hard and fast thrusts, just as he had ached for. 
And then he was nipping against Lloyd's nape, telling him it was gonna be alright. And he too started doing the same. 
“To— together…” he huffed, realising a long sigh when Javier stilled inside him after a particularly hard thrust.
And then they were both baring their aching fangs and burying into the glands bared to them. 

Damn!

He couldn't scream, nor could he moan. The feeling of the pain, excruciatingly defined, burning into his skin and his cock jerking between them, and Javier's cock, now spasming inside him, spilling all the hot semen within, lining his insides, coating him forever now in the cedar scent. 
He didn't know what being mates meant. But all he knew was that in that moment, having been fucked out of his senses, being out of his mind, out of all the thoughts, out of everything he had ever known, or not knowing whatever it was going on. He just wanted at that moment, whether or not he was an omega, to be loved by the man in his arms. For as long as Javier allowed. 
He didn't understand what exactly being in love or being loved incur but he was as always ready to take it all if it meant to be with Javier. 
And so, once the biting was done, Javier too kissed him, without words telling him he would be there for as long as Lloyd allowed him to be. 
The night and the next day that came too, saw the two in still embrace of heat. 
They fucked like they had never known the end of this cycle, until their bodies were aching pleasurably. 
They kissed and traced marks on each other's body, gently finding new marks and moles and identifying themselves in the other's embrace, discovering and naming new stars in each other's hearts, and marking themselves as mates. 
And the day when his heat finally subsided, he found his body aching too sweetly even as Javier, who had been sleeping next to him, holding him close, fucked into him gently, rocking into his heat. 
They hadn't stepped a foot out of this room since then. And he didn't want to. 
Where would he go searching for this warmth, this comforting scent of cedar, mingling with jasmines, if not in the arms of the alpha, whose features now he traced for the upteenth time with his eyes again? 
He surely would live right beside him. His body, marked with numerous of Javier’s marks and vice versa, along with those marks, aching and now healing, on their necks were proof enough of it. 
______
And they returned home, after a lot of not-so-good explanation to a very furious County who did give him the gem but not without the disappointed look being thrown at him, while his daughter had a bright smile. Smile he had seen for the first time after stepping in there, who wished them a happy married life, which, again, they had promptly denied. They were mates, true. But not married. 
Yet. 
Their hearts whispered even when they both looked away, as they returned home, to a much joyous environment.
Lloyd did prepare himself to ignore this whole situation. 
Not the being mates situation but explaining about the being mates situation to his parents. Or worse , sitting down the whole County and declaring that now he was mated, and they could save their breaths about not finding any suitable mates for him, and spare him their mercy, and literally just get back to work.
But then, he was the one surprised when Marbella, the actual puppeteer of this whole circus (or so she would like to call herself), told them she knowingly sent them away, together, because if she didn't intervene, perhaps, they wouldn't have ever had the chance to confess. 
And as such the Count too had no problem. Rather, he was jumping with joy when he and Julian found that it was none other than Javier himself who was Lloyd's mate. 
“No one could ever be a greater mate than you, my son. Of course, Lloyd has found his equal.” 
Those were the words of the Count. And then all whirled around him as everyone around them greeted them heartily. 
And such ended their story. 
Or so he hoped. 
He really needed to get back to his work. His honey pot would be crying otherwise. 
While he did trust his fellow colleagues, the elves and the orcs and the rest of his friends, he would like to return to making as much money as possible and as soon as possible. 
With, of course, his lunacy of a mate striding beside him. 
Lloyd hoped, as he glanced at his now mate, who of course returned the stare with a smile, that he would stop blushing so hard all the time around him, and could reign his heart one day again. 
Gods, he was insufferable. 
“So are you.” Javier whispered against his ear. 
Oh, damn him!
“You!” He bellowed at the knight who chuckled softly, pecking his lips before he could say anything more. 
“Yes, master.” Javier smiled, still close to his lips. 
Damn stupid protagonist and his own stupid heart racing at his antics. 
He hoped this stupid man would stop being so cheesy. Or maybe not. 
___THE END___
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