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Summary:


Lloyd Frontera and Javier Asrahan are both alphas. It didn’t matter for the most part, until rut season came.






Notes:


I'm really excited for this one. Thank you for reading! - Beans ♡




        (See the end of the work for more notes.)
    















Chapter 1: The First Season
    




Chapter Text

~
In the magical world of Knight of Blood and Iron, humans had secondary genders. The world’s entire framework of cultural and sociological bearings was shifted around those identities of alpha, beta and omega.
Among the whirlwind of being reincarnated and taking over Lloyd Frontera’s body, one of his biggest learning curves was learning to be an alpha.
“What the fuck?” Lloyd asks, leaning forward. “What is that smell?”
Javier leans away from him with a disgruntled expression. “I know you have no sense of decorum, my lord, but please.”
“Why do you smell so good?” Lloyd demands.
Javier blinks, staring at him for a moment, before he visibly struggles to smother a smile. “Thank you for the compliment.”
“Hah?” Lloyd asks.
It’s hard to concentrate with his brain going foggy. The novel had described Javier’s scent, the way it filled a room with the swordsman’s overwhelming presence, fitting for an alpha of his caliber. Even so, experiencing it in the flesh was a whole different thing.
Javier emanated strength, a persistent rumbling like a thunderstorm encroaching on the horizon. It was dark and foreboding in the distance, but closer, light rays reflected through and gave way to a steadfast calmness. Every breath felt he was inhaling fresh morning dew, sharp and cold with the premonition of rain.
He has to quickly become accustomed to Javier’s scent, because he would be smothered by it otherwise. Javier was at his side constantly, his scent circulating around Lloyd’s head and leaving him dizzy.
Even worse than Javier’s scent was learning that Lloyd had a scent.
“Hah--?!” Lloyd stutters, reeling back. “You’re just full of yourself, asshole!”
Javier looks far too smug. “Your scent does not lie. You are happy to see me.”
His scent gave away every one of his emotions. Perhaps the real Lloyd Frontera had spent years learning to regulate his pheromones, or… knowing him, maybe he hadn’t. Regardless, Lloyd couldn’t seem to grasp that innate control everyone else seemed to have, to mask their emotions and keep their scents polite.
If he was annoyed, he could feel it radiating off himself in agitated waves, something that Javier would consistently scold him for. Once all the pieces of his scheme came together, people flinched back from how his pheromones flared viciously. When he was happy, he could feel his contentment floating around him like a cloud.
--He couldn’t help it that when he was around Javier, he was always happy.
“What you smell like?” Javier seems to ponder for a moment, then answers, “Booze.”
Lloyd’s eye twitches. Perhaps not always.
By the amused glance that Javier sends him, he can sense the displeasure rolling off Lloyd.
With a huff, Lloyd flops back onto his bed. In the corner of his eye, he sees Javier slip into the adjacent chair and settle in with his pillow, looking as immaculate as ever even after the long gruelling day they’d had.
Infuriatingly, Javier had excellent control of his scent, something that made Lloyd’s fluctuating moods even more apparent. Javier’s scent was something stable, that barely shifted with the wind as he traded insults back and forth with Lloyd, his pheromones as candid as the breeze against Lloyd’s haywire scent.
It felt like Lloyd was constantly two steps behind everyone else. Infuriatingly, even the messenger system was useless when it came to gender dynamics, watching Lloyd fumble through social etiquette silently, only sparing the rare insult at his expense.
“But it’s been different recently.”
“My scent?” Lloyd asks.
Nodding, Javier surveys over him and explains, “Perhaps since you stopped drinking, but even so… I didn’t think you smelled like this before…”
“Like what?” Lloyd asks, sitting up.
Javier seems to think very hard, before responding, “Mud. And rusty.”
“Because I’m in mud all day--!” Lloyd protests. “Come on, that can’t be my actual smell—”
“Then take a bath, or ask a different poor soul to burn their nose.”
“You ass--!” Lloyd rolls away and bundles up in his sheets, curiously sniffing at his pillow. All he smelled was the freshly laundered linens, but his sullenness was surely stinking up the place.
“… I almost didn’t recognize you when I found you in the field that day. You smelled like a stranger.”
“Well, I must have taken a bath that day,” Lloyd dismisses, shuffling. With the additional sense for pheromones, people were far too discerning in this world. It made it more difficult to ease suspicions about Lloyd Frontera’s changed behaviour.
“Perhaps,” Javier hums. He doesn’t seem convinced, but thankfully, he usually allows Lloyd to scamper away from these conversations. “… It is not a bad smell.”
Lloyd hates the way his heart jumps in his chest, the way it is surely showing in his scent.
“Of course, no scent is as good as mine.”
Lloyd whirls around to glare at him. “You are never going to let me live in peace.”
“I have been told I smell very good,” Javier continues. He’s leaned back in his chair with his eyes closed, a faint smile curling up on his lips.
“I tell you that one time, while in an alcohol-induced haze at dawn, and you bring it up every day like it’s—” Lloyd catches himself, cursing internally.
Another fun quirk of this world. He and Javier were both alphas.
Young unrelated alphas were reportedly like oil and water, or perhaps more accurately, gasoline and a lighter.
With such an imposing presence, Javier’s mere proximity had a tendency to threaten unfamiliar alphas. His power was evident from a single whiff of his scent, and although it wasn’t intentional, it jabbed at the instincts, prickling that underlying desire to be the most dominant in one’s territory.
With Lloyd’s admitted hot-headedness and Javier’s tendency for poking the bear, they’d be arguing until the sun burned itself out of the sky.
It didn’t help that they were in Lloyd’s den.
It was a foreign thing, something that Lloyd still didn’t fully understand. There was interesting biological history to this world, something about the remnant alpha instinct to have a dark, cave-like area to guard resources and young.
Accordingly, there was a small tray slot at the door, something for servants to slide in meals and letters non-invasively. Only betas were hired as house-keeping staff, and they entered his chambers to clean with thick clothing, tightly covering their scent glands to prevent causing offense.
His bed had four pillars, with large sheer curtains of fabric that could be drawn to shield the inside with dim-lit walls. It felt like a bed fort, and the childish part of Lloyd did find it entertaining to dramatically open the curtains in the morning, making Javier jump awake.
“Rise and shine!” Lloyd shouts, and Javier will send him a disdainful glare, his eyes still bleary with sleep.
Apparently it was quite unusual for Javier, an unrelated alpha, to spend so much time here.
When he first came to this world, Javier would be posted outside his door each night. The first time Lloyd called Javier in, offering for the knight to take a seat instead of looming out there, he’d given Lloyd a confused look and declined. Lloyd didn’t realise it was something almost taboo until he’d curiously peaked his head into Javier’s room, bare and basic, and the alpha had shoved him back with a snarl before slamming the door in his face.
Territory was considered a biological need in this world, something that alphas would defend with vengeance.
With the development of their new routine, however—Lloyd using his “lullaby” to help him sleep—Javier now entered Lloyd’s den regularly.
The first time he came in, Javier did so cautiously, warily eyeing at Lloyd with every step as if prepared for Lloyd to go feral and tackle him where he stood. Lloyd didn’t understand the problem if he was honest. With Javier asleep at his bedside, he’d never been more at peace, that rain water scent seeping through the curtains of his bed and covering him like a blanket.
It never bothered him one bit, which is why he only raises an eyebrow at Javier as the knight lingers in the doorway.
“Something wrong?” Lloyd asks, stripping off his coat.
“Summer is approaching, my Lord.”
“… And?”
Javier sends him a look, as if he was the most patient person in the world. Lloyd didn’t appreciate the attitude.
“I can smell it on you. I am not eager to have my throat ripped out by a rut-mad alpha.”
Lloyd blinks. Ah. His rut was coming soon.
In this new body, he hadn’t had one yet, but he knew what to expect. Alphas and omegas had yearly ruts or heats in the summer. Hormones would rise with the temperatures and induce what was essentially, a mating season. With increased testosterone and instincts on a hair-trigger, alphas in proximity were quick to wrestle and tumble for the slightest offense.
Evolutionarily, it was the ideal time, when resources were plentiful and time could be spared for courtship. Pregnancies would gestate until the next year’s spring, preventing young from being born during harsh winters.
To Lloyd, it sounded like everyone got really damn horny and pissed off.
“What makes you think I’ll be the problem, huh?” He heckles, crowding into Javier’s space.
“You are not known to be pleasant during your ruts,” Javier grunts. “On the other hand, I have self-control.”
“Self-control--!” Lloyd laughs, claps him on the back, then at Javier’s tepid frown, forces his laughs to be even louder. “You’ve got the most obnoxious scent in the kingdom!”
Belatedly, he realises he’s been more physical with Javier this past week, more quick to lean in and try annoy the knight. Could Javier really smell the rut on him before he even noticed himself?
“That is beyond my control.”
“I thought you had great self-control—”
“That is not how it works, you—” Then Javier sucks in a breath and steps away from him. “Enough. I will reside in my chambers tonight.”
“You won’t be able to sleep, though,” Lloyd points out, stepping closer.
“I will manage,” Javier snaps.
Lloyd gasps, his hand flying over his mouth. “Oh dear, is our little alpha getting rut-mad—”
Javier sends him a scornful glare and leaves with a twist of his coat tail. Lloyd waves at him before shutting his door with a chuckle.
This alpha thing was easy.
Lloyd wakes up the next morning, and promptly eats his words.
“Fuck…” He grits his teeth. He’s sweaty, his chest heaving in the same exhausted way after working in the sun all day.
He kicks the sheets off him and shudders. There was blood rushing through his head, strong pressure that almost felt like his gums were bleeding, his teeth aching to the point that it hurt every time he clenched his jaw.
His scent glands are sore at the base of his neck, aching right in the divots where his collar bone meets his shoulders. Lloyd prods one with a finger and winces at how tender it feels.
He’s also painfully hard between his legs, his groin burning with heat.
Lloyd slips his hand down and cries out as he wraps around his aching length. It felt like he was on fire. He was expecting the rut would be like puberty, but this was so much more unbearable.
“Ah, hah--!” He pleasures himself as snarls escape his throat, pained and restless. The sensations drove him mad but didn’t feel enough. He feels like no matter how much friction and pressure he uses, his cock weeps between his legs, twitching with need. He thrusts into his hand and groans, the room spinning around him in hazy waves.
When he finally comes, it’s simultaneously the best and worst orgasm of his life. He climaxes with a pained shout, his length pulsing against his hand. It feels like he fainted somewhere in there, his vision blotting in and out like a dream. Lloyd drops to the bed with a gasp.
It’s still not enough. It feels like he didn’t even come, his length still burning.
Lloyd grabs himself again with a pained hiss, then freezes. He sits up hastily and looks down at himself, his eyes going wide.
That was--? What the hell was that?
The base of his cock looked engorged—red, angry and swollen.
Lloyd stares at it, slightly terrified. He pokes at the bulge and winces, drawing his hand back.
He waits five minutes. Then ten minutes, panic building in his chest. The pain is getting worse and the swelling isn’t going away.
His hands flutter around his groin as his heart pounds. After the first minute of prodding at it, he tried to relax and hope it would go away on its own, which evidently made things worse. Desperately, Lloyd tries to stroke his length once more and cries out, releasing it immediately. He was still too sensitive and sore.
Should he try to put ice on it? At the mere thought, Lloyd flinches.
“Hey, you!” Lloyd calls to the air. “A little help here!”
[Sorry, this is way too spicy for me. I’ll be back after your rut ends.]
The messenger box pops up and disappears just as quickly. Lloyd snarls at the empty space where it left.
He was quickly running out of ideas, and the pain in his groin was becoming intolerable. He tries not to hyperventilate as he watches how the vessels along his cock pulse visibly, every twitch making him grimace with discomfort.
Lloyd steels his breath. He sits up and yanks open his bed curtains.
He’d reached his last resort.
“Javier!”
He barely finishes screaming before the door bangs open, Javier charging into the room, shirtless, his sword in one hand and his other holding a hastily-wrapped sheet around his waist.
“Master Lloyd!” He shouts, before freezing.
“… I think I broke my dick,” Lloyd whispers faintly.
Javier shuts his eyes tightly, sighing. Slowly, he turns around and moves for the door.
“No, no, please don’t go, man, I’m freaking out!”
His voice must sound hysterical, because he sees Javier visibly waver, before shutting the door with a snarl. Javier drops his sword to the floor with a clatter and sits in his chair. Lloyd relaxes, sitting back in the sheets and allowing the curtains to fall once more.
“What’s wrong?” He asks, sounding pained.
“It’s-- it’s all swollen,” Lloyd whispers to him. “Like, abnormally swollen. It hurts like hell.”
“… Have you knotted yet?”
Lloyd blinks. “Have I knotted?”
There’s a palpable silence. Through the sheer curtains, he sees Javier stare at him with disbelief.
“What-- What are we going to do?” Lloyd asks shrilly.
“We are not doing anything,” Javier snaps. “You are on your own.”
“I’m going to die--?!”
“No. My lord, really—” Javier drops his face into his hands.
Lloyd swallows deeply and waits.
“My lord,” Javier starts, his voice filled with frustration. “You can evade my questions, lie, and pretend. But if you insist on maintaining this ruse of yours, you will need to learn to be an alpha.”
Lloyd feels himself freeze to the bone. Javier stares him down.
“The real Lloyd Frontera…” he murmurs, “He was an alpha through and through. You are not fooling anyone like this.”
“We—” Lloyd stutters. “We can talk about that later. For now, can you please help me?”
He hears Javier sigh, watches Javier sit with his fists clenched tightly together. “Have you… finished?”
Flushing, Lloyd whispers, “Yeah.”
“Alphas have knots. It is a swelling at the base. It is normal after…”
“Okay…” Lloyd shuffles. “Is it supposed to hurt?”
“No, you are supposed to—” Javier cuts off and groans. “I cannot believe this. I am a master swordsman. Why this task has fallen to me—”
“Hey, enough complaining and just tell me!”
“Do not make demands of me,” Javier grits out. “I have already shown enough restraint.”
Lloyd feels his fear shift into anger within the instant, the indignation filling his chest and rumbling through his throat. “I can make whatever demand I please--”
Suddenly, the air becomes suffocating with Javier’s scent. He stands abruptly and crowds against the curtains, and Lloyd lunges upwards to meet him at eye level.
“No,” Javier snarls. “You have called for me during my rut, when I am legally entitled to have the week off. I am here, frustrated and naked, in another alpha’s den, which reeks of your release I might add, and you have the audacity to—”
“I’m sorry.” It takes every ounce of restraint in Lloyd’s body to spit out the words. He tried to make it sound earnest, but it comes out as a growl.
They’re both getting too riled up. This wasn’t like their usual bickering. If he doesn’t keep a clear head, he fears that Javier and him will roll into a tumble, grabbing at each other’s throats with their teeth.
Javier nods, visibly struggling as he takes a step back from the bed, then another. The distance makes Lloyd’s shoulders ease.
“You are supposed to squeeze it,” Javier says.
Lloyd swallows, reaching down and wrapping a hand around his cock. He hisses at the sensation, forcing his grip tighter, but it still brings nothing but pain.
“It’s not working.”
“Then you must be doing it wrong.”
“Then you should give better directions than—” Lloyd cuts himself off. It was driving him mad, the way Javier’s pheromones were seeping into his den. He felt like he was one step away from throwing open the curtains and tackling Javier to the ground.
“It— It is supposed to mimic… being inside something.”
Lloyd tries again, unable to smother the pained whine that escapes his throat. He can feel his eyes watering up, his breath hitching.
If he starts crying in front of Javier while failing to masturbate, he debates committing suicide. Hopefully, the embarrassment of this situation will kill him first.
His bed curtains slide open. Lloyd flinches, looking up at Javier’s resigned expression.
“Show me,” he says.
Feeling his face burn, Lloyd sits up and spreads his legs. He hears Javier suck in a hiss of air, feels the bed shift as Javier kneels on the edge of the mattress.
Lloyd swallows thickly, meeting Javier’s bright blue eyes.
“You are doubling my wages,” Javier growls. “And when this is over, we will never speak of it again.”
Then he reaches down and wraps a hand tight around the base of Lloyd’s cock.
Lloyd throws his head back against his pillow. He hears himself scream. It felt like a second orgasm, a blissful one that finally sated him, all of the pent-up frustrations snapping loose and causing his vision to go stark white.
He could feel himself rutting into Javier’s tight fist, the way Javier’s other hand flew to his hip and pushed him down. Javier makes a disgruntled sound, something that causes the heat in Lloyd’s gut to flare even hotter. He was writhing, digging his hands and feet into the sheets and tossing his head back and forth.
Amidst the haze in his muddled brain, it was Javier’s enduring scent that he gripped onto desperately, grounded by it.
That powerful, unavoidable presence like rain water and cold air. It smelled different with Javier’s rut, hazy and agitated like a thunderstorm whirling around itself, static that raised the hairs on Lloyd’s bare skin and made him shiver down to his core. Lloyd lets that scent soak into him as he recovers, his mind slowly exiting the fog.
He takes a gasping breath and runs a hand through his damp hair, his eyes fluttering open.
Javier is staring at him with his chest heaving, his pupils dilated. Lloyd’s gaze traces over his broad shoulders, down his chest along the smooth lines of his muscles.
Lloyd’s breath hitches. In his twists and turns, he’d clawed off the sheet from Javier’s waist. His mouth parts, taking in Javier’s hard length, the way it throbbed and dripped against the sheets. He could see the beginnings of the knot swelling at the base of Javier’s groin.
Javier leans in. Lloyd freezes, holding stock-still as Javier presses their necks together.
“Oh…” Lloyd moans shakily. It put pressure on his aching scent gland.
Something about the gesture washed over him slowly, filling him with an immense calmness, something that bordered on euphoria. Javier’s pale hair tickles Lloyd’s cheek as he blinks at the ceiling in a daze.
“Never…” Javier rasps against his ear. “Never bare your neck to an alpha in rut.”
Then he pulls away. He grabs his sheet and yanks it free from under Lloyd’s leg, wrapping it around himself. He picks up his sword from the floor and leaves with a polite click of the door.
Lloyd spends the remainder of his rut flitting in and out of lucency, rolling in Javier’s scent. Meals, carafes of water and fresh laundry are left at his door’s slot on a daily basis. When his mind is clear, he cleans himself and paces around the room restlessly. It’s only a matter of time before the heat of his rut overtakes him once again, and he will wrestle and writhe in the sheets.
The last glimpse of Javier’s scent is somewhere in the room. Lloyd paces around, digging into the disarrayed laundry on the floor until he finally finds Javier’s pillow kicked under the bed, the one Javier clutches while sleeping at Lloyd’s side each night.
Lloyd ruts against it, biting into the fabric with a snarl as he climaxes.
With his addled mind, it’s easy not to think too hard about it. He clings to the pillow for the remainder of his rut, sleeping against it and basking in that scent of a summer storm.
~
When his rut finally ends, the morning bringing cool relief instead of more humid heat, Lloyd’s eyes snap open.
A grim feeling overtakes him, like sinking slowly into ice water.
He’d really spent his whole rut fantasizing about Javier.
The infatuation wasn’t a surprise for him. Suho Kim had grown up lonely and socially-inept. He never thought much about his sexuality in his previous life, but he did have a tendency to become infatuated with anyone his age that was remotely attractive and treated him nicely.
Javier was an ideal man, after all. He was powerful, hard-working and fiercely loyal. He was insanely gorgeous, the kind of gorgeous that turned heads everywhere he went. He could banter back and forth against Lloyd with quick wit and dry humour. It was also fucking hot when he grabbed Lloyd by the knot and made him climax.
Really, Lloyd would have been more surprised if he hadn’t picked up a crush on Javier at some point.
“For future reference, Lloyd Frontera patrons the heat house during his rut. They are not the most… tasteful establishments, but there are omegas to tend to your needs.”
Lloyd nods, not quite paying attention.
After a week of struggling for a whisper of Javier’s scent, it felt amazing to finally bask in it. Javier’s presence was filling his den, fresh like the first rain of the season. Lloyd could barely resist the temptation to crowd into Javier’s space, to press their necks together as they had during their rut.
“If you still plan to spend your yearly ruts in the manor, it is good practice to notify the servants in advance. And me. It is less than ideal to have unmated rutting alphas in proximity, as you now know.”
This world had alphas, betas and omegas. Alphas and omegas could make bonded pairs, mating for life. They were biologically in tune with each other. He’d seen mated pairs of males and females in any combination, but they were consistently an alpha and omega.
Did this world have concepts of homosexuality?
He hasn’t seen a single alpha—alpha pair in the year he’s been here, Lloyd realises as his gut sinks. Perhaps he was alone in this.
“My lord.”
“Yeah?” Lloyd responds, then winces.
Javier clearly picks up on his absent mind, watching him closely. “You have not scented your parents in a long time. It saddens them.”
Then, at Lloyd’s blank look, he states, “You do not know what scenting is.”
Lloyd shakes his head.
“Scenting is a way of imprinting,” Javier explains. “It is something evolutionary that came with the development of packs and social hierarchies. It releases hormones and endorphins.”
Javier adjusts his chair, pulling it closer to Lloyd’s bed. He reaches an arm towards him. “Take my hand.”
Timidly, Lloyd accepts it, jolting as Javier guides their hands up to the base of Lloyd’s neck.
“When you want to scent someone, you take their wrist and place it on your scent gland, like this.” He firmly rubs his wrist at the base of Lloyd’s shoulder, before releasing.
Lloyd watches him pull away, his eyes following Javier’s hand as if magnetised.
“That is how you scent your pack as an alpha. It signals that you have claimed them as your own and they are under your protection. Scent your parents next time you see them. Perhaps Sir Ppodong and the others will also appreciate the gesture.”
“Okay,” Lloyd nods. He offers his wrist. “Now me?”
Javier seems to startle, before shaking his head. “That is not how this works.”
“Why not?”
“You are the heir of the estate and my employer, thus you initiate scenting as the dominant alpha. Do not let any subordinate scent you themselves. They do not have good intentions if they try. It is demeaning of your status.”
“Oh…” Lloyd says, dropping his hand. “But you scented me during—”
Javier snarls at him. “We swore not to discuss that.”
“Well, maybe I’m more mature than you,” Lloyd says, ignoring the way Javier sends him a baffled, infuriated look. “You’re supposed to teach me everything about being an alpha.”
Javier lets out a relenting sigh, leaning back in his chair. “That was how scenting is done between lovers. Do not try that with normal people—”
“—Lovers?!” Lloyd chokes. “You--?!”
“I was in rut. You bared your neck to me,” Javier grits out. “Be thankful you left with a scenting and not a bond bite.”
“What’s a bond bite—”
“I tire of teaching,” Javier interrupts. “We can continue another time. Now please do the lullaby and put me out of my misery.”
With an amused snort, Lloyd nods and sits up. In his head, he reminds himself of that most agonising chapter on the regulations of schematic designs.
Just as Lloyd begins to speak, Javier holds out a hand.
“… I apologize,” Javier says. There’s a flush rising up his neck. “It was not proper of me to scent you. Please excuse my behaviour during my rut.”
“I mean, I didn’t care…” Lloyd rubs the back of his head. That was the understatement of the year.
At his response, Javier’s lips press into a firm line. “You were not yourself. Pay it no mind.”
Lloyd nods. Even after the fog of rut left his mind, Javier hadn’t. Lloyd doubts his infatuation was going away any time soon.
He begins to speak. Javier’s eyes slip shut, his pheromones calming like rain dancing on a lake’s surface.
Lloyd drifts to sleep, revelling in Javier’s scent with every breath.
~















Chapter 2: The Second Season
    




Chapter Text

~
When his second year in the world of Knight of Blood and Iron arrives, marked by the beginnings of his second rut, Lloyd resolves to be normal.
The day before his rut starts, he packs a bag and heads to the heat house.
He has to come early, he recalls Javier telling him. It made sense. Having rutting alphas wandering around would be catastrophic. He would book a private suite for the week and stay until his rut ended, avoiding all contact with other alphas until his rut was over.
It was a fool-proof plan to get Javier out of his head.
He’s unsure what to expect. He ducks his head low between his shoulders as he slips through the door, then pauses.
He looks around, eyes glancing around the cramped lobby and falling on a wooden sign.
To avoid contact between alpha clients, please wait to be greeted.
Then, along the four doors lining the narrow hallway, each had a sign hanging with the cautionary notice: DO NOT ENTER unless instructed by the madame.
Huh. Perhaps these establishments were more organised than Lloyd gave them credit for.
Abruptly, a door opens and makes him jolt.
“Master Lloyd,” the madame greets. She’s dressed in a slim black evening gown, but when Lloyd curiously sniffs the air, there is nothing but the mild floral scent of perfume. She’s a beta. “It is an honour. We have not seen you recently.”
“Yeah…” Lloyd cringes. Evidently, they were well-acquainted with the original Lloyd Frontera. Hopefully, two years is long enough to forget about his counterpart’s atrocious behaviour.
“Will you be spending the week with us? We would provide you with our finest suite. Alternatively, you may have your pick of the omegas to take home with you.”
Lloyd hastily shakes his head, gesturing to his bag. “I’ll stay here.”
Javier’s stink-eye would be truly legendary if Lloyd had the audacity to bring a strange omega courtesan back to the manor.
This is normal, Lloyd reminds himself.
He shuffles nervously in his seat. He’s been brought to a luxurious room, an assortment of refreshments on the table beside him. There’s a heavy glass bottle of fine amber brandy, and the madame had poured him a generous glass. It sits untouched, and he hopes she won’t be offended.
“These are our top courtesans,” the madame introduces, gesturing to the line up of omegas that filter into the room.
Lloyd glances over them, their soft features like dolls, down their narrow shoulders and along their gentle curves. They’re dressed in sheer fabrics, alluring translucent drapery that shows glimpses of their skin underneath, leaving little to the imagination.
Despite their beauty, they all had the expressions of prisoners sent to the gallows.
Lloyd smiles, slightly pained as he internally curses. He will have to blame their despondence on the old Lloyd’s behaviour. He really hoped he wasn’t that fucking ugly.
Lloyd’s eyes linger on their collarbones once more. Uncharacteristic of their delicate clothing, they wear thick leather collars around their necks, covering up their scent glands. It was clearly for protection against bites, and it didn’t do much to suppress their pheromones from leaking into the room.
He breathes in, curiously, then turns his head to smother a cough.
Their scents were cloying and sweet like melted honey sticking to his skin, blending together. One smelled like how cinnamon swirled around in warm milk, another like how roses blossomed with floral tones.
It reeked… Lloyd covers his mouth as politely as he can manage, hoping his reaction is not too obvious as panic fills his chest.
His rut was starting tomorrow, possibly tonight. He should be more into this. It was the whole reason he came to this place. An omega’s pheromones were supposed to drive alphas in rut mad with their desire. Even if that was an exaggeration, Lloyd should at least feel… something, shouldn’t he?
Maybe he would have felt desire for these omega scents if not for how he kept comparing them to Javier. They were feminine and soft, too gentle, barely scratching against his skin with a lick of passion.
“Actually…” Lloyd tries, rubbing at the back of his head. “Do you have any men?”
The madame blinks at him, her expression still politely neutral. “Your tastes have changed. Of course, I will bring them in.”
Still nothing… Lloyd thinks, his stomach sinking.
The male omegas were smaller than him. Some could be described as toned, even muscular, but their pheromones were still too light. They didn’t dominate his senses like Javier’s summer storm, rushing around his head and stealing the breath from his lungs, exhilarating in its power.
He points to the tallest one. “You’ll do,” Lloyd says.
The omega steps forward and bows. He’s the one who smells like spring water, gentle and soothing on the nose. Lloyd takes in his scent, considering it thoughtfully, as the others filter out of the room silently.
“It is an honour, master Lloyd,” he says, standing from his bow.
He was handsome, really handsome. Slim and elegant like a fawn, long-limbed. Lloyd forces himself to admire how his hair dances around his face, the soft shadows of his cheek bones.
The omega kneels before him and extends a hand.
Lloyd hesitates, blinking at him as he takes it.
“The madame requests any omega to be scented prior,” he explains. “It is for protection when your rut starts, that you may recognize me as your pack.”
Lloyd nods and presses the omega’s wrist against his neck, just like how Javier taught him.
Perhaps he should initiate something, but instead he readies for bed. His rut hasn’t started yet, and he fears his nerves may cause him to vomit if he tries to get any closer.
When he falls asleep, he rolls away from the omega and shoves his head into his pillow. If he breathes deeply and slowly, he can almost imagine that spring water scent is like the rain.
~
He wakes in the night, growling.
Lloyd rolls on to the warm body next to him, his teeth dragging on the thick leather fixed to the omega’s shoulder. He whines and shifts under Lloyd’s weight, his gentle scent causing Lloyd’s gut to simmer with interest.
His pale skin is thin, and Lloyd almost wonders it will tear it away like paper under his touch. Lloyd grips him by the throat and feels the omega’s moan vibrate against his hand.
In the heat of his rut, it’s an appetizing sight—but he could already tell it wasn’t what he wanted. It wasn’t enough.
Lloyd could feel his instincts start to prickle with irritation, growing more and more restless as the omega laid lax, allowing Lloyd to manoeuvre him without complaint. Testingly, Lloyd pins him down roughly by the wrists, and growls when he only throws his head back with a sigh.
“Come on--!” Lloyd finally snarls. “Fight back.”
As if struck, the omega flinches away.
“I have displeased you, alpha,” he whispers, keeping his head tucked low against his collar. “I am sorry.”
Lloyd winces, quickly releasing him and moving away. He could feel his aggravation cutting through the air and rendering the room murky with his scent. He’d always struggled to reel in his emotions during his rut, but it hadn’t been too critical around Javier, who would deflect his anger, unfazed, if not return his fury ten-fold. Now, it felt like he was kicking a puppy.
“Cancel my booking,” Lloyd grunts, grabbing his things and moving to the door.
They can keep his coin. He doesn’t have the patience he had yesterday. All he can think of is leaving, going back to his den where things were familiar, comfortable, where Javier’s scent laid in the fabric of the seat where he slept each night--
“… Your rut is starting,” the omega protests, his voice cautious, but he quickly flits away from Lloyd’s path like a fly.
Lloyd shoves his way out the building. Thankfully, this late at night, the streets are quiet. He needs to get back to the manor. Every scent smells stronger, every noise leaving him on edge and causing his head to whip around at the slightest breeze. There’s a persistent growl building in his throat.
He fears he will rip the throat off the next person he encounters—which is why he has a specific destination in mind.
“Javier--!” He calls, banging on the door. “Javier! I know you can hear me, Javier--!”
The door slams open. Javier glares at him, his face twisted with fury. “What?”
His scent hits Lloyd like a freight train, heavy and heady, dangerous in the same way that air shudders with the bite of ozone before lighting strikes. Lloyd breathes it in, feeling his gums ache as his eyes trails over Javier’s bare shoulders. He wants to bite down on something.
Better than any omega, he thinks blearily. The room tilts slowly in his peripheral vision as he struggles to focus on Javier’s face.
Lloyd grins at him, slightly breathless. “Wanna beat the shit out of each other?”
Javier glowers at him. “You reek of omegas.”
“Jealous?”
Javier growls low in his throat. The sound makes Lloyd’s blood rush.
“Leave now,” Javier grinds through his teeth.
Lloyd steps closer, right into the doorway of Javier’s den. It’s close enough that he can feel the fever of heat radiating off Javier’s shirtless skin.
“Make me,” he whispers.
He ducks just in time to dodge the wild punch that Javier throws, air rushing past his cheek with the sheer force of it. He hears the door frame behind him splinter and crack, fragments of wood scattering to the floor.­
Lloyd throws his weight forward, wraps his arms around Javier’s waist and keeps his knees bent as he tackles Javier into the room. He almost manages to bring him to the ground, but Javier recovers faster than he wanted, keeping his stance and pushing back.
“You fool,” Javier snaps. He kicks Lloyd’s legs out from beneath him, causing him to drop to the floor with a grunt. “You are a reckless, idiotic fool--!”
Javier’s leg draws back in an arc. Lloyd scrambles away, almost believing that Javier is about to kick his skull clean off his shoulders like a soccer ball, but Javier kicks at the door instead. It squeals on its hinges and slams with a loud shut that makes Lloyd’s ears pop.
Then Javier is on top of him, his teeth snapping at Lloyd’s face, shoving Lloyd against the hard wood floor as he throws them into a wrestle.
Lloyd growls back at him, his entire body alight as he fights against Javier’s weight, thrashing with whatever leverage he has and grabbing at Javier’s skin, scratching, gripping tight and leaving bruises as they roll across the floor.
Somewhere in there, Javier bites his forearm, latching on like a curse, blood leaking around his teeth as Lloyd cries out and pushes him off. In another second, Lloyd managed to land one strong sucker punch into Javier’s diaphragm. His shirt gets ripped off and he loses track of it as they launch into their next tumble.
He catches Javier’s chin with his elbow. The pained grunt that escapes Javier’s lips makes Lloyd’s head spin, distracting him for a split-second.
Javier recovers and slaps him straight across the face, then as Lloyd reels back with a groan, he slaps him again. “You dare to disturb me in my den, to challenge me during my rut. You are lucky that I am restraining myself—”
“Restraining yourself--?!” Lloyd asks, an incredulous laugh escaping him, before he hastily covers his face with his arm as Javier tries to punch him in the nose.
Javier yanks at his wrists, pinning them. He leans in. Lloyd gulps at the way Javier’s pupils are slitted like a predator’s, his gaze burning into Lloyd’s skin.
“You have made a grave offense,” Javier murmurs, his voice dark. “You will apologise and submit to me, or I will snap your neck and display your corpse outside my door.”
Kinda hot. Lloyd can’t tell if it’s the rut talking, or if he’s actually that freaky. It feels like his brain is melting.
Javier scent was smothering him. Lloyd wonders if this was how his own den smelled to Javier, suffocating and overwhelming. He couldn’t escape that crackling monsoon, how the rain and wind of Javier’s pheromones swept him into a whirlwind and left him dizzy.
“Fuck you,” he breathes.
He watches Javier’s face contort with its fury. Again, they roll into another tumble of thrashing limbs.
Admittedly, Lloyd is losing. He’s surprised that he even lasted this long. He’s never been able to keep up with Javier during their evening training sessions, but the rut seemed to fill his muscles with untapped endurance, something that re-vitalised him, more potent than adrenaline.
Javier was stronger too with his rut, more uncontrolled. Javier was usually so conscientious in combat. Every one of his movements was deliberate, carrying his strength carefully with precise swings of his sword. It was strange to see him like this, feral and full of wrath as they grappled without abandon.
“Yield,” Javier says. He’s managed to pin Lloyd again, resting atop Lloyd’s struggling limbs. “Enough of this. Why do you not yield?”
Lloyd couldn’t explain it himself. His entire body ached. He was tired down to the bone. Despite his fatigue, he feels almost blissful as he continues to fight against Javier’s grip. Something about this was easing his harried instincts, like how it felt to work in the scorching sun until the clouds drew over, bringing the cooling release of rain.
“You bone-headed, stubborn alpha,” Javier says, his tone scolding. Then abruptly, he stands up, still holding on to him tightly.
“Let me go--!” Lloyd snaps, smacking at Javier’s back with his fists.
“If I must spend the whole night fighting you, I am not doing it on the floor,” Javier complains, before dropping Lloyd onto the mattress with a heavy thump.
Lloyd almost manages to recover, before Javier promptly pins him again, his face exasperated as he watches Lloyd snarl.
“You are embarrassing yourself,” Javier says, before lying down on him and closing his eyes. “Yield, when you are done.”
Lloyd huffs, resolutely staring at the ceiling.
Against the soft mattress, it’s easy for his muscles to ease as he takes a deep breath. It felt like his instincts had possessed him. He’d really fought to the brink of exhaustion, and now that he was too tired to be angry, he could feel his head beginning to clear.
Belatedly, he realises they are both hard.
“Wow,” Lloyd remarks, slightly numb as he feels the crusty texture of the sheets against his back. Based on the smell, it is definitely Javier’s dried release. “You’ve been busy.”
Javier sends him a glare full of vitriol, and throws them off the bed into another wrestle.
They fight all night, until Javier’s den brightens through the windows with the beginning of dawn. He can tell when Javier’s patience finally snaps, Javier hissing through his teeth as he bats away Lloyd’s shoddy punch, glowering.
Finally, he threw Lloyd over his shoulder and promptly dumped him outside his door, slamming it closed as Lloyd groaned and curled up on the floor. He stumbles back to his room like a zombie and collapses on to his bed in a heap.
Lloyd never yielded, so he considers the match a draw.
It might even be a win for him, he realises, dizzy. He’d gotten exactly what he wanted, after all.
Javier’s attention on him, those sapphire eyes burning, unwavering and filled with fury.
Lloyd could feel his throat rumbling, pleased in a way that he could only describe as purring, as he nuzzled against his sheets. Javier’s scent was still fresh on him, and he could feel it soaking into his den slowly.
He spends the next several days flitting in and out of lucidity, pleasuring himself as he rolls around in Javier’s dwindling scent, quickly smothered by Lloyd’s pheromones as they leak out of his inflamed scent glands with vengeance.
On the fourth day of his rut, Javier refuses to answer his door, so Lloyd breaks it down.
“Again?” Javier yells, a frustrated growl that causes Lloyd’s chest to rumble again with a purr. He’s still laying on the floor where Javier decked him earlier, watching lazily as Javier slots his door back into the frame and hammers it with his fist. It seems to be lodged in place for now.
Javier’s smell was as addictive as always, that alluring crackle of ozone that it only had during his rut. The scent has faded too much from Lloyd’s den. He knows he won’t be satisfied until they tumble against each other once more, leaving him bone-tired and covered with those stormy pheromones.
Javier punches him, tosses him around, slams his head into the ground. Lloyd manages to hang in there for a bit longer, wrestling and gripping at Javier’s sweat-slick skin as Javier’s fingers grip tight around his neck.
He doesn’t recall if he falls unconscious due to head trauma or asphyxiation, but when he wakes up, he’s back in his den and sprawled haphazardly on his bed. Alive, surprisingly.
He smells like Javier, Lloyd thinks, nuzzling against the sheets. It should be enough to tide him over until his rut ends.
On the last day of his rut, Lloyd wakes in the middle of the night to Javier looming at the foot of his bed. He graciously waits for Lloyd to put on his pants, eyeing him down like a wolf in the dark, before lunging at him. Lloyd meets him with a growl as they tumble to the floor.
They go at it all night.
~
“Next time, I’m bringing my shovel.”
“There will not be a next time,” Javier snaps. He moves to get up from the bed, lets out a pained groan and sits back down. “You fight dirty,” he grunts.
“Thanks.”
“That was not a compliment.”
Then Javier adjusts to face him, his brows furrowed. “Why did you leave the heat house? You should not have returned while still in rut.”
Lloyd tries to think of a witty comment, but can’t.
“It wasn’t what I expected,” he says instead.
Javier’s eyes sharpen. “You stink.”
“I know.” Lloyd rolls his eyes. “Mud and shit or whatever you said--”
“That is not what I meant.” Javier shifts towards him. “You are sad. It is seeping into your scent. What happened?”
Lloyd’s words catch in his throat.
“Nothing.”
“Tell me.”
“No,” Lloyd says, moving away. He groans with frustration when Javier easily pins his fatigued limbs.
“I will not let you go until you tell me.”
“You want to leave, you don’t want to leave,” Lloyd complains, falling limp. Then when Javier only stares at him, he looks away and mutters, “Why do you care? It’s not like we’re friends.”
“Because when you are sad, you use me as a pin cushion.”
Lloyd stares at his bite marks littered across Javier’s forearms, still dried with blood, and reluctantly concedes.
“Alphas and omegas become mates for life, right? A bonded pair?”
“… Yes,” Javier confirms.
“Right,” Lloyd nods. “I think I’ll be alone forever then.”
He stares at the ceiling and pointedly ignores how Javier watches him carefully, his grip falling slack on Lloyd’s wrists.
“Do not be discouraged,” Javier says. “You do not find love in a heat house. Not every omega will show interest in you, but when one does, they will imprint on you and--”
“It’s not the omegas, Javier.” Then he shuts his eyes tightly. “I think it’s me.”
The Lloyd Frontera of this world may have been an alpha, but he felt like an alien in this body. He wonders if he had come to this world as himself, as Suho Kim, if he still would have presented as an alpha. Meek and timid as he used to be, he’d probably have been a beta, perhaps even an omega.
Even now, he couldn’t stop inhaling Javier’s scent, each breath like lifting his face to the sky and having the rain fall down on him softly. There was still the bite of ozone lingering from Javier’s rut. Those pheromones of another alpha that were supposed to enrage him instead brought him an immense longing that made his heart ache.
Javier likely notices how his scent sours even further, frowning down at him with a determined expression.
“There is nothing wrong with you. You are simply new to this world’s dynamics--”
“It’s been two years,” Lloyd reminds him. “I’m just broken--”
“You are not broken,” Javier denies, his glare fervent enough to make Lloyd jolt. Then he pulls Lloyd to sit up by a tight grip on his shoulder. “You lack confidence because you do not know the ways of courtship. Now pay attention.”
Lloyd watches with his heart in his throat as Javier kneels before him. His hair is mussed from sleep, his lip split and stained red from where Lloyd hit him last night. There’s one of many large bruises on his shoulder that shifts between yellow and purple depending on how the light hits his skin.
“If you want to impress an omega,” Javier says, watching him intently. “Then use your scent.”
His fingers trace along Lloyd’s wrist, feather-light as they grasp him. He lowers his head and rests his forehead against Lloyd’s knuckles.
“Bow to them, then take their hand gently...” he murmurs.
Lloyd stutters, watching as Javier takes his hand and presses it firmly to his chest, splaying his fingers and forcing his palm flush against Javier’s bare skin.
“Press their hand to your heart. Let them feel that you are nervous, how it races…” He slides Lloyd’s hand up his collarbone to rest on his scent gland. “Then scent them slowly.”
His sapphire eyes stare at Lloyd, unwavering in a way that leaves him mute. “Hold their gaze. Lean into their touch. Then before you release them…” He tilts his head and kisses softly at Lloyd’s inner wrist. “Kiss their hand and say you are enchanted by their presence.”
Lloyd snatches his hand back. He feels his face burning.
“That only works if you look hot and smell good,” Lloyd points out, glaring.
“Thank you.”
“That wasn’t a—! Shut up,” Lloyd stutters. “Don’t kick me while I’m down. I look like crap, I smell like crap--”
“You do not smell like crap,” Javier denies, chuckling. Lloyd wants to punch him in his smug chiselled face.
“Oh, but I look like crap,” Lloyd grumbles.
“Someone may find you charming—”
“Fuck you.”
Javier now laughs in earnest. Lloyd hates the way he can’t help but stare.
Then Javier leans forward, his nose hovering over Lloyd’s scent gland. Lloyd freezes as he breathes in deeply, soft air hitting Lloyd’s skin.
“Your smell has fortitude,” Javier murmurs. “Like the scent of soil as it crumbles, newly unearthed in an excavation. How clay bricks smoulder as they dry in the sun, and the first cut of tempered steel straight from the forge.”
He feels Javier’s lips brush against his scent gland, forcing a shuddering gasp out of his throat.
“And when you are in rut,” Javier whispers. “You smell like how the dry earth rushes alive with petrichor as it rains.”
Lloyd trembles, every one of Javier’s words tickling at his throat. He can’t escape Javier’s scent when they’re this close, how it rumbles like thunder as lighting gathers overhead.
“If you scented an omega while smelling like this…” Javier rasps against his ear. “You would have them on your knot by the end of the night.”
Javier pulls back, standing from the bed and leaving Lloyd blinking after him.
“So stop sulking.”
Lloyd’s tongue feels like lead in his mouth. He only watches silently as Javier gathers his things. Javier picks up his shirt from the ground, lost in their wrestling the night before. His muscles stretch taut as he pulls it over his head, fiddling with the ties of his collar as he moves to the door.
“If you bring your shovel next time, then I am bringing my sword,” Javier says. He sends Lloyd one last exasperated look, the edge of a smirk on his lips, before slipping out of his room.
Slowly, shakily, Lloyd collapses back to his bed, staring wide-eyed at the ceiling.
He’s so fucked.
~















Chapter 3: An Accidental Rut
    




Chapter Text

~
If there was one blessing that came with his conspicuous pheromones, it was that kidnapping Lloyd became a nigh impossible task.
Usually…
Lloyd shuffles, restless in his binds.
He was in a gloomy cell, bound by the hands and feet with thick rope. He’d been dropped in and the cell door locked tight without much ceremony. His captors left without sparing a glance to him, frantically whispering amongst themselves.
It seemed they needed to devise a new plan of action after their considerable losses during Lloyd’s capture. He’s quite sure Javier had beheaded their leader somewhere in the chaos, and they now seemed unsure of their next steps.
No one’s ever gotten this far before. Javier usually smelled them from a mile away and disarmed whoever it was before Lloyd even realised something was amiss.
It was common for unknown factions and mercenaries hired by mysterious employers to attempt to find and abduct him. Most weren’t aware of his powers, only hearing about his substantial empire of construction projects. They saw him as an easy target for ransom and extortion.
Javier Asrahan also wasn’t well-known yet in this world, having kept close to the Frontera family instead of leaving to establish a reputation like in the novel.
There were only rare occasions where Javier had to employ his full strength, and for many outside of Frontera, the whispers of a master swordsman were only gossip. Compared to the queen regent and the princess of Asfahan, it was unbelievable to think another master swordsman was dwelling as a personal guard for the humble lands of a mere baron.
The group had been quite large, trampling the construction site with horses and heavy armour. They’d come for Lloyd blatantly in broad daylight amongst his operations. He’d gotten quite a few with his shovel before being overwhelmed.
The only reason he’d been captured is because he ordered Javier to protect his workers and equipment with the utmost priority.
Their construction of the apartment was at a midway point, where any damage to the exposed skeleton could compromise its integrity and lead to a full condemnation. It would require extensive inspection and renovation to fix, if not tearing down and starting all over again. On top of the lawsuits, the insurance claims, should any of his employees get injured.
Lloyd shuddered at the thought of it. Not a scratch, he’d ordered.
It was an unrealistic request, one that Javier had carried out flawlessly. The knight had weaved and dashed, alternating between disarming opponents, deflecting projectiles from the building and rescuing citizens. Even with his workers helping, the swordsman had his hands full.
His scent had flared viciously as Lloyd was dragged away, something so sharp that it visibly made his attackers stumble in their tracks. Even Lloyd had the air punched out of him, like the wrath of the gods was cracking down on the earth.
Javier was seemingly not appeased by the proud thumbs-up Lloyd sent him.
Every time Javier looked over, his eyes frantic as Lloyd was pulled further and further away in the distance, Lloyd pointed back at the building with a reprimanding look. The money--! The construction costs--! He tried to signal with his eyes. Stay right there!
It would only be a matter of time before Javier found him, so Lloyd wasn’t too concerned.
Javier would track his scent easily. Lloyd wonders if he has enough time for a nap. He didn’t want to struggle and bother finding a comfortable position on the cold stone floor if he was going to be woken up before the hour ended.
He does end up napping. He’ll give Javier an earful later about his tardiness.
“Master Lloyd!”
Lloyd perks up, then quickly ducks his head as rubble explodes from a nearby wall.
Javier yanks the door off his cell with a hand. His expression is thunderous, his scent sweeping into the confined space, all static and electricity that makes Lloyd reel back as it hits his face.
Javier stalks over to him and breaks his binds away, pulling him to his feet. His hands grip Lloyd by the shoulders. He’s talking, his voice urgent, but Lloyd’s mind seems to blank as he watches Javier’s lips move.
Javier smelled mouth-watering. Lloyd could barely blink, feeling that rainstorm scent whirl around him.
Javier seems to notice he isn’t paying attention and snarls, shaking him in his grip. “This will not happen again. I am your knight. You will not order me away from your side.”
Rolling his eyes, Lloyd pats at Javier’s arms placatingly. “It all went according to plan, so don’t worry so much. Besides, do you have any idea how expensive it would have been if—”
“You are…” Javier seems to struggle, then shakes him again and lets out another frustrated growl. “You drive me mad. You should not prioritise drying concrete over your own safety—”
“It took two months to set up that rebar--!” Lloyd yells, incredulous, trying to shuffle out of Javier’s grip. “Seriously, you’re going to rip my arms off—”
Wait a minute…
“Are you in rut?” Lloyd chokes, taking in Javier’s wide pupils, the way a persistent growl rumbled in the base of Javier’s throat. He recognizes that entrancing quality of Javier’s scent now.
Javier lets out a laboured breath, glaring at him. “You should not have left my side.”
“How are you in rut?!” Lloyd shouts, gripping him back. “Did anyone else come? We have omegas working at the—”
“I know,” Javier grits out. “I have it under control.”
“Buddy, you don’t exactly look controlled right now—”
“Because you insist on testing my patience!” Javier snarls, fervent enough to make Lloyd flinch back.
Yup, alpha in rut. Lloyd holds out his hands in surrender, stilling in Javier’s grip.
Javier’s eyes run over him, before he signs and releases Lloyd. He turns around and stands in the far corner of the cell, pressing his hands to his face and letting out a slow breath.
Lloyd tries not to stare too long. He can feel heat pooling in his gut as Javier’s pheromones circle around his head, and he doesn’t want Javier to notice if his scent starts to flare with desire. Unlike during his ruts, he won’t have a good excuse as for why.
“We must leave,” Javier says. “I cannot be arguing with you.”
“You’re the one who—” Then wisely, Lloyd covers his mouth. “Sorry,” he whispers.
Javier turns and sends him a despairing look. “You are a dolt.”
Then Javier holds out a hand to him. Tentatively, Lloyd reaches out and shakes it.
Javier closes his eyes. “I am requesting for you to scent me.”
“Ah,” Lloyd realises, taking his hand again.
This is unfair, Lloyd thinks, his heart in his throat as he brings Javier’s wrist to his neck. He shivers as he braces Javier’s wrist against his collarbone. He feels laid bare with Javier’s sapphire eyes on him, piercing and vibrant as they stare down at his neck.
It’s a good thing there are no omegas around. If even Lloyd can barely resist Javier’s addictive scent, then they would surely fall to the ground with the beginnings of a heat. At the mere thought, he can feel the jealousy stinging in his chest. He rubs Javier’s wrist harder against his scent gland.
“There,” Lloyd says, releasing his hand.
“Again,” Javier responds, holding out his other arm.
Lloyd complies, trying not to feel too smug. There really was a rush of endorphins that came with scenting, something that filled his chest and left him exhilarated.
“I had to take a horse,” Javier mentions as they step into the evening, lit by an orange sun on the horizon. There’s a dark brown mare tied to a nearby tree. “Sir Ppodong and the others ran away from me when I tried to bring them.”
Lloyd nods, imagining the scent of an agitated alpha wasn’t the most pleasant for his summons. They even made themselves scarce the day before Lloyd’s ruts began.
The ride back to the Frontera manor passes quickly for him, pressed tightly against Javier’s back. He’s dangerously close to Javier’s scent gland. He can smell that rainstorm even through Javier’s thick uniform.
His parents and his summons are waiting when they return. As soon as the loud metal gate clangs open, he sees the front door open, how they run out into the dark to meet them as they dismount.
“Oh,” the baron remarks. Both him and the baroness freeze in their tracks, settling a few meters away. “Javier…”
Ah. Lloyd turns to him. “Thanks for getting me. You should, uh, go to your den?”
Javier nods, then turns and bows to the baron and baroness, not a hair out of place. “Please excuse me.”
“Tell me you didn’t fight,” the baroness whispers in his ear, her face creased with worry. The baron is still watching Javier retreat in the distance, fearful as if he were a wild animal dipping through the night.
“We didn’t, my lady,” Lloyd chuckles. He takes her wrist to scent her, and she sends him a watery smile.
“When we saw the state Javier was in earlier, we were worried he would bring you back in pieces,” the baron says, chuckling nervously. His nerves seem to calm as Lloyd takes his hand next, scenting him too.
Lloyd just nods.
Despite how long Javier has been at his side, everyone around them was constantly shocked by how well they got along. Which was a low standard, considering how often they were seen arguing and fighting. Apparently, the bar was set at not killing each other, and even his parents couldn’t hide their disbelief at times.
To be fair… Lloyd admits, sheepishly recalling their last rut. It really was a miracle at times that Javier didn’t kill him.
His summons crawl along his shoulders and into his pockets as he climbs the stairs, exhaustion finally seeping into his bone as he approaches his chambers.
“Did you guys miss me?” Lloyd asks with a smile, scratching Ppodong’s head with a finger.
Just as he reaches his room, they all freeze, their chattering noises falling quiet as they share furtive glances.
Lloyd watches them questioningly as he opens the door, then jumps when they flee from his body and scatter like mice, disappearing into the dark manor’s corridors.
When the smell hits him, he finally understands.
“What the hell are you doing here?” Lloyd asks, bewildered as he hastily shuts the door behind him.
Firmly sitting in his chair with his pillow clutched to his chest, Javier looks at him. “I am guarding you.”
“Javier--!” He hisses. “You’re in rut. You’re entitled to have time off. Go back to your den and—”
“My den is here,” Javier snarls. It would be threatening if it didn’t sound so petulant.
“It’s a chair,” Lloyd points out. “That’s not enough. You were the one that told me about how important it is to have your own space. Territory is a psychological need for an alpha, especially if you’re--”
“I sleep here every night. It is my den.”
“No, it’s my den. This is my room—” Then when Javier growls at him, he lets out a disbelieving scoff. “You, sir, are bratty during your ruts.”
Javier merely sends him a sullen look, stubbornly settling deeper into his chair. Lloyd frowns at him, pondering, as he goes to sit across from him on the edge of the bed.
“I… I thought ruts were in the summer time.”
“They are,” Javier answers, his tone accusing.
“Then…?” Lloyd gestures wildly at him.
Javier’s lips drop into a frown. “I was worried about you.”
It didn’t seem quite right to Lloyd. Lloyd has been in this world for a while now. They’ve been in danger plenty of times. “It’s never happened before…”
“Must you question everything?” Javier sighs. “I have grown attached to you. I consider you part of my pack now.”
“Oh…” Lloyd says. Then he feels the smile erupt on his face. “Aww, Javier, I knew you liked me deep down, you big softie--!”
Javier glares at him. “There is no need to be so smug.”
Lloyd just grins at him. There was a flush on Javier's cheeks, perhaps from embarrassment or simply the fever brought on by his rut.
“So,” Lloyd considers. “If anyone in my pack is endangered, I’ll go into a rut? That complicates things, what if—”
“No,” Javier responds. Then he seems to wince, before mumbling, “Not anyone.”
“Huh, what was that?” Lloyd asks loudly. He sends Javier an amused glance, ignoring the pained expression on his face. “What’s the criteria then? Maybe…”
He leans in, chuckling as Javier reels away from him. “Maybe it’s because I’m your best friend, no matter how much you pretend—”
“You are not my friend,” Javier replies, predictably.
“Huh,” Lloyd says. He extends his leg and uses his toe to prod at Javier’s foot. “Then give me back my house slippers.”
“You never used them.”
“I like them for décor.”
“Are the dirty socks you leave everywhere also for décor, my lord?”
“No, that’s a gift for you.”
“You are ridiculous,” Javier growls. “You are turning the room foul with your scent. Do not be so pleased with yourself.”
Lloyd smothers his smile. He definitely is stinking up the room. He can feel his contentment rolling off him, bright and uncontained. They’ve come a long way from how they used to be when Lloyd first came to this world.
“You’re my best friend too,” Lloyd says, because he doesn’t have the balls to say what he’s really thinking.
There… Barely noticeably in the air, Javier’s scent changes into something lighter. Javier’s throat rumbles quietly, something that reminds Lloyd of a lap cat.
This is what it smells like when Javier is happy, Lloyd realises, feeling his heart about to pop.
“… I am part of your pack?” Javier asks, his face still pressed into his pillow.
“Duh.”
Javier huffs, then he almost seems to pout. “Even so, you never scent me.”
Lloyd raises an eyebrow at him, not bothering to mask his surprise. He really is bratty during his ruts. “You never asked before.”
“You scent your parents daily without them asking… And sir Ppodong, and lady Bangul, sir Hamang--”
“Fine, you little baby bitch, I’ll start scenting you every day.”
“… Never mind, I do not want it anymore.”
Lloyd throws his head back and laughs. He could convince himself that Javier’s expression looks fond, but it’s probably wishful thinking.
~
The next morning, Lloyd enters a rut.
“Oh my god,” he says out loud.
Through the curtains, he hears Javier groan. “Indeed.”
He holds out for ten seconds before reaching between his legs.
“You cannot be serious,” Javier snaps at him. “I have been managing fine—”
‘Well, not everyone’s--! A master swordsman,” Lloyd struggles between his gasps. “I’m not going to torture myself just because you want to stay in the cuck chair.”
“I’m not moving, it’s my den—”
“Then shut up and let me jerk off!” Lloyd shouts.
He hears Javier let out a frustrated sound, shuffling restlessly behind the curtains. He can’t bring himself to be embarrassed.
Javier smelled divine. That scent was smothering Lloyd, sinking into his skin and leaving him aching between his legs. His throat was vibrating with his deep growls as he threw his head back, body twisting as he tore away at his clothes and pleasured himself.
His swollen scent glands were pumping out pheromones, his arousal heavy in the air. Hissing, Lloyd rubs neck against his pillow and bites down on the thick fabric. He sighs as it eases the ache in his gums.
When he comes, he tightly grabs the base of his knot and thinks of how Javier’s hand had felt. He collapses to the bed with a wrecked noise, shivering. He keeps a firm grip around his knot, feeling it pulse hot and heavy in his fingers.
Javier’s judgement is palpable through the curtains.
“You are disgusting--”
“This is your fault,” Lloyd throws back. “You just had to go into a rut and drag me down with you—”
“Do not blame me. Ruts are not contagious.”
“Then why are we in this predicament, oh wise one?”
“I… do not know. The scent of an alpha in rut can induce an omega’s heat. I’ve never heard of another alpha’s--”
Ah. “Never mind, it doesn’t matter,” Lloyd quickly dismisses, his heart pounding.
After lulling the knight to sleep, Lloyd had tossed and turned all night, rolling in Javier’s smell. It felt like his instincts had kicked into overdrive. Lloyd should have expected this to happen. He can only hope Javier’s brain is too fogged by rut to think any harder about it.
“You should go back to the heat house,” Javier says, his voice sullen.
“You should go to your room,” Lloyd says incredulously.
“Lloyd Frontera always went to the—”
“I’m not going,” Lloyd snarls, before blinking rapidly.
He doesn’t think he could leave the room if he tried. It was an unacceptable thought to be separated from Javier right now. His brain was being overtaken by Javier’s scent, drinking it in greedily. It was simultaneously the last thing keeping Lloyd grounded, yet driving him mad with desire all the same.
They’ve reached an impasse, it seems. They mutually ignore each other in glowering silence, until Lloyd feels himself getting hard again.
“For god’s sake, my lord--”
“I’m in rut,” he reminds, mustering as much exasperation as he can while stroking his length. “And you are not helping!”
“I will cull myself before the sun sets if I must endure this by the hour—”
“No one’s stopping you from—” Lloyd cuts himself off. From joining. He really was losing his inhibitions. “Go to your room.”
“I already said—”
“I know, this is your damn diddily den, I get it--!” Lloyd shouts. “I mean go to your room so that you can… you know--!”
He hears Javier choke. “I am a master swordsman. I have self-control—”
“Do not play coy right now, I have been shoved face-first into your come puddles,” Lloyd says. Then, he recalls the way they had wrestled against Javier’s soiled sheets last rut and shudders, squeezing his length tightly.
 “Look,” Lloyd says, licking his lips. “I’m losing my mind over here as it is. I know you have control but there’s no way it’s healthy for you to just… ignore it. You should go at least once and--”
“I did not ask for a lecture from an uncouth beast—”
“Holy shit,” Lloyd says, realising his irritation is managing to surpass his horniness. “You are a piece of work. Fuck me for trying to help—”
He feels Javier kick at the bed frame, causing it to jostle and ripping a growl from his throat. “This distasteful sight is the opposite of helpful—”
Lloyd rears up and glares at Javier through the curtains. “Don’t touch my den,” he grits out, seething.
Pointedly, Javier kicks the frame again.
Lloyd throws himself forward with a snarl. Javier meets him halfway with his teeth bared, then they’re tumbling to the floor, wrestling, growling, lunging at each other’s throats.
Javier manages to get a leveraging grip on him and throws him like a sack of potatoes. He feels himself collide with something hard, the furniture giving way and crumbling beneath him, before Javier is tackling him again.
They roll on the floor, grappling. Eventually, Lloyd pins Javier down and almost chomps him on the neck, only to be stopped by Javier’s thick shirt, which Lloyd tears and snaps at until the collar rips away. It releases Javier’s scent in heady waves, and Lloyd’s eyes lock in on his swollen scent glands, entranced, his gums aching as he prepares to lunge, before Javier flips them again.
“Shit,” Lloyd breathes, as Javier shoves him down again. The friction of Javier’s clothes as they struggle rubs against his bare groin, the contact becoming more and more torturous by the second.
Belatedly, Lloyd realises that picking a fight, butt-naked, with the master swordsman he’s secretly in love with, was not one of his smartest moments.
“Okay, time out--”
Javier ignores him, snarling, and continues to wrestle him to the floor, making Lloyd let out another helpless sound. Javier manages to pin his hands, bearing his weight down and remaining stable, even when Lloyd locks his legs around Javier’s hips and tries to topple them over.
It seems Javier’s lost all the fucks he had to give, unbothered by how Lloyd’s hard, leaking cock presses against him. Javier is hard too. Lloyd can feel how his length presses against Lloyd’s bare thigh through his trousers, and it makes Lloyd’s gut burn.
“You bastard,” Lloyd yells, thrashing. “I said time out—”
“Coward,” Javier snarls.
Lloyd rears up and tries to headbutt him. Javier leans away with a hiss and glares viciously, before jerking forward and headbutting Lloyd on the nose.
If there’s one good thing about the situation, the pain is enough to stop Lloyd from coming on the spot. He groans, wincing, dropping his head to the floor as he shuts his eyes tightly. He doesn’t think his nose is broken, but it still hurts.
Above him, Javier lets out a dark rumbling growl that makes him freeze.
Never bare your neck to an alpha in rut.
“Oh fuck,” Lloyd realises, tucking his chin down and struggling against Javier’s grip. Javier’s eyes are dilated wide, dark and beady like a shark’s, his teeth bared. Lloyd flinches as he lunges in.
He feels the barest, most tantalising graze of Javier’s teeth on his scent gland, before Javier abruptly twists and presses their necks together instead.
Lloyd’s mind goes blank. He lets out a scream, his back arching as he comes.
Javier’s scent envelopes him, that thunderstorm rumbling and shaking, crackling with the fury of lighting. He feels Javier panting against his hair, Javier rutting against him in rough thrusts, Javier’s hands gripping tightly to his wrists and pinning him down. Javier groans, deep and low against his ear, his hips jerking against Lloyd’s. The scent of his release fills Lloyd’s head and leaves it spinning.
Lloyd lets out a shaky breath as Javier’s weight drops onto him. He keeps his legs wrapped tight around Javier’s waist, digging his heels into Javier’s back and pulling him closer. He shivers at how it pins their knots against each other with the most perfect pressure.
He doesn’t know how long they stay locked together, but Lloyd can feel it when Javier’s entire body goes rigid as he reels back, his eyes wide and startled.
“Chill out,” Lloyd tells him, internally shitting himself with panic.
They’d just-- They’d rutted against each other, knotted together, scented each other like lovers, and it was the best orgasm Lloyd’s ever had in his life.
Javier scans over his face. “I almost bit you,” he states, his voice grave.
“It’s not a big deal,” Lloyd says, knowing it’s more reasonable than asking Javier to try again.
“You take these things too lightly,” he says, his tone scolding as he shakes his head.
Lloyd looks at him curiously, “… What’s a bond bite, Javier?”
With a sigh, Javier props himself up, watching Lloyd intently as he speaks. “Alphas in rut produce venom. It is why your teeth ache.”
Thoughtfully, Lloyd runs his tongue along his teeth, feeling his gums again. He never noticed the sharpness of his teeth before, or perhaps he was more sensitive in rut to the way they pricked like knives as he felt along them. Venom was something he hadn’t considered, but it made sense now. Javier’s bites would leave his skin swollen and tender for the next week afterwards.
“To claim an omega as your mate, you bite their scent gland. You must bite hard enough to break skin and scar, marking them as yours. The venom will damage their gland permanently. Others will be able to smell your claim on them.”
Javier’s hand reaches up and runs along his collarbone. His fingers hover over Lloyd’s scent gland, feather light.
“It used to be a barbaric means of subjugation,” Javier murmurs, his eyes dark. “Prisoners of war and slaves would be claimed. There is no greater humiliation for an alpha than to bear another’s bond bite.”
Then he begins to pull away. “We cannot risk it. I must go--”
“No,” Lloyd growls, latching onto Javier with his legs and arms in a death grip. Then he chuckles nervously. “Uh, give me a second…”
This was bad. If Javier tries to leave, Lloyd is definitely going to chase after him.
Something about the mere thought was exhilarating. To chase after Javier, watching the bare pale expanse of his neck as he flees, to corral him and catch him before pinning him down, to rut against Javier in the open for all to see, claiming him with a bite--
“I told you,” Javier says, his eyes burning through Lloyd. “Scenting causes a hormonal response. Your mind is not sound. You will not care where I am once it wears off.”
That would make sense to Lloyd, if he wasn’t head over heels smitten for Javier on a good day. Javier likely feels how Lloyd’s grip doesn’t ease an inch, letting out a huff of air as he relents, his body relaxing.
“You are a fool,” he mumbles. “You will regret this when your rut ends.”
“… What if I don’t?” Lloyd dares to ask.
He feels laid bare under Javier, feels a pit drop in his stomach at the knowing, almost sad way that Javier looks at him.
“It is not natural,” Javier says. “You will imprint on an omega one day, then you will understand. You will be captivated. Nothing else will matter to you.”
He lies back down against Lloyd’s shoulder, quiet. Lloyd’s heart pounds in his chest as he stares at the ceiling. Not natural.
They don’t speak again, only frotting against each other with heated growls as the rut takes over them once more.
~















Chapter 4: The Third Season
    




Chapter Text

~
Things are calm in the wake of their accidental rut.
They had tumbled and frotted against each other for the rest of the week, insatiable, pressing their knots together and spilling their release on each other’s skin. By the end of it, they were covered in bruises and bite marks that neither of them acknowledged.
In the aftermath, it was business as usual. They got along fine. The only change was that Javier now sulked if Lloyd forgot to scent him each morning.
Well… business as usual regarding him and Javier. The rest is still quite eventful.
They’ve finished construction on the Frontera sewage system, and Solitas seems to be taking well to his daily chores. The terrace farms are soon to produce their first harvest of the season having launched without a hitch. It seems Lloyd has diverted the next imminent catastrophe, for now. There’s plenty of work to be done in the mean time.
“Do omegas still mistake me for you?” Lloyd complains, tossing the letter to Javier. “You’d think they would know who they’re propositioning.”
Javier catches it, takes one sniff and wrinkles his nose. He silently tosses it into the fire, causing the fruity omega smell to dissolve into cinder and ash.
Everywhere they went, Javier’s scent would drift through the streets, entrancing nearby omegas like a spell. Some were brave and approached Javier directly with their handkerchief, lightly scented with their own pheromones in offering. Most would timidly hover around, waiting quietly for Javier to notice them, before inevitably retreating. Even so, their favours would arrive in the mail for the Frontera Estate soon enough.
The smug asshole in Lloyd always got some vindictive satisfaction from it, how Javier would toss away the letters, wrinkling his nose. His collar still smelled of Lloyd’s pheromones from being diligently scented each day.
“This one is from Viscount Lacona--”
“Burn it,” Lloyd responds, not sparing a glance.
Javier scoffs, but complies and tosses the into the fireplace with the rest of the discarded envelopes. Javier must be in a good mood today, because he began sorting Lloyd’s mail with only one sullen remark about how it wasn’t his job.
“This one is—” Javier freezes, his nose twitching.
Lloyd straightens up too. He would recognize that scent anywhere.
“A letter from the queen?” Lloyd asks curiously.
Javier glares at it, then chucks it into the fire.
“Wait--!” Lloyd snaps, dashing over and sliding to his knees at the fireplace. “I didn’t say you could throw it out!”
Then, when he only manages to recover scraps of blackened paper from the fire as it sizzles on his hands, he turns to Javier and glares.
“What if that was something important?” He hisses.
Javier stares back at him, not an ounce of regret, making Lloyd sigh and run a hand through his hair.
“Javier, she is not the kind of alpha that we should be pissing off--!”
“I am stronger than her,” Javier snarls, making Lloyd roll his eyes. Javier’s distaste for the queen regent was well-known by now.
At first, it had shocked him. Javier was usually so unruffled by other alphas. Lloyd was speechless when Javier had flared his pheromones with vengeance in the queen’s throne room, eyeing her straight on in a blatant challenge for dominance. His scent was so potent that it made Lloyd’s nose bleed, stumbling and coughing before he recovered and stared wide-eyed at Javier.
It was a miracle they weren’t beheaded on the spot, and Lloyd suspects the only reason they left alive is because the queen found them entertaining. For the duration of the Llojavi bridge construction, Lloyd almost questioned if Javier had been replaced by a doppelganger.
Suddenly, the alpha was posturing non-stop, following Lloyd around like a damn peacock with his shoulders set and one hand always on the hilt of his sword. He released his scent in such vicious waves of power that no one dared approach them, and Lloyd had to shout instructions to his workers from twenty meters away, gesturing madly as Javier loomed like a storm cloud behind him.
It was hot as hell, but also a huge pain in the ass.
“You may be stronger, but you’re not the ruler of the kingdom,” Lloyd reasons, ignoring the way Javier’s lip curls up with his growl. “She has influence over the continent. I don’t want to get on her bad side--”
“You won’t,” Javier scoffs, glaring at him. “She has taken an interest in you.”
Lloyd raises his arms helplessly. “Why are you acting like it’s my fault—”
“You draw too much attention to yourself.”
Lloyd huffs, returning back to the schematics at his desk. Usually their bickering ended when Javier got tired of him, but this was the one topic where he would die of old age before Javier gave him an inch of leeway. Thankfully, they weren’t in rut, or the arguments would likely end with them wrestling to the floor, snapping at each other’s throats.
His eyes trace over Javier’s high collar before he can help it, across the tendons that protrude in gentle curves under his skin.
“Ah—Just a heads up…” Lloyd remembers, rubbing the back of his head. “I’ll be gone for my seasonal rut coming up, so you don’t have to worry about…” He flushes. “You know.”
Javier turns and focuses on him, his gaze searching. “You do not have to patronize the heat house if you do not want to. Not on my behalf—”
“Hah? When have I ever inconvenienced myself for you?” Lloyd asks, ignoring the way Javier glares at him. “Besides, I’m not going to the heat house, at least not here.”
Javier tilts his head. “Then where?”
“I’m going to the capital. I leave next week, then I’ll probably be back—“
Abruptly, Javier stands up, making Lloyd startle as he crowds against the desk. “Why?” Javier snarls.
Because I need to be as far away from you as possible. Lloyd thinks, leaning away.
After their last rut, feeling Javier’s scent smothering him as they orgasmed together, he already knows he won’t be satisfied again without it. If Lloyd is in a fifty-mile radius of Frontera, he won’t be able to restrain himself. One whiff of those enchanting pheromones and he’ll be tearing apart the estate to hunt down Javier.
“Reasons,” he deflects.
“I will go with you, then,” Javier responds, making him groan.
“No, you’re staying.”
“I am your knight—”
“Not during our ruts. You get the week off.”
Lloyd schools his face into an oblivious expression, pointedly ignoring how Javier looms over him. “Wow,” he remarks, staring intently at his papers. “This is so interesting—”
Javier slams his fist down on the table. “You are not going.”
Lloyd lets out an incredulous laugh. “This for you too. Do you seriously want a repeat of last time?”
It’s the first time they’re acknowledging it out loud, how they spent their last rut writhing against each other, Javier’s smell taking over his senses until he could taste those pheromones in his throat.
Javier merely glares down at him. “When have you ever inconvenienced yourself for me?”
Lloyd stutters, then his brows furrow. “I’m going alone. I am ordering you to stay here—”
Javier’s hand darts out and grabs him by the collar, yanking him out of his chair. “Hey--!” Lloyd grunts, fighting against his grip. Javier drags him stumbling to his feet, shoving him into the middle of the room.
“Prepare yourself,” Javier says.
Lloyd stares at him, disbelieving as he watches Javier neatly remove his coat, folding it over the chair. Then he removes his sword’s sheath and sets it on the table.
“Are you challenging me? On this?” Lloyd demands.
“Yes. Etiquette dictates you must accept it and fight, or submit to my will.”
Groaning, Lloyd rolls up his sleeves and stretches his neck side to side. “What are the terms?”
“If I win, you stay. If you win, I will hunt down your carriage as you leave Frontera.”
Lloyd glares at him indignantly. “That’s dog shit—”
Javier charges at him, throwing them to the floor in a wrestle of limbs.
“You are unbelievable,” Lloyd grunts, struggling. He manages to land one solid punch on Javier’s cheek before being flipped over again. “Of all the fights we’ve had, this is the stupidest one—”
“I am your knight,” Javier snarls, shoving him down against the hard floor. “You cannot order me away from your side. If you leave for the capital, I will use any force necessary to drag you back. And if you dare to go see the queen—”
“When did I mention the queen--?!” Lloyd demands, shoving him away.
Undeterred, Javier crowds against him. His scent was petrifying, so acrid with its lighting that Lloyd could feel his sinuses burn. It wasn’t often that Javier postured like this, his scent flaring outward and displaying his true strength for all to see.
Lloyd lets out an aggravated yell, relenting. “Fuck, fine--! Whatever.”
Javier quickly pins his wrists, leaning in with a triumphant smirk. “I win.”
Lloyd barely resists head-butting him. “I’m only yielding because I can’t be assed to fight you right now.”
“And you like it when I pin you.”
Lloyd head-butts him.
They wrestle until it goes dark outside, Javier’s scent spinning around his head until he forgets what they were fighting for in the first place.
~
The night before their ruts start, Javier drops something into his lap, a contraption of black leather straps tangled atop itself.
It’s a collar, Lloyd realises, fiddling with it.
“You must wear this,” Javier says. “We cannot risk a bite. Do not take it off under any circumstances.”
It would be more simple to stay apart from each other, or at least try, rather than blatantly sharing the same room. Thankfully, Javier does not acknowledge this fact out loud either.
It was… Nice, to see Javier so clingy to him. Javier’s protectiveness always reared its head when his rut approached. It eased Lloyd’s harried instincts, which were also growing in their desire to have the knight close to him.
“It has mana…?” Lloyd asks, focusing his senses on it. He wasn’t particularly attuned to magic in this world, but even he could detect such an immense amount. The collar was embedded with high-class protective charms.
“Is this really necessary?” Lloyd mumbles, flushing. It looked very expensive.
Javier stares at him. “Yes.”
Lloyd tries not to shuffle. He can feel his pheromones plainly leaking his interest into the air.
It’s probably for the best, Lloyd admits as he strips off his shirt. He had terrible inhibitions during his rut when it came to Javier. He would absolutely be tackling the alpha to the ground as soon as his rut starts, and if Javier tried to bite him while they rutted against each other, Lloyd would easily let it happen, if not beg for it himself.
Lloyd flips over the collar with his hands, fumbles with the straps as he frowns down at it. He can feel his cheeks heating up as Javier watches him visibly struggle. When Javier finally lets out a chuckle, Lloyd glares and chucks the collar at his face.
Infuriatingly, Javier catches it with ease, not even flinching. “You are doing it wrong.”
“Then help me instead of being a chucklefuck,” Lloyd responds.
That makes Javier laugh more. Lloyd huffs, sitting up as Javier joins him on the bed.
“Lower your head.”
He complies, allowing Javier to slip the collar onto his neck. He watches with idle curiosity as Javier adjusts the height of one strap, then moves to his other shoulder for the second.
“Turn.”
Lloyd twists around, feeling Javier wrap the leather around his back.
Wait a minute…
Suddenly, Lloyd looks down at himself and feels steam pour out of his ears.
What kind of BDSM gear is this--?!
The collar was more of a harness. There were two straps across his shoulders, with the durable shoulder pads extending just over his collarbone on each side, securing his scent glands safely underneath. They were joined by a metal ring that rests cold on his throat, right at the beginning of his jugular notch.
The belt of the harness wraps around his torso, a thick leather strap just below his pecs. Lloyd chokes as Javier tightens it against his back, his fingers digging in and causing goosebumps to rise on Lloyd’s skin.
“There,” Javier murmurs. Lloyd flushes at how he blatantly stares down at Lloyd’s chest, the way his pecs get squished tightly together by the collar’s snug straps.
Hastily, he pulls his knees to his chest and hugs his arms around them tightly, covering as much of himself as he can. “Shut up, asshole.”
Javier’s eyes dart back to his face. “I did not say anything.”
“You were going to,” Lloyd mutters, rolling his eyes. “Go ahead and laugh. I know I look ridiculous.”
Javier’s mouth parts. Lloyd braces himself but Javier only swallows thickly, staring at him. Then abruptly, Javier crawls between his legs. “You do. It is hilarious.”
“H-Hey--!” Lloyd stutters, shivering as Javier begins to nibble along his neck.
His path gets interrupted by the collar, and he lets out a rumbling growl that makes Lloyd’s hips twitch. “Save it for tomorrow--!” Lloyd gasps, feeling his teeth scrape hard against the leather.
“We should test it before our ruts start,” Javier growls as he presses closer. “Safety first.”
Lloyd scoffs, shoving his head away. Javier’s lips pop off his throat, glossy and pink. Lloyd tries not to stare.
“Shouldn’t you have one too?” Lloyd points out. “What if I bite you?”
Javier smirks at him, something dangerous and almost sultry that makes Lloyd freeze.
“Go ahead and try,” he murmurs, his hips rolling against Lloyd’s in languid movements.
Then as Lloyd shudders, he leans in and whispers, “If you manage to do it, then you can keep me.”
Lloyd barely registers the words before he lunges, flipping them and tackling Javier down against the bed. He surges forward with his teeth bared but Javier blocks him with his forearm. Lloyd growls as his teeth latch around Javier’s wrist. He rears back and lunges again, throwing his weight onto Javier only to be blocked once again.
“You become foolish when in rut,” Javier says, his voice amused as he watches Lloyd’s face twisted with indignation, still chewing on Javier’s sleeve. “You throw yourself around like a rabid hound. Your movements are too predictable.”
Lloyd pulls back, releasing Javier’s arm. “I’m not in rut yet.”
He wraps his legs tight around Javier’s hips, grips Javier by the collar and falls backwards, using his weight to toss them to the floor together.
Lloyd gets the wind knocked out of him as they land, but Javier falls on top of him, his scent gland just close enough. Lloyd almost manages to latch his teeth before Javier recovers and pulls back, keeping Lloyd pinned to the ground as he scoffs.
“Too slow,” Javier says. Lloyd’s throat rumbles.
“I can’t wait…” He pants, grinning up at Javier. “To hear the sound you make when I get my teeth on your fucking throat.”
He throws them into another tumble. Without the fog of rut, it’s something more playful than their usual bouts, teasing. They grab at each other and press close, grinding their bodies together with slow movements. Javier traces his lips across the collar, his teeth catching on the edge and tugging as his throat rumbles.
Lloyd would describe it as foreplay, if not for how it quickly escalates to Javier slamming him back on the wall, pinning his hands and rutting against him, rough and hard in a way that makes Lloyd cry out louder every time.
When Lloyd comes, Javier snarls, lifts him, wrapping Lloyd’s legs around his hips and pressing their knots together tightly. Javier lunges forward and latches his teeth like a vice around the collar. His scent is beginning to have that addictive cut of ozone, something that fills Lloyd’s nose and causes his mind to blank.
He does like it when Javier pins him… He thinks blearily.
Lloyd is so distracted by the blinding pleasure, that it’s only later, as he lies in bed with Javier lulled to sleep soundly beside him, that he realises he missed his opportunity to bite Javier on the neck.
Lloyd stays up for a while afterwards, wondering if Javier would have let him.
~
From the moment their ruts start, Javier is all over him.
“I’m trying to eat—!” Lloyd complains, letting out a breathless laugh as Javier clings to his back and ruts against him.
“I said you had five minutes,” he rasps against Lloyd’s neck.
“It’s been five seconds—”
Javier lunges forward with his teeth and snatches the bread out of his hand. He throws it back like a crocodile and chews, before quickly swallowing.
“There. Breakfast is done.”
“You are a fucking asshole—”
Javier throws him to the bed, crawling over him and insistently shoving at his limbs as they start to wrestle again. Lloyd doesn’t last long before Javier manages to lock him in place, growling and snarling against his neck as their lengths slide against each other.
As they lie in the afterglow, their knots pressed tightly together and Javier’s hair tickling at his nose, Lloyd stares at the ceiling numbly.
“I haven’t slept in two days.”
“Then sleep,” Javier responds, before his teeth once again latch onto the collar, his throat rumbling as he thrusts their hips together. He can already feel Javier growing hard again, causing him to roll his eyes.
“Can I at least go take a shit before you start--”
“Hold it.”
Lloyd lets out a groan. “I’m going to die—”
“Don’t.”
Lloyd collapses to the bed with a pained, miserable moan as Javier starts frotting against him once more. Their fights had initially been more evenly matched, but the stamina of a master swordsman was something to fear. Lloyd inevitably fatigued within the first day, but Javier was insatiable. He’d even used his energize skill to revitalize himself, and somehow, Javier was still out-lasting him.
Javier chuckles, looking down at him with a smouldering gaze that leaves him dizzy. “Try to keep up, alpha.”
Then he grabs Lloyd by the hips and ruts against him, hard and fast until Lloyd’s vision goes black.
Lloyd doesn’t recall how long he’s out for, but when he comes to, he’s resting against Javier’s bare chest, which persistently vibrates with the sound of Javier’s pleased purrs. It sounds like the gentle rumble of thunder.
“Are you awake?”
Lloyd grunts hoarsely.
Javier hums, nuzzling against his hair. He’s been scenting Lloyd non-stop since their rut began, coating him like an oil slick with his stormy pheromones.
“Then eat.”
Lloyd feels something brush against his mouth, the aroma of fresh, buttered bread. He opens his mouth and allows Javier to feed him. It’s still hot. He must have slept for so long that the servants are already delivering lunch.
Javier feeds him by hand, small pieces at a time, and Lloyd hopes it isn’t too obvious how he relishes in the attention. Javier sits up and brings Lloyd with him, guiding a glass of water to his lips. Lloyd sips from it with a contented sigh.
“You have ten minutes to wash up and relieve yourself,” Javier offers graciously.
“Too late. I already shit the bed.”
“That is not funny—”
“You’re laughing,” Lloyd points out, smiling as he pokes at Javier’s cheek. Javier chuckles and rests his chin on Lloyd’s shoulder, staring at him with a soft, amused look that makes his throat close up. Abruptly, Lloyd stands from the bed, still feeling Javier’s eyes on him as he leaves for the ensuite.
Javier actually leaves him alone for those ten minutes, which is enough time for Lloyd to gather his thoughts. He uses a wash cloth to rub the sweat and dried release from his skin, his fingers tracing over the shape of Javier’s fingerprints, bruised in shades of purple and blue across his body.
He has to do it before he loses his confidence. When he returns to the bed, he sits beside Javier and meets his eyes straight-on. “Why are you acting like this?”
Javier blinks at him. “Like what?”
Like we’re lovers.
“During our last rut, you couldn’t even look at me,” Lloyd reminds, trying not to sound too bitter. “Why are you now acting so--? So candid? I thought it wasn’t natural.”
Javier watches him. “It is not natural,” he confirms. “It is only hormones.”
He feels his scent turn sour at the words. “Then why did you insist on spending our season together in the first place?”
“I am your knight--”
“That’s a load of horse shit—”
“—And one day, you will not need me anymore.”
Lloyd blinks at the words. Javier leans against him, his chin slotting again onto Lloyd’s shoulder like it was meant to fit there.
“Alphas can fornicate, but they will never be mates,” Javier says. “That is what people believe. There are still many that look down on bonded alpha pairs. In recent history, it was illegal entirely.”
Lloyd nods. It wasn’t far off from the modern world regarding homosexuality. With Javier's chest pressed against his back, he can feel the way Javier takes a deep breath, in and out.
“...You are not my first,” Javier tells him quietly. “It is not uncommon to tumble with other alphas during your rut, especially at a knight’s academy.”
It feels like he’s telling Lloyd a secret, something personal that he hasn’t shared with anyone else. Lloyd doesn’t know what to do with it—the vulnerable quality to Javier’s voice, the way his blue eyes search across Lloyd’s expression, the way his scent beckons Lloyd towards him like an embrace.
Lloyd wants to kiss him. Instead, he merely takes Javier’s hand and lightly tangles their fingers together.
“You say some people believe it’s unnatural…” Lloyd swallows. “But how do you feel about it?”
His heart pounds. He feels Javier hum against his shoulder thoughtfully.
“I could enjoy a warm body,” Javier muses. “But I did not understand why an alpha would choose another alpha as their mate for life.” The words would discourage Lloyd, if not for how Javier was now looking at him through lidded eyes, slowly crowding against him. “It is against every fibre of our being, our instincts to dominate, to claim and to rut.”

Then he pushes Lloyd backwards. Lloyd falls against the mattress, a soft huff escaping his throat as Javier crawls onto him. His scent envelopes Lloyd in a whirling storm that causes him to melt boneless against the sheets.
“Things are easy with an omega. They are soft. Your instincts will relish in how they submit to your power, how they sweeten the air with their desire.”
Then Javier thrusts their hips together, making him moan. “And when you mate with one…” Javier growls. “You will go mad with how they squeal and squeeze around your knot as you breed them.”
“Hahn--!” Lloyd shivers at the words, at how Javier presses close to him, his breath fanning over Lloyd’s lips. He’s close enough that Lloyd can see how his pupils dilate.
“But we are two alphas. All we can do is fight,” Javier whispers. “Fight and fuck and tear at each other’s throats.”
Lloyd lunges at him, then they’re tumbling across the bed, grappling, grinding against each other and moaning. Javier shoves him down and Lloyd grabs him, pulls him close, drags long bloody scratches down Javier’s back. He wraps his legs around Javier’s hips, his ankles locking tight.
Javier’s throat rumbles. He grips tight to Lloyd’s waist and sits up, dragging Lloyd into his lap. Their chests press flush together, their hard lengths sliding between them. Lloyd clings to his shoulders as he feels Javier rut against him, cries out as as Javier’s teeth scrape against his neck, a tantalizing drag that causes his scent glands to ache.
“You may knot as many omegas as you please. You may court those who catch your fancy. You will eventually fall in love with one and bond them.”
Javier grips him tight by the strap of the collar and pulls him in, his eyes burning and blue, something possessive in them that makes Lloyd shudder to his core.
“But until then, I am the only alpha who gets to touch you,” Javier growls. “And you will spend your ruts writhing in the sheets of our den.”
Lloyd pushes him down against the pillows. He traces his fingers down Javier’s bare chest, grinds his hips down hard in slow circles as Javier’s pleased moan echoes through his ears, his blood rushing.
“And if you go to another alpha—” Javier snarls, his hands running down to Lloyd’s hips and squeezing. “I will hunt you down and subjugate you.”
“The fuck does that mean--?” Lloyd asks breathlessly, grinning down at him.
Javier thrusts their hips together. “It means to force you on my knot until you scream.”
Lloyd’s eyes go wide. Javier’s thick length slides between his cleft, pushing against his entrance in a way that makes him gasp every time Javier grinds up against him. It won’t work. It’s too dry—but if Javier got him wet, used lube, his spit, anything, he could slip right in and--
“Oh fuck,” Lloyd whispers, dizzy with the thought of Javier’s knot slipping inside him, of how it would stretch him open as Javier fucked him full.
Javier flips them. One of his hands slides up Lloyd’s thigh and lifts, tucking Lloyd’s leg over his shoulder. The other runs down Lloyd’s chest and grabs at his aching length, stroking it roughly and making Lloyd let out helpless sounds.
He can’t look away from Javier, how perfect he looks slotted between Lloyd’s legs, the way he nibbles along Lloyd’s ankle and groans deep in his throat. His abs clench every time he rolls his hips, grinding his hard length against Lloyd’s entrance, teasing it.
They’ve never done penetration before. In the heat of his ruts, Lloyd’s fantasized about it more than enough, but it was a fantasy. He gulps, staring at the veins protruding along Javier’s cock, the way the head leaks with early release as it slides smoothly on his skin, how it swells large at the base with the beginnings of Javier’s knot. It looked bigger than it did in his mind, more intimidating.
Javier thrusts at just the right angle, stretching his entrance and making Lloyd’s eyes fly open wide. “Javier--!”
Javier lets out a raspy moan. “Call me alpha.”
Lloyd stutters. “Fuck no!”
Then his entire body winds tight, his back arching as he shudders, feeling the head of Javier’s cock catch on his rim.
“W-Would it even work?” Lloyd asks him nervously, feeling his face burn at how his voice comes out like a whine.
“I do not know. I have never tried.”
Lloyd glares as darkly as he can muster, still shivering. “Then fucking pull out, it-it’s not gonna fit-!”
Javier purrs at him. “I could make it fit.”
“That is not what I want to hear right now--! Fuck, you asshole, hahn--!”
Javier leans in, laughing breathlessly. “You are too fun to tease.”
Lloyd snarls at him, but it only seems to further embolden Javier. He grins down at Lloyd and increases his speed until his thrusts makes obscene noises, wet and slick in a way that causes Lloyd’s eyes to water. He can’t stop his hips from twitching, his leg hooking tight around Javier’s shoulder and pulling, matching Javier’s rhythm as he moans softly. His knot was starting to swell up in Javier’s fist.
This was reckless. He could feel Javier losing his restraint, his grip tightening until it seared into Lloyd’s skin like a brand, his growls and groans turning coarse like gravel that scratched Lloyd’s brain in all the right places. He could feel Javier’s teeth latching into the soft skin along his calf, sinking in, prickles of pain that caused small droplets of blood to bead up and drip down his leg.
He feels it when the head of Javier’s cock, slippery with how it leaks, finally pushes inside him.
“Javier--!” Lloyd throws his head back in a silent scream, fumbling to grab at his own knot as he comes, digging and catching on Javier’s wrist as his release shoots across his own chest. Above him, Javier lets out a wrecked, hoarse groan. Javier’s scent becomes overwhelming, dominating, smothering Lloyd in a crackling thunderstorm that blots out his vision as he writhes, twisting and trembling in Javier’s tight grip.
When the shocks of his orgasm finish running through him, Lloyd lets out a shaky moan and opens his eyes. He looks at Javier and his breath catches.
Javier has his forehead pressed tightly against Lloyd’s shin, his eyes shut tightly as if in agony. His hair is slicked to his forehead with sweat, his jaw clenched. He feels Javier’s hips tremble, his entire body taut and frozen in its place. Inside of him, Javier’s cock twitches, making him moan.
“Fuck…” Lloyd whispers, shivering. “You’re big—“
Javier’s hand slams over his mouth. “Don’t speak—” Javier lets out a ragged breath, shuddering. “I will not be able to hold back.”
Lloyd shouldn’t. If there are any brain cells left in his head, he really shouldn’t--
He shakes out of Javier’s hold and smirks up at him. “Bet you can’t make me scream, alpha.”
He gets one chance to take in Javier’s expression, the way he leers with a dark, lethal glint in his eyes, before Javier lunges forward and latches his teeth onto his neck, just above the collar.
Lloyd screams, his back arching, barely able to muster annoyance at Javier’s smug chuckle, barely having enough time to breathe as Javier fucks into him, hard and fast, ripping the air from his lungs in punched-out noises as Javier stretches him wide, wide enough that it hurts, lancing into Lloyd’s gut and making his eyes tear up.
He can’t tell if he’s moaning because of pain or pleasure but he can feel himself getting hard again, his knot twitching against his stomach. He’s already close to coming. It must be the rut hormones, or maybe it’s how Javier’s pheromones capture him in a whirlwind, his mana crackling outward and searing into Lloyd’s skin.
“Too easy,” Javier growls, panting.
“Fuck off,” Lloyd replies, cursing at how his voice comes out high-pitched and helpless.
He fists a hand into Javier’s hair and tugs as hard as he can, punishingly, but Javier only groans and leans into it, his hips jerking. He can feel Javier’s knot starting to form, how it rubs against him, hot and pulsing, pressing so deep inside him that he swears he can feel it in his throat.
“I can’t— It’s too—” Lloyd chokes, stuttering. He can’t remember what he was going to say. The painful stretch of Javier’s length was becoming unbearable even among the fog of his rut. He thinks he will actually die if Javier knots him.
Just when Javier’s knot catches on his rim, Lloyd clenching around it and worrying he will split in half, Javier abruptly pulls out with a deep groan.
Lloyd whimpers at the sudden emptiness, his groin clenching around nothing as he watches Javier take both their cocks in his fist, rapidly working his hand over them and making Lloyd cry out. Javier’s hips jerk once, twice, before he lets out a shuddering breath as they knot against each other, their release spilling over Lloyd’s skin together.
Javier collapses onto him, their bodies shuddering against each other.
“I win,” Javier mumbles.
“It’s a draw,” Lloyd responds.
Javier snorts. Lloyd would punch him, but his entire body feels boneless and limp. He almost falls asleep, but then he feels the bed shift as Javier lifts himself up, pulling away.
Lloyd almost calls for him, but then he hears the faint sound of water lapping gently in a bowl. Javier returns with a damp wash cloth and begins to clean Lloyd’s chest. Lloyd sighs with contentment as Javier wipes in firm strokes along his skin, gently at his soft length, before dipping lower.
Lloyd grimaces at the friction, adjusting his body to sit up. In the post-nut clarity, he realises they definitely over-did it. He’s going to need time to heal before he can handle that again. They’ll need to remember to use lubricant and properly stretch next time.
His eyes widen as Javier’s pulls back with the wash cloth, now tinged red with blood.
“You have torn,” Javier murmurs, still staring between Lloyd’s legs as if entranced.
Lloyd scoffs at him incredulously. “Thanks for your concern, asshole.”
Javier chuckles, unabashed. He leans forward and starts pressing kisses against Lloyd’s inner thigh, the crook where his leg meets his groin, on his soft length and up his chest. He works his way upward until finally, his lips trace along Lloyd’s jaw line.
“Are you okay?” Javier asks.
Rolling his eyes, he answers, “Yeah.”
“See? I do not have to worry,” Javier says, staring at him with guileless eyes. “You are strong.”
Lloyd chuckles darkly. “When it’s my turn, I’m going to fucking kill you.”
He was trying to be romantic, but it sounds more fucked up when he says it out loud. Lloyd almost takes it back, but then Javier smiles at him softly.
“Very well,” he agrees, his voice amused, and Lloyd remembers he fell in love with Javier because he’s the only human alive who is somehow endeared when Lloyd acts batshit insane.
“Also, rules go both ways,” Lloyd reminds him.
When Javier only tilts his head at him, questioning, Lloyd grabs him by the hair and yanks, grinning at him. “Don’t you dare let another alpha touch you like this.”
Then he pulls Javier close and slots their lips together. He feels Javier gasp against him, feels his throat rumble with a growl as he leans in and deepens the kiss, his tongue sliding against Lloyd’s, his warm hands wrapping tight to Lloyd’s waist and squeezing.
“You’re mine,” Lloyd breathes against his lips. “Until you get an omega, you’re fucking mine.”
Javier groans, low and pleased. They begin to rut against each other, their bodies sliding together, their lips staying locked together as they kiss sloppily and moan softly into each other’s mouths, so close that Lloyd can’t tell what sounds are his own anymore.
After their ruts end, they keep fucking every chance they get.
~















Chapter 5: An Alpha Ready for Courting
    




Chapter Text

~
The best part about sex outside their ruts was that they didn’t have to use the collar.
So damn good… Lloyd thinks blearily, gasping, feeling Javier adjust the angle of their hips and slide inside him even deeper. His teeth are firmly latched into Lloyd’s shoulder, his canines digging in with a searing burn that makes Lloyd’s brain melt.
If it already felt this good, he thinks he would come on the spot if Javier bit him while in rut. He wonders what Javier’s venom would feel like as it seeped into his scent gland, if it would ruin him forever. He presses his neck to Javier’s and allows that thunderstorm to smother him.
“You’re wet like an omega,” Javier grunts.
Lloyd stutters, thumping his fist against Javier’s back. “Shut up, i-it’s the lube.”
He can feel it when Javier starts to get close, his hips losing their rhythm, the way he lets out tortured sounds as his knot starts to catch on Lloyd’s rim.
Before he can move back, Lloyd wraps his legs around him tightly, pulling him closer. “Don’t pull out…”
Javier groans against his neck. “I will knot you if I don’t.”
“Then knot me.”
Javier shudders, letting out a pained sound as his face drops to Lloyd’s shoulder.
“If I knot you, then I will never let you go.”
That’s why I want you to, Lloyd thinks.
It always made his gut burn when they did this, toeing the line as they approached their climaxes. It was an addictive game of chicken, Lloyd clenching tight as Javier fucked him hard and deep, his knot teasing at Lloyd’s rim with the sinful promise of stretching him wide.
Even during their last rut, Javier still managed to stay disciplined, always withdrawing to knot against Lloyd’s stomach instead, letting out an agonised sound like he was being stabbed through the chest, his fingers gripping tight to Lloyd’s skin.
Lloyd cries out when Javier pulls out of him, feels Javier’s release and lube spill out of his fucked-out hole as their knots press together, their hips grinding flush as they orgasm, before Javier collapses on to him with a shout.
He brushes the hair out of his own face. “Coward,” Lloyd breathes out, grinning as he pants.
“If you do not want to be compared to an omega…” Javier grunts, his eyes loosely shut. “Stop begging for my knot.”
“Hm… I’m better than an omega,” Lloyd tells him, smirking.
Javier’s throat rumbles. “I know.”
Then he nuzzles into Lloyd’s neck, causing him to shiver. His breath tickles at Lloyd’s scent gland pleasantly.
“You are tighter than one,” Javier growls, rocking against him. “And I can be as rough with you as I please.”
Lloyd moans, then winces. His length was still sensitive. He didn’t recover as fast as he did during his ruts. He shoves at Javier’s shoulders. “Come on, let me go--!”
Mercifully, Javier releases him. He brings a wash cloth for Lloyd to clean himself with, lingering nearby and kissing along Lloyd’s shoulder as they dress.
“You have been slacking on your work,” he murmurs into Lloyd’s ear.
Lloyd leans back against him with a hum, allowing Javier’s arms to wrap around him, his fingers reaching down to do up the buttons of Lloyd’s trousers. He feels Javier’s lips press against his cheek.
“Someone’s been distracting me,” he whispers, smiling.
He reluctantly slips out of Javier’s embrace and moves to his desk, dropping down into his chair. Then he takes in the sight before him and groans.
“There’s no way,” Lloyd says, feeling dread wash over him as he looks over the immense stacks of documents. “Have we been having sex that much?”
Javier hums and leans against the edge of the desk, close enough that his thigh brushes against Lloyd’s wrist.
“Not all of it is yours,” he assures, plucking a sheet of paper from one of the piles. “Sir Bayern has been assisting me with some affairs.”
Lloyd frowns, curious. “Affairs?”
He snatches the paper out of Javier’s hands, ignoring the way Javier scoffs at him as his eyes read over it.
It’s a title deed for land in Asfahan. It already has Javier’s clean signature in black ink, and beside it, there’s the stamped wax emblem of the Asfahan crown. Lloyd chokes when he sees the acreage, then wheezes at the corresponding price.
“What is this?” Lloyd asks, turning to him.
“Asfahan is known for its trade. Merchants travel over the barren deserts for many miles to transport their wares. The shifting sands make it difficult to establish a road, thus journeys are slow and supplies are sparse.”
Javier rifles into the stack again, pulling out another page. “My building permits have been approved. I will be establishing outposts. It should be a steady stream of income once my contractors finish construction.”
Lloyd gapes at him. “Since when was that the plan?”
Javier smiles, something smug that makes Lloyd’s breath catch. “Since I made it so.”
Lloyd snatches another handful from the pile, searching over the pages with wide eyes. Receipts for investments in bonds and equity. Accounts with merchant guilds of various states. A permit for trade routes along Cremo’s coast in addition to a fleet of twelve cargo ships. All of it was in Javier’s name.
“Javier…” Lloyd whispers with disbelief. “Are you… making money?”
He thinks he hears angels singing. He might be drooling.
“You still have work to do.”
“One more time,” Lloyd growls against his lips, frantically pulling at Javier’s shirt. He can’t manage to get the ties off fast enough, so instead, he starts climbing Javier like a tree. “You can take me from behind.”
Javier doesn’t need more convincing after that. He becomes mildly rabid whenever Lloyd lets him do it doggy-style.
Later, as he lies against Javier’s chest and enjoys the sensation of Javier’s fingers scraping lightly through his hair, he finally asks his question.
“Since when did you get into this stuff?” He shuffles to meet Javier’s eyes. “Investments and real estate?”
“Not recently,” he responds vaguely. Then at Lloyd’s glare, he chuckles and adds, “It is becoming of an alpha to hold financial assets. It is an essential part of negotiations when courting someone of high status.”
Lloyd pulls back, frowning. He doesn’t appreciate the reminder that Javier will court an omega one day. “Is this why you asked for a raise? You don’t have to bother, you know. You’re hot as shit. You could spit in their faces and omegas would stick their tongues out to catch it.”
It makes Javier smile, which makes Lloyd stutter. It was meant to be an insult.
“Courting etiquette is more strict among nobility. Bonded pairs involve the joining of estates and the shifting of alliances. A suitor should bring more wealth to the table than the one they are courting. Anything less is in poor taste.”
Javier’s eyes drift away from him, something wistful in his expression.
“I am an orphan from a serving class family, with no inheritance to my name,” he murmurs. “I need to build my own estate such that I am not empty-handed. It is unlikely I will need it one day, but… I hope I will, if fate shines upon me.”
Then he smiles softly. It’s so dazzling that Lloyd wants to vomit.
“Hey,” he snaps, cuffing Javier over the head. “Stop the melodramatics. You’re not empty-handed. You’re a damn grandmaster swordsman and part of the Frontera Estate.”
Then Lloyd steels his breath. “Besides,” he mumbles, looking away. “An omega shouldn’t be after you for that shallow shit. They should like you because of who you are.”
Javier sends him an unimpressed look. “That is rich, coming from you--”
“Hey--!” Lloyd snaps, jabbing him in the chest. “I like money, sue me! But—! You’re different, so you should have someone who genuinely cares about you...”
He fidgets, then shoves his head back into Javier’s shoulder and closes his eyes. He hates when they talk about sappy shit like this.
“It is not the only reason,” Javier clarifies. “One day… I wish to spoil my mate. I would spoil them rotten, such that they can live a life of luxury and never need to lift a finger.”
Lloyd feels his chest rumble with his growing jealousy. He hopes it passes off as a purr.
“Well,” Lloyd responds. “While you’re at it, if you find any rich omegas who are functionally blind, send them my way.”
He feels Javier huff against his hair. “I will keep an eye out. How rich do you need?”
Lloyd hums thoughtfully. “In the ballpark of ten million gold coins, at least.”
He sighs dreamily at the thought. He could retire and live a life of opulence forever with that kind of wealth.
“Would you not consider less?”
“No.”
“What if they like you?”
“I like money.”
“What if they are useful to you--”
“Money is useful.”
“What if they were attractive?”
“Looks are fleeting, diamonds are forever,” Lloyd recites.
He recalls seeing that phrase constantly at jewellery stores in his past life. Maybe not the first half. The message held true regardless.
“What if--”
“Money,” he interrupts, humming as he closes his eyes.
“You are the most greedy man alive,” Javier says, his tone sullen. “It would take generations to amass that kind of wealth.”
“That’s why you marry a rich bitch who already has.”
He shuffles closer and sighs, breathing in against Javier’s scent gland. With that rain storm falling over him and Javier’s hands tracing gently along his back, it’s not long before he drifts to sleep.
~
“There’s a wait list of eight months for Ondol installation. We have steady work lined up, enough to justify expanding our work force. There will be tables set up in other settlements for hiring.”
“That’s great,” Lloyd comments idly, swirling his coffee mug and watching the steam float up.
“The farms have also grown in nicely,” Marbella adds. “We’re expecting a plentiful harvest this season. The progress has astounded our neighbouring estates.”
Lloyd hums.
These tea times with the count and countess were pleasant. It was domestic, something that Lloyd didn’t quite feel he deserved, but something that alleviated his mind all the same. The calming scents of his parents covered him lightly, the count’s gentle pheromones like morning-brewed coffee against the countess’ soft fragrance like her garden. Their scents always mixed together, difficult to distinguish, and Lloyd never gave it much thought. Now, he realises it must be because they were a bonded pair.
“Progress is good,” Arcos says. “We, um.. We have always upheld tradition in this house, but change should be embraced. We embrace change.”
It’s an odd comment, but Lloyd just nods.
“You have changed, too,” he continues. He’s so palpably nervous that even Lloyd can sense it in the air. “And, son, we want you to know…”
They trade glances and nod to each other. “We want you to know that we love you, we support you, and... we’re very proud of the young alpha you’ve become.”
“Thanks,” Lloyd responds.
They share another glance. It doesn’t seem to satisfy them, but Lloyd’s always been bad at accepting their affections.
It reminded him too often about what he’d lost as Suho Kim. His mother’s gentle way of speech and the way his father would clap a firm hand on his shoulder, laughing heartily. He knew he shouldn’t cling to the past, but it caused him to hold the count and countess at arm’s length sometimes.
“You and Javier seem close lately,” Marbella says suddenly.
Lloyd spits out his coffee. Posted at the entrance to the tea room, he sees Javier startle.
“Hah, what?” Lloyd asks, coughing. “Hah--! Why, no way--! Why would you think that?”
The count and countess exchange an awkward glance that makes Lloyd’s blood run cold.
He forces out a nervous chuckle and pulls at the collar of his shirt. It still reeked of Javier’s pheromones. They had replaced their daily scentings with hot, steamy morning sex that Lloyd enjoyed far too much to ever question.
Do they know? Lloyd tries to ask Javier, signalling with his eyes as subtly as he can manage while peering around the count’s head.
Javier sends him a resigned look.
Of course they know, Lloyd realises, wincing. The whole estate probably knows. Ever since their rut last summer, they’ve been going around attached at the hip and drenched in each other’s scent. No one has said a word, at least not directly to his face.
“Should we be announcing a… bonded pair soon?”
He hears Javier choke.
“No, no, it’s not like that--!” Lloyd stutters, shaking his head back and forth. “We’ve just been, uh... hanging out?” Lloyd attempts.
By the pained way Javier shuts his eyes, it wasn’t very convincing.
“Uh—” Arcos coughs, then clears his throat. “Listen, son, I know you’re young, and hormones are, well-- But anyway, there are some things in your lifetime that an alpha should do properly—”
“Just give him the coat,” Marbella whispers.
“The coat!” He repeats loudly, abruptly standing. Jerkily, he moves over to a table and unwraps something, holding it out.
It’s a beautiful wool coat, a deep maroon colour with an impressive cut, wide-set shoulders and a long tail that sweeps to the floor. It has gold embroidery and embellishments everywhere Lloyd looks, double-breasted buttoning and epaulets over the shoulder.
“Your grandfather’s coat, the Frontera family coat. We’re sorry you had to wait so long for it, but… We can see you’re ready now.”
Arcos motions him over. Lloyd stands and complies, allowing him to drop the heavy coat into his arms. Lloyd holds it out to admire it again.
“It’s a bit traditional but it’s a handsome piece. I wore it myself when courting your mother.” Then the count’s eyes slide over to the countess, and they share a smile. “You will have to get a suit to match. There are many tailors who specialise in courtship attire--”
Lloyd blinks. “I’m not courting anyone.”
There’s a palpable silence.
He turns and sends Javier a victorious smirk before he can help it. If he never courts an omega and dies alone, then Javier will have to spend every rut with him forever. Javier better find an omega soon, or Lloyd’s taking him to the grave.
Javier stares back at him with the look, the one he always gets when Lloyd is being immensely stupid. His parents stare at him with similar expressions, making his skin prickle. He didn’t want to court some random omega, so what? Lots of people in Seoul were single into their thirties--!
Before he can defend himself, it seems his parents mutually decide to drop it and switch to Javier instead.
“Javier—!” Marbella calls, turning in her seat. “Javier, can you come here please?”
Javier startles in his place, his eyes darting to Lloyd then back to her face.
From behind her shoulder, Lloyd points and silently laughs at him, wheezing, barely resisting the urge to throw his head back and let out a triumphant cackle. The smug bastard was in the hot seat now.
He watches Javier step forward, hesitantly as the countess stands from the table. She reaches out to meet him halfway, taking his hands. Javier shrinks back for a moment, his eyes wide as Marbella leans in and Arcos comes over to join them.
“Javier…” She begins, as they both watch him intently.
Oh shit, Lloyd realises, taking in the naked vulnerability in Javier’s expression. His stormy scent sparks in the air, something harried and turbulent. Now, Lloyd kind of feels like an asshole. Hastily, he switches gears and sends Javier two encouraging thumbs-ups, grinning sheepishly.
“We took you in as a child. I see you like a second son,” she says, staring at him earnestly. “It has been such a privilege to watch you grow. Thank you for staying by Lloyd’s side.”
Arcos nods beside her, smiling as well as he places his hands on the countess’ shoulders. “You have become a fine young alpha. There is no one else we would trust more with our son.”
Then, they both pull Javier into a hug. Their scents have lightened into something joyful, like a pleasant afternoon tea in an English garden. Javier’s scent eases too, smoothing into soft rainfall as he slowly returns their hugs, wrapping his arms around their backs.
Lloyd watches them, unimpressed. Not only was he two steps behind everyone, but it felt like Javier was winning.
“Javier, you are already part of our family,” Marbella says, pulling back. “But, if you would like a chance to experience the traditional way, then we can always arrange a formal meeting.”
Lloyd blinks at the words. Javier meets his eyes, staring at him for a moment with an unreadable expression, then abruptly ducks his head. Lloyd’s brows furrow at the gesture, the flush rising on Javier’s high cheekbones which he could only describe as bashful.
“Thank you, countess. I… I will need more time. I am still preparing an adequate dowry.”
“Oh!” She says, her hands flying to her mouth. She sounds delighted.
Regretfully, he has to give Javier credit, because that single cryptic comment seems to appease both his parents in an instant. They move onto other topics for the rest of their luncheon. Javier and him leave shortly after, the red coat folded over Lloyd’s arms.
“How do I look?” Lloyd asks him later.
They’ve returned to his chambers, and Lloyd idly spins himself as he watches his reflection in the mirror. The coat fits him nicely. It makes him look more intimidating, accentuating his height and the broadness of his shoulders.
“… Not bad,” Javier answers, his eyes still blatantly running over him.
Lloyd smirks, walking over to him. “Just not bad?”
He takes Javier’s hands and guides them to his hips, sighing as Javier digs his fingers in and squeezes.
“Acceptable, even,” Javier murmurs, and Lloyd gets away with one kiss before he pulls away. “But it is missing something.”
Lloyd watches curiously as he pulls off his cravat. Javier folds it neatly, before reaching out and tucking the crisp white fabric into the breast pocket of the coat.
Lloyd turns to look at his reflection. The make-shift pocket square gives his attire a more formal impression. The white pairs nicely, almost luminous against the coat’s dark red, and that summer storm scent teases his nose, still fresh off Javier’s neck. He feels Javier’s arms wrap around him from behind.
“There,” Javier whispers, watching him in the mirror. “Now, you look like an alpha ready for courting.”
He tucks his chin over Lloyd’s shoulder and idly sways them back and forth. Lloyd hums, leaning against him.
“Shouldn’t you be freaking out?” Lloyd asks him.
“Hm?”
“Everyone knows we’re fucking. Isn’t that, like, bad?”
Javier huffs, sounding amused, which makes Lloyd turn his head to frown at him.
“It is a bit late to be asking that,” he responds. “We have been bed mates for a while now. If they did not already know, I am sure they did after the ordeal with the undead dragon.”
He had a point, which Lloyd refuses to acknowledge.
The best part about defeating the zombie dragon was the insane, mind-blowing week of sex that he and Javier had afterwards.
They both entered a rut during the battle. Lloyd hadn’t realised it initially with the adrenaline still pumping through his veins, until he was clinging to Javier’s shirtless skin and ravishing him before the body even dropped.
It’s a good thing that Javier’s grandmaster ascension provided wings, because if he hadn’t picked Lloyd up and flown them back to Frontera after all was said and done, they probably would have fucked in the dirt at the queen’s feet—something Javier had seemed very keen on, if not for Lloyd dragging him away. They couldn’t keep their hands off each other, crashing through one of the manor’s windows and stumbling back to their den half-naked. It was likely a rude awakening for the servants.
“Still… I thought it was a taboo or something, the way you talked about it.”
Javier hums, something thoughtful. “Frontera has changed, as you have changed,” he says. “Our estate is now full of diverse beings. Orcs, elves, dragons… Everyone has embraced our differences and achieved harmony.”
Then he tangles their fingers together. “I should have known from the beginning… There was nothing to worry about. Not here.”
“... That’s good,” Lloyd responds, squeezing his hands.
It’s hard not to smile with Javier’s scent drifting through the air, something light and full of contentment like a spring drizzle. He was happy, and Lloyd couldn’t stop himself from nuzzling against his neck as he spoke. “Regardless, it is… nice, to have your parents express their support, as well as the rest of the estate.”
“So you’re done killing the mood with all that unnatural talk?” Lloyd asks. He was still salty about that.
Javier chuckles, kissing him gently, something that makes his shoulders ease.
“With you,” Javier whispers. “It feels as natural as breathing.”
Lloyd pulls him close and kisses him again, deeper this time. He feels Javier moan against him, feels Javier’s hands work at the buttons of the coat before slipping it off his shoulders. It falls to the ground with a soft thump, catching around his ankles as they blindly stumble to the bed, stripping each other.
Lloyd pushes Javier down onto the mattress, crawls over him and sighs, pleased, as their bodies drag against each other. Goadingly, he pins Javier’s wrists and shoves him down, ducks his head into Javier’s neck and nibbles along his collarbone.
He waits for Javier to flip them, to roll Lloyd over and pin him down, taking over as usual. Instead, Javier plucks the bottle of lubricant from the table and places it in his hands. He sinks back into the sheets, looking up at Lloyd with a smouldering gaze.
Lloyd curls his fingers around the bottle, feeling his heart pound.
“Are you sure?” Lloyd asks tentatively, as Javier’s arms wrap around him and draw him close.
They’ve never done this before, because Lloyd has never managed to pin him.
“There is no need to hold back,” Javier murmurs against his lips.
Lloyd holds back anyway. He holds back with all his willpower even as Javier’s heat drives him mad. He needs to, because he feels the words bubbling up in his throat, feels them about to escape his lips as he breathes in against Javier’s scent gland and has that storm envelope him—an all-consuming, disorienting embrace, like falling from the earth and landing in the sky.
He forces his teeth into Javier’s shoulder so that those words can’t slip out, smothers them down his throat and buries them deep in his chest, hiding them, but every time their bodies rock together, Javier gasping into his hair, he can feel them threatening to shake loose. He holds onto Javier even tighter.
In their afterglow, Javier nuzzles against his neck and kisses him, sweetly, so tenderly that it makes Lloyd choke on those words.
He almost tells Javier that he loves him.
~
When they next visit the capital, they encounter Siluria.
~















Chapter 6: Siluria
    




Chapter Text

~
It happens by chance, while visiting the city for Lloyd’s scheduled inspection of the Llojavi bridge. Siluria is travelling through with her mages’ convent.
To Lloyd, her beautiful laughter sounds like a death toll.
He watches Javier and her converse against the mages’ caravan, the way Siluria leans in, her scent elegant and light like snowflakes falling on the ground. It blended seamlessly with Javier’s scent, that storm having calmed into a misting rain with Siluria’s proximity.
They were a sight to behold in the distance, a stunning alpha and omega pair that turned heads as people passed by. Javier’s demeanour was aloof as usual, but he wasn’t dismissing her as he had all the other omegas who threw themselves at his feet. That was telling enough for Lloyd.
He’d let himself get too complacent. He’d forgotten that all along, he had been on borrowed time.
He was losing Javier before his eyes.
You will imprint on an omega one day, then you will understand.
Perhaps the prediction didn’t hold true for Lloyd, but it was an absolute truth of this world:
In the novel, Javier imprints on Siluria at first sight.
He chose Siluria before he even realised it himself. His feelings grew further with each of their encounters like a ticking clock slowly approaching the chime of midnight. He was captivated by her like no other omega before, and she returned his feelings with equal devotion.
She had a delicate frame and wide doe eyes, her hands slender and soft, with a gentle demeanour that succeeded in letting down Javier’s impenetrable guard. Even so, she was far from weak. The strength of her mana radiated off of her. It was only a matter of time before she became a master-class archmage.
She was the perfect match for Javier. One of the fairest omegas for the model alpha. She was nothing like Lloyd, who was all jagged edges and sharp teeth. After all the misfortune that Javier had endured throughout his life, she would bring him happiness.
He wonders if Javier already knew. His first meeting with Siluria had been years ago, and their subsequent encounters were few and far between. Perhaps Javier had never been bothered by her distance, knowing he’d already imprinted on her and that their bonding was inevitable.
Lloyd tries to smother his bitter scent, seeing people in his periphery send him wary glances, distancing themselves as they move past him. With how crappy he felt right now, he must reek like a corpse.
Predictably, Javier’s footsteps fall in place behind him as he tries to escape.
“My lord,” Javier says, the concern evident in his voice.
“Stay,” Lloyd says, waving him off. “I’ll report to the queen. It shouldn’t take too long.”
“Then I will come. I am your guard.”
Lloyd stops his pace and steels himself. “I’m letting you have the day off so that you can spend time with Siluria,” he spells out, giving Javier a look. “I know you like her.”
Javier blinks at him, his face blank. “Where did you get that impression?”
Lloyd scoffs, whirling back around. He has to be careful. His jealousy is making it difficult to see straight. He will lash out and start a wrestle with Javier in broad daylight if he doesn’t calm himself.
He can barely resist the urge to grab Javier by the back of his head and force their necks together, to cover Javier in his scent so everyone would know who he belonged to. He shouldn’t, though. He shouldn’t scent Javier like that because they weren’t lovers, just two alphas who warmed each other’s beds to take the edge off, all while waiting for something better to come along.
“You are scaring people.”
“Not in the mood,” Lloyd mutters. “Go back.”
He feels Javier grab his wrist, causing a growl to escape his throat.
“I am your knight,” Javier says, holding onto him tightly. “I will stay by your side and defend you until the day I die.”
Then he offers his hand up. Lloyd obliges and scents Javier’s wrist firmly against his neck. He can’t help the way he relaxes with the gesture, his shoulders easing.
“Better?” Javier asks, watching him closely.
Lloyd manages a curt nod, turning back around.
Javier could make all the promises he wanted, but he was an alpha, and Siluria was an omega. He would begin an official courtship with her soon. It could even be this upcoming spring, so that he wouldn’t have to spend his next summer’s rut wrestling with Lloyd, frustrated and unable to fully satiate himself with another alpha.
They don’t have to wait long for an audience with the queen. Lloyd grips tightly to his clipboard as they enter the throne room.
Just like every other time, the chambers are oppressive with the queen’s scent.
The queen regent Alicia Magentano was a force to be reckoned with. She was a powerful, domineering alpha, and her authority was obvious with a single breath. She had a dangerous scent like that of a honed blade, metallic like blood as it cut through the air, burning as if drawn straight from the underworld’s wrath.
Lloyd tries to avoid breathing in too deeply. Javier’s presence might surpass the queen’s, but they were in her territory, where her scent had seeped into every crack and crevice of the room. Thankfully, Javier’s been on his best behaviour and hasn’t flared his scent in a giant fuck you to the queen, fulfilling his end of the bargain. In exchange, Lloyd had sucked him off in the carriage while on the way to the capital.
He keeps his eyes averted as he shares the results of his inspection. It’s rather uneventful and dry. He knows she only wishes to hear that the bridge holds true and the project remains safe to call a success.
“Is that all?”
“Yes, your highness,” Lloyd answers.
“You have pleased me,” the queen says, leaning her cheek against her hand and contemplating Lloyd. “Come here.”
Lloyd sees Javier startle in his periphery. Slowly, Lloyd rises and ascends the steps to the throne, keeping his head low.
He keeps waiting for the queen to signal for him to stop, his heart beating faster with every step, but she merely waits until he’s reached the top of the throne’s pedestal, unable to do anything else but kneel at her feet.
Her overbearing scent washes over him, lethal and unbridled, wrathful steel and fire. He couldn’t smell anything else at this proximity, not even Javier. She was truly one of the most powerful alphas in the kingdom.
“Give me your hand,” she orders, sitting up.
Lloyd obliges, his eyes going wide as she takes his wrist and firmly presses it to her collarbone. He feels the way her scent smothers over him with that barest contact before she releases him.
“I bestow upon you this great honour. Continue to serve the kingdom as one of my pack.”
Lloyd nods, slightly numb as he bows again. He can hear the crowd of advisors murmuring in hushed voices behind him, questioning and panicked. He returns to kneel beside Javier, who still has his face bowed low, his hand clenching tightly to the fabric of his pants.
Lloyd winces, already feeling Javier’s fury prickle against his skin. It felt like sitting beside a nuclear bomb.
As they are dismissed, Lloyd dares one last look back. The queen watches him with an amused smile, her interest blatant in a way that makes him shiver.
Huh. Maybe alpha—alpha couplings weren’t as rare as he thought. Or maybe he’s delusional. Probably the latter.
Lloyd sniffs his wrist again, curiously. He wasn’t too sure how long the scent would stay on him.
“Javier…” he calls, questioning.
Javier grunts at him. He’s set an unrelenting pace, striding ahead with his shoulders set. His scent is hazy like a storm building on the horizon, all sharp winds and sleet. He was worked up into a state, possessive, the way he always got whenever an alpha got too close to Lloyd. It was especially potent when that alpha was the queen.
Lloyd feels his lips quirk upwards, amused. He opens his mouth to tease Javier, formulating some comment about being too clingy, about how Javier is constantly attached to his hip like a guard dog—
Then he thinks of Siluria, and suddenly, he doesn’t feel so smug anymore.
Lloyd bites his tongue, silently following behind Javier.
People took notice of him as they returned to the city centre. He could feel the queen’s smell lingering on him, something that pierced the air and made people jolt, alert as their heads turned, honing in on Lloyd.
The queen painted a huge target on his back… Lloyd realises, exasperation filling him. She wasn’t planning on letting him out of her clutches any time soon, it seemed.
“My lord, my lord, would you like to try one?”
Lloyd startles, turning. There’s a stall-keeper bowing low to him, holding out a decadent basket of pastries.
“Uh, how much?” Lloyd asks.
He’s been burned before by this game some desperate salesmen try to play, offering goods with a smile, only to turn around and demand payment, calling out to the market guards with accusations of a thief.
“No charge, of course,” the man says, his voice scandalised. “You are the queen’s pack. You may take as many as you wish. It is a great honour to serve you.”
Slowly, the lightbulb flickers on in his head.
“Don’t mind if I do!” Lloyd says, grinning as he plucks a treat out of the basket. Then, he reconsiders. “Wait, as many as I wish?”
The man nods hastily.
“Cool!” Lloyd says, grabbing the whole basket.
He feels a pep in his step as they turn back to their course.
“Ain’t that handy?” Lloyd remarks with a smirk, tossing a pastry to Javier.
Javier catches it and crushes it in a tight fist, the cream filling oozing out between his fingers, before he drops the entire clump to the ground. His expression is now thunderous.
“… Dude…” Lloyd says.
“I will ready the carriage for our journey back to Frontera.”
“Wait, wait—” Lloyd calls, chuckling as he tucks the basket under his arm. “We should stay for the weekend!”
­”That was not the plan,” Javier dismisses.
“Plans can change, grumpy pants. Seriously, take a cream puff—“
Javier turns to send him an accusing glare. “I thought you wished to escape the queen’s attention as soon as possible. Why now are you asking to stay longer?”
“Javier…” Lloyd says, pointedly holding his wrist up. “I just got the royal stamp of approval. We gotta milk this cash cow for all it’s worth!”
Then, when Javier only frowns, Lloyd holds out another pastry. “Come on…” He coaxes, grinning as he forces it against Javier’s lips. “You know you want to--!”
Javier shoves his hand away with an indignant look. Huh. He’s angrier than Lloyd expected.
“I am readying the carriage.”
“Javier--!” He groans. “It’s free stuff, don’t make me leave—”
Abruptly, Javier grabs him by the waist and pulls him close. Lloyd startles, freezing in his grip as Javier kisses him firmly.
“I am readying the carriage to protect your decency. If you prefer, I will have you here and now.”
Lloyd stammers, shoving at Javier’s chest, but his grip only tightens.
“Hey--!” He hisses. “People can see us.”
Javier only stares at him, something predatory that makes him gulp. “Choose, or I will choose for you.”
Lloyd ducks his head, feeling his face heat up. There were already eyes on them because of the queen’s scent, and Javier was starting to cause a scene.
“Let’s just grab an inn, then,” he mumbles. “I want a bed.”
The long carriage journeys were both amazing and infuriating. There wasn’t much to do while seated together other than talk and fuck. He and Javier would spend the whole day tumbling around the enclosed space, unable to lie down or stretch out properly as they rutted against each other. Usually, Lloyd would sit in Javier’s lap and cling to his shoulders, riding him until his legs locked up. He could still feel how his knees were sore from it.
Thankfully, Javier acquiesces and begins leading them out of the commercial district, his hand still tightly wrapped around Lloyd’s waist. Infuriatingly, he also took the cream puffs from Lloyd and holds them in his other arm, out of reach. With how Javier’s scent was flaring impatiently like clouds gathering overhead, they’d probably have to make do with the first inn they found.
No more free stuff… Lloyd thinks morosely, eyeing the wares of nearby stalls as they pass. The queen’s mark will surely be smothered after this. Knowing Javier, he’d probably scent every inch of Lloyd’s body until Lloyd reeked of him and him alone.
Javier takes one look at his forlorn expression, then abruptly stops them in their tracks, hissing through his teeth.
“Fine,” he says. “You may go shopping first.”
Lloyd feels his face light up. His scent must be lightening the air too, because Javier almost starts to purr, his chest rumbling, before he cuts himself off and turns his face away.
“Do not take too long,” he grumbles. His expression is still sullen, and Lloyd probably would have smooched him if they weren’t in public. It was too cute when Javier sulked.
“You don’t have to stay,” Lloyd offers.
Javier only scoffs. “You are lucky that I like you.”
It makes Lloyd bite back a smile. He begins to browse the stalls, Javier’s arm locked around his waist for the whole afternoon.
~
That night, with the queen’s scent still coating Lloyd’s wrist, they can secure an exclusive suite at the most prestigious hotel in the capital.
Lloyd lets out a victorious shout as he throws himself onto the oversized bed, plush and soft. Javier sets down their large over-flowing supply bags and begins fussing with them.
“We could ask for a hot bath,” Lloyd muses.
“You have been greedy enough,” Javier replies.
Letting out a dreamy sigh, Lloyd smiles. “Yeah… Tomorrow then.”
He idly observes as Javier unpacks and arranges their large assortment of goods on the dining table. They’d really paraded around the commercial district like kings over the evening.
It had been quite entertaining how news of his arrival spread like a wave. People would murmur among themselves about the arrival of a queen’s pack member. In the distance, he would see the chaos ripple outward, shop owners readying their wares and coming out to meet him. With how Javier insistently pressed against him, most people mistakenly thought that it was Javier bearing the queen’s mark.
It hadn’t mattered too much to Lloyd. In fact, it was the best thing to ever happen to him, because some things were only discounted instead of free, and with all the shop owners looking at him, Javier had paid for Lloyd’s things without a word—something he really should not have done, if he hadn’t wanted Lloyd to send him puppy eyes at every stall afterwards.
Javier had not been as amused, merely sending an exasperated glance every time Lloyd piled another request into his arms and looked at him expectantly. Even with the attitude, he’d paid for all of it, not even blinking at the prices. It must mean his estate building has been going well.
“It’s beautiful…” Lloyd whispers reverently, as Javier tosses the last item with little fanfare.
It’s a random gold goblet that looks uglier than Lloyd remembers, but he probably shouldn’t confess that to Javier after begging him to buy it. It was a nice addition to the hoard, regardless. He’s tempted to jump into the pile, but he knew he would get a scolding from Javier about ruining his organisation.
“I think this is it, Javier. This is the good life.”
Javier scoffs, but it has little heat to it.
“Hey, I saw you stealing my cream puffs. You’re just as bad--”
“I took one, you pig. The whole basket will spoil by the end of the night.”
“That was the one I wanted, though,” Lloyd complains, then dodges as Javier chucks one at his face. “Rude--!” he calls, leaning over to grab it from the ground. He sees Javier’s face crease as he shoves the pastry into his mouth.
“Do not eat things off the floor.”
“Throw me another.”
“I will not,” Javier responds, even as he grabs another.
Lloyd waits for him to throw it, but instead, Javier comes over to the bed and sits beside him. Gently, he holds the pastry to Lloyd’s mouth.
Lloyd feels himself flush, accepting it between his lips and chewing as Javier watches him intently.
“Spoiled rotten,” he murmurs.
“Your fault,” Lloyd responds. Then he grins up at Javier. “How do you like your gift?”
“I am the one who bought it,” Javier says, sounding unimpressed.
Lloyd chuckles, sitting up. He reaches out and tugs on Javier’s new cravat. “But I picked it out for you.”
He fiddles with it, his thumb tracing over the fabric. Javier’s old one is still tucked into the pocket of the Frontera coat at home. He had refused it when Lloyd tried giving it back to him, so he hasn’t had one to wear. This new one is more fancy, with intricate white patterns of embroidery and gold lining along the border.
“It was a good choice,” Javier comments, reaching up to wrap with Lloyd’s hand around the fabric. “It will pair nicely with courtship attire.”
Lloyd feels his hand falter in Javier’s grip.
“Yeah…” He agrees, drawing back. He flops back down to the bed before Javier can notice his expression.
It was a good day. He shouldn’t let his jealousy ruin it, but he could already feel his mood dampening at the thought of Javier in courtship attire, bowing as he took Siluria by the hand. If he requested to be scented by her as he had demonstrated to Lloyd all that time ago, she would certainty say yes, and their courtship would begin.
Lloyd shuts his eyes, feeling the weariness of the day finally hit him. Borrowed time, he reminds himself. Until one of them met an omega.
He’d enjoyed his fill, and it was time to be a little nice for once.
“Take something from the table,” Lloyd tells him. “It can be your courting gift for Siluria.”
Javier doesn’t move. “I am not courting Siluria.”
“You should be,” Lloyd responds. “Spend the weekend with her. I’ll keep myself entertained.”
It was perfect, a true win-win. He would be a good friend and provide Javier and Siluria with some alone time together, and while they made lovey-dovey faces at each other, Lloyd could lose himself in all the materialistic vices that the capital had to offer.
Money really did buy happiness, even if it couldn’t drown out sorrows.
“Go on,” Lloyd says. He kicks at Javier’s back until he rises from the bed with a scoff.
“You keep insisting on this,” Javier grumbles as he starts rifling through the pile. “And yet your scent sours with every mention of her name.”
Lloyd forces his face to stay flat. “You’d make a good pair.”
“I suppose.”
Javier pulls out a small red box that makes Lloyd startle, sitting up. It’s wrapped with a golden ribbon that flutters in the air tauntingly.
“No,” he tells Javier. “You know how excited I was to eat that, that’s the one thing—”
“Siluria likes chocolate mousse.”
“You’re full of shit,” Lloyd says, standing up and walking over. He reaches out a hand. “Give me that. You can pick out anything except that—”
He lunges for the box, then growls as Javier holds it high above their heads.
“Don’t crush it, you’ll ruin the cooling spell--!” Lloyd warns, straining upward.
“Too short,” Javier says, sounding entirely too satisfied. Lloyd almost knees him in the ballsack, but is mildly terrified of Javier doing it back in retaliation. A nut-shot from a grandmaster swordsman probably fits the definition of a castration.
“I’m an inch shorter than you,” Lloyd grunts, crowding against him. “You ass, give it back--”
He feels Javier’s arm catch around his waist. His eyes fly wide as Javier flips them around, his hand grabbing at Javier’s forearm as he’s pressed against the wall. The red box clatters to the floor, forgotten.
Javier crowds against him, his scent enveloping Lloyd with drizzling rain. After spending the day with the queen’s scent smothering him, it felt like a breath of fresh air, one that made Lloyd’s whole body fall lax against the wall as Javier leaned in.
“Do not be so worried,” Javier says, sounding amused. “I was only speaking with her to be polite.”
“Why would I be worried?” Lloyd asks. “You found your omega, that’s great. Congratulations on your imprinting or whatever—”
Javier lets out an exasperated groan, pressing their foreheads together. “I have not imprinted on her, you fool.”
Lloyd huffs. “You might not know yet.”
Javier stares at him, then reaches up and sharply flicks him on the forehead.
“Hey--!” Lloyd snaps, shoving his hand away from his face.
“You are a dolt,” Javier says, before abruptly bending down and throwing Lloyd over his shoulder. The room flips in Lloyd’s vision as Javier carries him to the bed. “I was very patient today. It is time for my reward.”
Lloyd huffs, allowing Javier to place him down on the mattress. “I’m too tired to fight right now.”
“Then relax,” Javier murmurs, crawling over him. “Let me spoil you.”
He places a hand on Lloyd’s chest and shoves him down firmly against the mattress. It makes Lloyd grunt.
“Then I’m not doing any work,” Lloyd says, slightly breathlessly as he watches Javier strip his shirt off.
“You never do,” Javier replies, chuckling.
Lloyd rears up with a glare. “What did you fucking say—”
Javier interrupts him with a kiss. Lloyd can still feel him grinning against his lips, how his amused hum vibrates in his throat. He starts kissing along Lloyd’s jaw. It makes him shiver as he feels Javier’s fingers work at the buttons of his vest, sliding it off and pulling at his shirt.
When his scent glands finally become exposed, he can see how Javier’s pupils dilate, how they focus in on his neck as if magnetised, before Javier ducks his head and places his mouth on one, sucking it gently.
Lloyd bites back his moan. The room was becoming hazy with Javier’s scent, his arousal gathering in the air like static. He tangles his fingers into Javier’s head and tugs lightly.
“I will give you one more lesson,” Javier says, pulling back. “So pay attention.”
“Now--?” Lloyd grunts, watching as Javier’s fingers work at his pants, unbuttoning and quickly pulling them from his legs along with his undergarments, exposing his want to the air and making him shudder. When Javier moves back to take off his own trousers, Lloyd takes the chance to grab the lubricant from the table.
“Yes,” Javier says. “It is an important one.”
He holds out two fingers expectantly, and Lloyd flushes, uncapping the bottle and allowing Javier to dip them inside. They glisten with the oil when Javier pulls back, dribbling and falling down onto Lloyd’s aching length as he reaches downward. Lloyd bites his lip as he feels those fingers circle at his entrance, teasing, before slowly slipping inside.
“It is about imprinting,” Javier says.
He curls his fingers and starts gently thrusting them, causing Lloyd to gasp, his abs tightening as he starts to rock against Javier’s fingers. It was unfair, how Javier had learned exactly what Lloyd liked and employed the knowledge relentlessly.
“When you imprint on someone, you may not know immediately…” Javier starts, his voice low. “But afterwards, they will linger in your mind. You will wonder if your encounter with them was a dream. You will try to remember every detail of their face, the sound of their voice, their smell, before it fades from your memory.”
He doesn’t stop the pace of his hand while talking. Lloyd could feel his knot pulse neglected against his belly, and Javier watches it twitch with naked desire that makes Lloyd’s face burn.
“Can we please do this later…?” He mutters.
“Very well,” Javier agrees, then he pulls out his fingers.
“Fuck, no, you know that’s—” His hips twitch, chasing after Javier’s hand. “That’s not what I meant.”
“Hm?” Javier asks.
Lloyd snarls at him. “You’re supposed to be spoiling me.”
“I am,” Javier responds, then he presses a kiss to Lloyd’s knee, his throat rumbling with a purr. “You love it when I tease you.”
His fingers return, slipping back inside him. Lloyd throws a hand over his face, shuddering.
“And if you are still not sure if you imprinted…” Javier continues. “You will certainly know during your next rut.”
His fingers curl deeper, stretching him, making Lloyd grit his teeth as he tries to focus on Javier’s voice, low and sultry. “You will burn with your desire for them. You will rut against your sheets and imagine their body beneath you. Any trace of their scent will drive you mad, and you will not be able to resist seeking them out.”
Lloyd feels himself freeze, his mind recalling his behaviour during his past ruts, how he’d been insatiable for a whisper of Javier’s presence. Javier’s gaze seared into his skin. It felt like he was looking straight through him, like every one of Lloyd’s thoughts were laid bare.
“When they are in danger…” Javier murmurs, staring at him. “You will feel like a wild animal, like a caged beast full of rage. Your desire to protect them will consume you, and even if it is out of season, you will enter a rut.”
Lloyd jerks back at the words, his eyes widening in realisation. Javier leans in, his sapphire eyes burning with their heat.
"And when you finally take them to bed..." Javier rasps. "It will feel like this."
Then Javier lunges forward and presses their lips together. Javier kisses him deeply, passionately, his entire body covering Lloyd and drowning him in that scent, rain water pouring through his ears and lightning crackling down his spine. He starts a rough, unforgiving pace with his hand that makes Lloyd cry out, Javier’s palm slamming between his legs with obscene sounds as his fingers thrust deep, insistently shoving against Lloyd’s prostate until he’s trembling, seeing stars.
“Fuck--!” It comes out like a whimper. He can’t help it, how he scrambles back on the bed and kicks his feet out to try escape those fingers, but Javier’s hand stays locked to his groin, relentless. He crowds against Lloyd with a growl as Lloyd clings to the headboard and squirms.
He doesn’t last long before he’s throwing his head back, grabbing at his knot as his whole body shudders with his orgasm. Javier fucks him through it, groans as the smell of Lloyd’s release hits the air. He lunges for Lloyd’s neck, clamping down on his scent gland and causing Lloyd to seize up, his entire body winding tight before finally releasing.
He barely drops back to the bed before he feels Javier grab at his thighs, shuffling as he slots between Lloyd’s legs and hiking up his hips until their groins are flush together.
“I already came…” Lloyd mumbles weakly.
“I know,” Javier says. His length presses hard and hot at Lloyd’s sensitive rim, slippery with oil. “Spoiled rotten,” he murmurs, smirking, before slamming his hips forward.
Lloyd thought his mind would go blank, but instead it races. It races through his memories as Javier fucks him rough and fast, images rushing past him, rapid-fire, like how it felt when a subway took off, glowing lights and signs blurring together as it accelerated to lighting speed, sending him back to the beginning of it all as he comes undone in Javier’s grip.
He thinks of the first time he inhaled Javier’s thunderstorm scent, how it swept around his head and left him dizzy, about the omega he chose who smelled like spring water, of that quiet moment where Javier breathed against his neck and described Lloyd’s scent like he knew it by heart.
The fighting, the fucking, the collar—those outposts in the barren desert of Asfahan and the twelve cargo ships in Cremo. He thinks of Javier’s cravat tucked neatly in the breast pocket of the Frontera family coat, how he had watched Lloyd in the mirror like there was nothing else in the world.
Finally, the pieces come together in his mind.
Javier didn't need to teach him about imprinting. From the first moment their eyes had locked in the field that day, Lloyd had already known what it was.
He really is a dolt—and the next day, he proceeds to become the stupidest man alive.
~
Javier is already awake the next morning, slowly rousing Lloyd with the gentle clatter of his movements. He’s ordered breakfast for them, delivered straight to their room’s tray slot.
“Fine, I overdid it,” Lloyd admits, staring morosely at their treasure pile. “What a waste of food. I won’t do it again.”
“You certainly will, you menace,” Javier dismisses, barely sparing a glance as he eats.
“Yeah…” Lloyd sighs, smiling softly. “I’ll eat until I vomit next time, so that I can eat more.”
Javier scoffs before sending a thoughtful look towards the pile. “The confections are full of sugar, so I am sure not all of it has spoiled. This one should be fine.”
He leans down in his chair and pulls back up with the little red box in his hand. The chocolate mousse, the parcel they left on the floor last night as they pleasured each other.
“Dibs,” Lloyd says, holding out his palm.
Javier takes his hand. “One of the capital’s finest delicacies,” he says, curling Lloyd’s fingers around the box. “For you.”
Lloyd glares, feeling his face heat up. “It’s mine.”
“Yes, because I bought it for you.”
“So it was already mine--”
Then Lloyd freezes, his heart in his throat as Javier watches him intently.
“This…” Lloyd says slowly. “This is not a courting gift.”
Javier continues to stare at him. “It could be.”
Lloyd feels his heart pounding in his chest.
It was everything he dreamed of and his worst, most selfish desire.
Javier and Siluria were an alpha and an omega. They were meant to be together. The novel, this very world, had intended for them to be together. Her character slotted against Javier’s like a puzzle piece. After his gruelling journey, losing everyone else along the way, she filled his days with joy and laughter.
And instead of spending today with her—instead of spending the past four years with her, Javier had imprinted on him instead.
Lloyd swallows, pushing the red box back into Javier’s hands.
He was selfish, but not that selfish. Javier didn’t know what he was throwing away.
“You’ve seen how…” Lloyd struggles. “Sometimes, I just know things, right? About what happens in the future.”
Javier nods.
“Well, Siluria and you were meant to be together. You were supposed to imprint on her ages ago, and I think-- I think I shoved myself between you two and messed it up.”
Staring at him, Javier asks, “That’s all?”
“That’s all--!” Lloyd repeats incredulously, throwing his hands up. “That’s all. No biggie, that you’re asking to court me instead of meeting the love of your life—”
“Perhaps in another world,” Javier says. “Why this one?”
“It should be this one,” Lloyd insists. “I’ve interfered with everything since I came to this world. For once, I’m trying not to sabotage things--”
“It barely qualifies as sabotage. You have fled my courtship at every turn and played dumb like a dead horse—”
“Hey--!” Lloyd protests. “You’ve been avoiding it too! You do all this stuff and fuck me all the time but you never mentioned that you imprinted on me--!”
Javier stares at him, then repeats slowly, “I fuck you all the time.”
“Well, it doesn’t sound smart when you say it like that,” Lloyd complains, before sighing. “If… If I told you she was your soul mate… Wouldn’t you regret it one day, if you didn’t at least try?
“I would regret not trying if it was you.” Javier answers, his voice stubborn.
It was so, so tempting, to say fuck it and have Javier all to himself. He could feel his body screaming at him—but it didn’t understand what his mind did.
He still remembered that most tragic chapter in Knight of Blood and Iron. That final heart-breaking scene of Javier and Siluria.
How he scented her desperately, pressing his neck to her hair and clinging to the last traces of her light-hearted snowflake presence as it melted away. The way he had cradled her cold body in his arms and sobbed to the night sky, raging against the apathetic gods.
He hadn’t just lost Siluria. He had lamented his last chance of a normal life, that last sliver of hope leaving his heart as he surrendered those peaceful, domestic dreams. Dreams of having a loving mate and children to dote on. A son to teach swordsmanship and a daughter skilled in sorcery like her mother. A family to protect and come home to.
It was that moment in the novel when Javier lost the light in his eyes and truly transformed into the knight of blood and iron, a defender against evil that had nothing else to lose.
One day, I will become a master-class mage. Then when we meet again, I will tell you that I love you.
Javier and Siluria were never able to reunite like they dreamed in the novel—but they had their second chance now.
“… We can’t,” he whispers.
Javier’s scent flares viciously, smothering him with its fury. “Why not?” He demands. “We have both imprinted on each other. Alpha pairings are accepted now. There is nothing else to be said.”
Lloyd shakes his head. “… Because Siluria--”
“Enough about Siluria!” Javier snarls, roughly grabbing him by the shoulders. “You are driving me mad. You will annoy me until I die, then you will keep writing Siluria, Siluria on my blasted gravestone—”
“You were supposed to imprint on her--”
“I imprinted on an imbecile!” Javier shouts, shaking him, before shoving away from him and pacing around the room. “I have claimed his bedside as my den. I make love to him night and day. I throw myself at him during his ruts, yet he refuses to bite my neck and be done with it--”
“It’s not how it’s supposed to be,” Lloyd says, his voice struggling in his throat as he registers Javier’s words. “You said it yourself. It’s not natural.”
Javier glares at him. He stalks over and kneels in front of Lloyd, grabbing his hands.
“I am your knight. If you wish for me to leave, you must only command it,” Javier says, his voice determined. “Speak now, or I will stay at your side forever.”
Javier grabs his wrist and pulls it close. Lloyd snatches his hand back before Javier can rub it against his scent gland.
“Don’t,” Lloyd grunts. “You’ll cover up Alicia’s scent.”
Javier’s eyes narrow.
Lloyd braces himself. There’s that tell-tale growl building in Javier’s throat, the way it always does as Javier’s body coils up like a predator ready to pounce, every muscle going tense as he launches them into a tumble.
Lloyd feels his instincts rearing for the fight, blood rushing in his ears. The wrestle will be a good opportunity to rage and ravage, to snap his teeth at Javier and feel his body, powerful and alive, as they grapple against each other one last time.
Then afterwards, he will lay there, knowing he’s brought it upon himself as Javier storms away and leaves him, marching straight into Siluria’s delicate hands.
Javier steps away.
Lloyd blinks, mind still processing as Javier moves to the door. He opens it and hovers in the archway.
“If this is what you want, then I will oblige you,” Javier says. “I will spend today with Siluria.”
He leaves without a glance back.
This is what Lloyd wanted. It’s for the best. Javier will be happy this way.
Lloyd reminds himself of those words again and again, staring at the little red box on the table until he goes numb.
~















Chapter 7: A Non-Traditional Courtship
    




Chapter Text

~
Lloyd paces the room restlessly for the morning, still thinking of how Javier’s face had gone blank as he’d left earlier.
I will spend today with Siluria.
A growl rips from his throat. He grips his hands tightly to the table as he breathes deeply, calming himself. It almost felt like a rut. Every cell in his body was itching to give chase. To track Javier’s rain water scent and hunt him down, to wrestle and tumble, using any force necessary to stop him.
The alpha inside him was screaming. Javier had confessed to him, and his instincts were readying their fangs, bared to bite. His body didn’t understand why he was trying to hold back.
He needs to seal the bond, the scarring bite against Javier’s scent gland imbued with his venom. It would permanently change Javier’s pheromones and claim him as Lloyd’s mate for life. Lloyd lets out a shuddering breath, his gums aching with the thought.
This was dangerous. At this rate, he really would get thrown into a rut. He needs something to distract him. Something that would drown away Javier’s over-powering scent from his skin before he went insane.
“Lloyd Frontera,” the queen greets.
“Can you scent me again?” Lloyd asks.
Her eyes pierce through him. “Sit,” she orders, gesturing across from her.
Lloyd stands from his bow, joining her at the opposite end of the table.
“You can imagine my shock when I received your request for lunch,” she says, holding out her teacup. A beta servant silently tops it up, before backing away once more. “I was sure you’d be halfway to Frontera by now.”
“Uh, yeah,” Lloyd responds, fidgeting.
He’d been prepared for his scent to cause offense. He’s still aggravated and restless, his pheromones releasing in angry waves, but the queen was in a league of her own. They begin their meal in silence, Lloyd’s pheromones barely making a scratch against her fiery presence.
It’s as if innately, his body knew there was stronger alpha nearby, a deep ingrained survival instinct that finally eased his agitation and cautioned him to fade into the background. It felt like being splashed with a cold bucket of water, quickly extinguishing the fury in his veins.
“You know,” she says, watching him with amusement. “You made quite a ruckus last night.”
Lloyd chokes on his tea, setting down the cup as he asks, “Pardon?”
“If you do not want to be the talk of town, you should be more discreet,” she suggests. “The report that I received seemed rather… shameless.”
Lloyd blinks rapidly, thinking back to how Javier’s fingers had felt inside him. He certainly fulfilled his promise to spoil Lloyd rotten for the rest of the night.
“We were that loud?” he whispers with horror.
The queen throws her head back and cackles. “I was talking about your adventure in the commercial district, but that is far more entertaining. Do tell.”
Lloyd slams his face into the table. Sometimes, his stupidity even surprised himself.
“I did not expect you to have an omega,” the queen muses with a smirk. “Your face is truly horrendous. Are they blind? Or did you use my blessing as an excuse to patron the heat house? I command you to tell me.”
Then she sniffs the air curiously, searching through her own scent. Lloyd watches as her face goes slack with surprise.
“Oh my,” she murmurs. “You and the grandmaster?”
“Pssh--!” Lloyd scoffs, chuckling nervously as he waves his hand away. “Of course not.” Then he hastily shoves a pastry into his mouth and chews to occupy himself.
“Do you think me a fool?” she responds flatly.
“Fine, we—” Lloyd shuffles. “We fool around but… He should have an omega. He deserves a normal life with a cute mate, and cute little kids that are stupidly cute like him—” Lloyd cut himself off, forcing his hands back into this lap.
The queen watches him for a long moment. “You love him.”
“… Doesn’t matter,” Lloyd mumbles, shrugging. “What would I have him do? Spend the rest of his life following me around, working in dirty construction sites and constantly throwing himself into danger?”
Lloyd shakes his head at the thought. “He’s a grandmaster now. He could get a position as a royal guard or at a knight’s academy. Hell, he could start his own. I’m only holding him back by keeping him at my side.”
“… I see,” she says, nodding. “Then this will be easier than I expected. I did not wish to have a courtship duel against that alpha. I am aware of my own limits.”
“… Huh?” Lloyd asks, his mind stuttering.
She leans back in her chair and smiles at him, something pleasant and dangerous that makes him shiver down to his core. “Prostrate yourself before me and beg, such that I may court you myself.”
Hesitantly, Lloyd gestures between them. “… You’re not into me,” he points out.
“Attraction is a frivolous affair,” she dismisses. “But power. What else could an alpha desire in a mate?”
She stands from the table and begins circling it, moving towards him in slow steps as her fingers trail over the polished surface of the wood. “My military prowess combined with your genius for infrastructure. We would start a new era for the kingdom.”
She leans in close, taking his limp hand in her grip.
“I am not as kind as Sir Asrahan. I do not let my prey escape me. If you are not mated to him after next season, I will come to Frontera and claim you myself.”
Lloyd gulps as she presses his wrist to her scent gland, her eyes aflame with the promises of hell. “Then, I will work you to the bone and build my city atop your sweat and blood, dear alpha.”
~
When Lloyd returns to their suite, he stumbles over himself in surprise when he sees Javier is already there, sitting at the dining table with a thoughtful expression.
“I didn’t think you’d be back so soon…” Lloyd comments, keeping his head ducked as he sheds off his jacket and shoes. Then he quickly clears his throat upon noticing how nervous his own voice sounds.
“Uh,” Lloyd manages. He steels himself and moves past Javier to sit on the bed. “How was your day?”
Javier turns to him, his sapphire eyes alight. “You love me.”
Lloyd’s mouth drops open, then closed, flapping as Javier stands and approaches him. “I never said that,” he deflects.
Javier only watches him intently, kneeling before him and taking Lloyd’s hand in his own.
“I am a grandmaster swordsman and your knight,” he says. “I hear your heartbeat like my own. I recognize your scent as I recognize my reflection in water. I would not lose you, even in the deepest abyss of the ocean or the darkest depths of hell."
He presses his forehead to Lloyd's knuckles, tightly, as if he were branding the imprint of Lloyd's hand into his memory. "Even if I lost my sight, my hearing, my sense of smell… I could search the earth and find you by touch alone.”
Then Javier lifts his head, smiling with bemusement. “And I can hear when you talk about me, even in the queen’s private drawing room.”
Lloyd stares at him, his voice stuck in his throat. He can feel his face flushing over, turning bright red as Javier’s words register in his head.
“Y-You--!” Lloyd stutters, snatching his hand back. It’s shaking.
“You cannot force me away. You cannot choose for me,” Javier says. He grabs Lloyd’s waist, stopping him from backing up on the bed as he slots between Lloyd’s legs. “I will have you as my mate and love you for every day that I live.”
“Also,” he adds, as he rubs their necks together. “Siluria sends her regards. She agrees that you are an idiot. She is a good friend so please do not throw another fit.”
“My brain,” Lloyd chokes. It feels like he’s having a stroke.
Javier chuckles, pressing their foreheads together.
“… Some people will look down on us. On you,” Lloyd mumbles.
Javier nods.
“And we can’t have kids. You won’t be able to have a family.”
“Our pack is my family,” Javier responds.
“And…” Lloyd flushes. “I won’t be able to satisfy you during your ruts, not like an omega can.”
Javier pulls him close. “You satisfy me plenty,” he rasps against Lloyd’s ear.
“… Okay,” Lloyd agrees, biting back his smile as he nods. “Then we’re in courting.”
“Excellent,” Javier hums, before his grip abruptly tightens around Lloyd, punishingly. “Now, I will kill you.”
He grabs Lloyd tight and throws him to the floor in a heap. The breath is knocked out of him as Javier climbs on top of him, Lloyd’s eyes going wide as he sees Javier’s fist reel back. Javier punches him square on the jaw.
“What the fuck—” Lloyd asks with a pained groan, his head dropping to the ground. Perhaps that had been going too well. Fondly, he realises he should have expected it. They couldn’t talk about their feelings without inevitably beating the shit out of each other.
“How dare you allow another alpha to scent you?” Javier snarls  He rams a fist into Lloyd’s chest, once, twice, once more, forcing pained coughs out of him. It feels like the opposite of CPR. “We are in courting!”
“We just started, you crazy bastard,” Lloyd yells.
He thrashes side to side until he finally manages to flip them over. He struggles to restrain Javier’s wild, long limbs, narrowly dodging as Javier’s teeth snap at his nose. Then Lloyd clenches his eyes shut, trying not to laugh. It was making it hard to keep Javier pinned.
“You sulk and pout when I talk to Siluria, then you go and ask the queen to scent you. Hypocrite. You will die by my hand.”
Javier finally tips his weight and rolls them over. He slips his arm free from Lloyd’s grip. Lloyd narrowly dodges his next punch, flinching at the way Javier’s fist splinters and cracks the floor beside his head. He stares at the impact crater with wide eyes.
“You said you’d love me for as long as you live--!” Lloyd hastily reminds, struggling.
“Yes,” Javier snaps, grabbing him by the collar and yanking. ”I will mourn you for the rest of my life.”
Lloyd didn’t have a chance to begin with, but it was really hard to win a wrestle against a grandmaster when he couldn’t even see straight.
“My sides are hurting,” he wheezes, gripping at Javier’s arms. He can’t tell if it’s from his laughter or from Javier’s sucker punch. “Javier--!”
Mercifully, Javier stops shaking him like a rag doll and lets him go. He rests his head on Lloyd’s chest and glowers at him. Lloyd leans back and chuckles, pressing fingers to his busted lip. They come back stained red.
“Fine, I messed up, “ Lloyd admits. “Can we fuck now?”
“No,” Javier snaps, resolutely turning his head away. “I am still angry at you.”
Lloyd snorts, reaching a hand out to smooth through Javier’s hair. Even with his grumpy mood, Javier is still absent-mindedly rubbing his scent glands against Lloyd’s shirt, covering him in a thick blanket of that thunderstorm scent. Lloyd sighs as it covers him, feels his pheromones leak out in response, his contentment floating light in the air.
“I’ll share the chocolate mousse with you,” he bribes, biting back a smile.
“I already ate it.”
“I’m gonna fucking kill you--!” he snarls, grabbing Javier by the skull and throwing him off.
He rolls away chuckling, so Lloyd pounces on him and starts beating down on him with his fists, anywhere he can land. Javier laughs harder as if the strikes are tickling him, which only makes Lloyd growl.
“You know I was saving that, bastard--!”
“I was sad,” Javier says. “And hungry.”
“I’m going to make you vomit,” Lloyd announces, readying his fist.
That actually makes Javier startle, quickly holding his hands out. “Please do not.”
Lloyd feels his grin widen to a terrifying degree, enough that Javier flinches and shuts his eyes. He’s never explained the conditions of his Gut-shot ability, because he enjoyed using the threat to wipe the smug smirk off Javier’s face whenever he felt like it.
He leans down and pecks Javier on the lips. “There. I’ll forgive you if you forgive me. Aren’t I so nice?”
“Your transgression was far worse than mine—” Then he covers his abdomen as Lloyd raises his fist again. “Yes, my love. All is forgiven.”
Fuck. Lloyd drops his arm, feeling his face heat up. My love.
This courtship thing is going to be a challenge if Javier keeps calling him pet names. It was already hard enough to bully Javier when he stared up at Lloyd with that doting, fond expression. Javier’s scent was becoming bright and joyous, something like sunlight filtering through the clouds, prismatic in his peripheral vision like a rainbow flickering in and out of view.
“You must be the reincarnation of the devil,” Javier says, smiling softly.
Lloyd rolls his eyes, standing and pulling Javier to his feet. Javier clings to his side and nuzzles against his neck, a purr already rumbling in his throat.
“We will have to visit a tailor before we leave the capital,” Javier muses. “I am sure there are many famous for their courtship attire.”
“… Sounds good,” Lloyd mumbles.
It’s a bit non-traditional to go together, but they weren’t very traditional in the first place. It would be a good first date. He already knows he wants to see Javier in more blue. He wonders what Javier will pick for him to match with the Frontera coat.
“You will have to pay this time. I am now bankrupt.”
“Hah?” Lloyd demands. “What happened to all your money, big alpha?”
“I spent it on hideous goblets that you will never use.”
Oops. Javier had picked up on that. “Fine, you sassy shit. I’ll pay next time.”
Javier hums and kisses him on the cheek. Lloyd grins, pushing him to sit down on the bed and straddling him.
“Now, can we fuck?” he whispers, grinding down hard into Javier’s lap.
“Of course. I told you, did I not?” Javier says, smiling so brightly that it was blinding. “If you went to another alpha, I would hunt you down and subjugate you.”
Lloyd blinks at him. “Oh, yeah,” he remembers. “Uh… I thought all was forgiven?”
“Yes,” Javier responds. “That is why you remain alive with your manhood intact. You must still face the punishment for dishonouring me.”
“Ah, right,” Lloyd says, nodding. He slowly extracts himself from Javier’s lap. “Gotta shit, be right back.”
He turns, wide-eyed, and sprints full-force for the doorway.
Javier tackles him before he even makes it halfway across the room. “You are not getting out of this.”
“Let me go, Javier--!” Then he freezes at Javier’s pleasant expression.
Uh oh. The punching and shouting were expected. Quite deserved, Lloyd sheepishly admits—but when Javier became calm, it meant he was really in the doghouse with his scorned lover. The consequences of his recent, very questionable life choices were imminent.
Lloyd chuckles nervously. “Could we hold that thought until tomorrow? I’m getting whiplash over here—”
Javier smiles brighter. “What do you mean?”
“One minute, you’re confessing your love to me, then you’re beating the snot out of me, now you’re smiling like a maniac and threatening to subject me—”
“Subjugate—”
“Whatever it is—” Lloyd snaps, flushing. “Can it wait until tomorrow?”
Javier hums thoughtfully. “I suppose it can wait until morning. Then there will be more people outside.”
Lloyd feels his face turn pale. “Hah?”
“To serve as witness for my claim on you.”
His mouth drops open. “Like--? Fucking, publicly?”
“What did you think it meant?”
“I-I— I don’t know what it meant, I don’t even know how to fucking pronounce it—”
Javier ducks his head and chuckles, his forehead pressing against Lloyd’s shoulder. “Do not panic. I am joking.”
Lloyd sighs. “Thank god—”
“I do not have the patience to wait until morning.”
“Wait—”
“That was also a joke. Maybe.”
“I fucking hate you—” Lloyd groans, miserably, dragging his hands across his face. Then he sniffs the air, riddled with Javier’s arousal, and sends him an accusing look. “You’re not joking.”
Javier’s smile does an odd twitch, something that makes him want to piss himself.
“Would you…” Lloyd swallows, feeling his face heat up. “Would you actually do that?”
Javier’s gaze burns into this skin. “If you let me,” he responds. “Or if I was… very angry with you.”
Javier might be freakier than him, Lloyd realises faintly as his soul leaves his body. In hindsight, he probably should have questioned that collar a bit more. He shuffles in Javier’s grip, trying to ignore the prominent bulge he can feel pressing against him as Javier starts kissing along his neck, growling, sending vibrations along Lloyd’s skin.
“I thought…” Lloyd starts warily, shivering as Javier’s wet kisses reach his scent gland. “I thought it just meant you’d knot me.”
He thinks back to that rut together, how Javier had watched him like a rabbit caught in a trap, how he had gripped Lloyd’s hips tight enough to bruise, tight enough that Lloyd still felt those fingers in his dreams for the month afterwards. It means to force you on my knot until you scream. He shudders as he recalls the words. He can feel his pheromones leaking heady into the air.
Javier chuckles against his collarbone. “It is more than that,” he responds.
His hands slide up Lloyd’s forearms and pin his wrists to the ground. His scent begins to gather that static into a whirlwind, like winds shifting in a storm, how it always got when he had Lloyd's body underneath him, his eyes drifting to Lloyd’s scent glands as if he couldn’t help it.
“It means to treat you like an omega,” Javier says. “To emasculate you. To humiliate you and break your will, until you submit yourself to me completely.”
He thrusts their hips together, rough friction that makes Lloyd gasp.
“Well, good fucking luck,” Lloyd tells him, grinning breathlessly. “We both know I’m more stubborn than you.”
Javier’s lips curl upward, something dangerous that makes Lloyd’s gut burn. “I was hoping you would say that.”
He forces their mouths together roughly, all teeth and tongue. Lloyd groans and leans into it, pleased, as his legs lock around Javier’s hips and he braces himself against the ground. When Lloyd tries to flip them, his brows furrow when Javier’s grip doesn’t ease an inch. It felt like trying to move the floor, unresponsive without an ounce of give.
He tries again, twisting and rotating and searching for any opening in Javier’s grapple, but he continues to kiss Lloyd as if he didn’t notice. His unrelenting grip was starting to make Lloyd’s hands prickle with a sensation like pins and needles. It was surely cutting off his circulation.
“Hey,” Lloyd grunts, turning his face away. Then, when Javier ignores him in favour of kissing roughly down his jaw, he cranes his neck away as far as he can manage, glaring. “Hey, asshole–!”
He starts struggling without abandon, thrashing in Javier’s grip and snarling when Javier doesn’t spare him a glance, still sucking on Lloyd’s scent glands. “Stop fucking ignoring me—”
Javier releases his wrists, pulling back with a flat expression. Lloyd is about to rear up and flip them when his eyes fly open wide, seeing Javier’s arm draw back.
Javier backhands him straight across the face. It sends him reeling back to the ground, groaning as he glares and bares his canines to Javier.
They weren’t usually so rough. Their ruts were always the exception, but outside of their seasons, their tumbles were something playful, sensual, something that made Lloyd purr and laugh breathlessly against Javier’s lips, nuzzling and frotting against each other.
“This is how you treat your omegas?” he asks sarcastically, rising again.
Javier slams a hand down onto his chest, forcing him back down. “My omegas are better behaved than you.”
That makes him snarl, his teeth snapping upward, but Javier’s strength doesn’t budge. He hasn’t managed to flip Javier a single time or even land a hit. It was causing his instincts to rouse with agitation, something unfulfilled and uncomfortable building in his gut.
“I will admit,” Javier muses, still watching him struggle. “You are certainly more stubborn than me, and would outlast me otherwise—but you have made a fatal oversight.”
“And what’s that—?” Lloyd snaps. Undeterred, Javier leans in, his blue eyes raking over Lloyd’s furious expression with naked interest.
“I have been dreaming of this since the first time you bared your neck to me.”
Finally, Javier releases him. Lloyd doesn’t waste the chance, tackling Javier with a snarl and sending them into a tumble.
Javier’s teeth snap at his face as they grapple, his face contorted with his snarls. He grabs at Lloyd hard enough that he catches on Lloyd’s clothes and rips them by the seams. His fingers scratch along Lloyd’s skin with searing trails, his nails digging in until Lloyd finally manages to escape his hold.
Without the haze of his rut, it didn’t feel like foreplay. For the first time, it felt like they were two alphas pitted against each other in a rival match for dominance. His heart was pounding in a frantic, unsteady rhythm that he could only describe as panicked.
At one point, Javier narrowly manages to pin him to the floor, ripping at his trousers and stripping him before he thrashes like a maniac and finally dislodges him, sending Javier hurtling across the ground.
Lloyd scrambles to his feet and puts distance between them, feeling the blood rush through his ears as Javier rights himself, approaching Lloyd once more with single-minded focus. His eyes scour over Lloyd’s naked body with a predatory gaze.
He can’t let Javier get him on the ground again, so he tries to be more careful, guarding his torso and keeping his stance square, but Javier was unrelenting, kicking at his feet and knocking him off his balance, shoving him, punching him, every strike deliberate and strong enough that he stumbles.
Finally, when Lloyd fears he’s reaching his limit, he shoves Javier back with everything left in him and kicks him into the wall. Javier stumbles against it with a grunt as Lloyd charges at him.
He shoves his forearm across Javier’s chest, leaning his weight forward and pinning him.
“Got you, bitch,” he pants, grinning.
“Nicely done,” Javier says, watching him with a unfazed expression. “Now that you have had your fun, it is my turn.”
He throws off Lloyd’s grip in an instant, shoving him back. Lloyd might have been able to recover, but then Javier lunges forward with dark eyes, his scent flaring sharply like a blade that cuts through the air. It makes Lloyd flinch, rearing back as Javier’s hand darts out, reaching for him.
Javier’s hand grabs him by the back of the neck, squeezing tightly.
His mind goes silent. He goes limp in Javier’s grip, his legs giving out beneath him. He lets out a shaky moan as he drops to his knees with Javier’s hand still locked tight to his nape.
“Jav— Javier…?” He asks faintly.
He feels like he’s dreaming, unable to fully focus on the details of Javier’s face as Javier’s scent erupts forward with vengeance. That vicious, rumbling thunderstorm sweeps over him, whirling and whistling around his head. Javier’s harsh grip is the only thing he can focus on, how his nails curl into the short hairs at the beginning of his scalp.
Lloyd trembles. It felt Javier’s scent was paralysing him, so intense that his eyes were watering, that every breath burned like chlorine gas, flooding his sinuses and causing him to choke on it.
He’s posturing, Lloyd realises, the thought distant in his vision.
He’s seen Javier do it before, seen how mana gathered around Javier like a hurricane, his pheromones flaring dangerously as he prepared for a fight, but it had never been directed at Lloyd  with such fury. He now understands why it made other alphas freeze in their tracks, stunned and frozen as Javier charged at them with his sword raised, how it made nearby betas and omegas stumble to the ground as that storm rolled over the battlefield.
“You forget your place,” Javier murmurs, his grip tightening. “You pin me because I allow you to. We fight because it pleases me to watch you writhe beneath me. But I am your alpha, and when I wish for you to submit, you will obey.”
Then he throws Lloyd to the ground. Lloyd barely catches himself on his hands. His body still felt numb, his neck tingling from how Javier had grabbed it.
“Now present for me, and I may consider being gentle.”
He leers down at Lloyd with vibrant blue eyes, cold like ice. Lloyd struggles to concentrate as that gaze burns into him, shaky as he asks, "A-Are you in rut?”
“No,” Javier answers. “I am simply done humouring you today.”
He should stand, Lloyd thinks. He should stand and fight, lunge for Javier’s throat and do as much damage as he could. His instincts were roaring in his chest, full of rage, humiliated, urging him insistently, but his body wouldn’t move.
“... I don’t know how to,” Lloyd manages, licking his parched lips.
Javier leans back against the wall, still staring at him intently. His hand slides down his own groin, and Lloyd watches, magnetised as he grabs himself through his trousers, how his knot bulges heavy in his hand.
“Crawl forward, spread your legs, and beg your alpha to breed you.”
That snaps him out of it.
“You’re fucking dead—!” He snarls, rearing up.
He barely manages to lift himself before Javier lunges for him, slamming him back to the floor and pinning him to his stomach. His hand locks tight around Lloyd’s nape again.
“Fuck—!” Lloyd hates how his body turns to jelly. “Stop doing that.”
Javier only growls, grinding hard against him from behind, his clothed length slotting into Lloyd’s cleft. The fabric of his pants rubbed abrasively against Lloyd’s bare skin.
“Present,” Javier repeats.
“Fuck you—!”
“Do it—!” Javier snarls, and his grip releases for one second, enough for Lloyd to take a gasping breath as that pressure releases before Javier slams a fist down on the back of his head.
Lloyd winces as his nose bangs against the floor, glaring darkly as he whips back around. “Did you just fucking donkey punch me—?!”
Javier does it again, forcing another grunt out of him as his head smashes back down. He grabs Lloyd by the hips and hikes him up. “Present, omega.”
“Don’t call me that,” Lloyd snarls as he thrashes. Javier thrusts his hips forward, once, hard enough that the air is knocked out of him.
“Do it now, or I will make you do it as my seed spills from your cunt.”
Lloyd chokes. He’s so stunned by the words that he doesn’t even move when Javier releases him. He can hear Javier undoing his trousers, hear him groan low in his throat as the smell of his arousal spikes in the air. He feels the head of Javier’s cock press against his rim, dry.
There was something enticing about how Javier growls low in his throat as he teases at Lloyd’s entrance, a dark and predatory sound as if the promise of Lloyd’s heat was threatening to make him snap. It was conflicting and confusing, something dangerously thrilling that tickled the primal part of Lloyd’s brain, at odds with his harried instincts.
“I’m not an omega,” he says weakly, but he realises he sounds like one, that Javier is treating him like one. It made Lloyd leak between his legs as his knot swelled. His arousal was leaking plainly in the air.
Javier’s throat rumbles. “You are tonight,” he says, before thrusting into him.
Lloyd grits his teeth, shivering, as Javier starts a rough pace, helpless moans escaping his lips every time his body is thrown forward with the force of Javier’s thrusts.
He hates this position, which is why he rarely allowed Javier to fuck him like this. It was something degrading that the alpha inside him loathed, to have his face shoved down with his ass in the air—but he knew Javier loved it, that Javier found it hard to control himself when he had Lloyd under him like this, and that knowledge was intoxicating in itself.
Javier was strong. He always carried that strength carefully no matter how much Lloyd antagonised him, disciplined, but he had power that rivalled the gods. It was a rare, coveted sight to see Javier like this, and it was usually during their ruts when Lloyd was too carried away to take it in properly.
“Call me alpha,” Javier grunts. One of his hands slides down Lloyd’s spine, settling on the back of his neck again.
Lloyd’s mouth parts, the word forming on his tongue, before he hastily swallows. He furiously shakes his head, pressing his forehead to the ground.
When Javier growls in response, something displeased, it makes Lloyd’s knot twitch. He’s getting close. Javier is too, the friction of his thrusts smoothing and turning slick with his early release, an addictive glide that made Lloyd’s face ease. The sounds escaping his lips were becoming more breathless, higher-pitched.
“Why bother—” Lloyd grunts, struggling. “Why call you something you aren’t?”
Javier’s hand rears up again. Lloyd braces himself, but the hit doesn’t come.
When he opens his eyes again, Javier is leering at him. He lowers his hand and grabs at Lloyd’s hips again.
“This is supposed to be a punishment,” he says, staring him down. “You are enjoying this too much.”
He reaches an arm under Lloyd’s pelvis and lifts, hiking him up over his shoulder as he stands. Lloyd hangs in his grip, blinking at the floor as Javier starts carrying him.
“We will go outside,” Javier says.
Lloyd’s hands fly out, grabbing at Javier’s pants, his legs kicking in Javier’s hold as the panic fills his chest. Javier drags him to the door, undeterred.
“Not outside,” he snaps, swallowing. Then when they reach the doorway, Javier’s hand reaching for the knob, his eyes fly open wide. “Fine, I’ll do it, I’ll present for you,” he hastily says.
Javier stops, causing him to let out a relieved breath. He brings them over to the bed and throws Lloyd onto the mattress, looming over him with blatant desire.
“Go on, then.”
Lloyd crawls forward, flushing as he spreads his legs. His knot was hanging painful and red between his legs. His hole was sore and stretched, twitching. He could feel Javier’s eyes digging into him, hear the slick sounds of him pleasuring himself as he watched. The words get stuck in Lloyd’s throat.
“Preferrably tonight.”
Lloyd rolls his eyes, whirling around to blearily glare at him. “Get over here and breed me with your fat cock, you stupid motherfucking alpha—!”
Javier pounces on him, forcing his legs apart and shoving inside him. Lloyd moans at the sensation, how warm Javier’s length feels as it fills him up again.
“Not good enough,” Javier snarls.
“It’s as good as you’ll get, shithead—!”
Then his eyes roll back into his head as Javier starts pounding into him in slow, heavy thrusts that cause  his entire body to lock up. Just when his cries become high-pitched and shrill, Javier locks a hand tight around his nape and squeezes firmly, sending him over the edge.
He lets out a scream, thrashing and clawing at the floor as he clenches tight around Javier’s length—but just as he reaches his peak, it falls away from him, a stuttering gasp escaping him as Javier’s thrusts abruptly stop. He pulls out, causing Lloyd to shudder.
“... Huh?” Lloyd mumbles.
His knot, Lloyd thinks weakly, a pained sound escaping him.
“Javier—!” He blinks rapidly, shuffling, feeling his knot pulse heavy and neglected between his legs. “Fuck, touch me—!”
“I am,” Javier growls, his hand tightening its grip.
Lloyd whimpers, struggling to get his limp arms underneath him, but they felt detached from his body as the numbness flooded over him, Javier’s fingers digging into his neck until it felt like he could barely breathe.
“My knot,” he manages, his voice coming out like a whine.
Javier only purrs at him, re-aligning their hips and sliding back inside him. It felt amazing, but Lloyd could feel himself hanging on the brink still, his orgasm halted in his tracks. His knot ached, a burn that made his jaw clench and his eyes water.
“Submit to me.”
Lloyd ignores him, choosing to focus on the searing pain in his groin instead. Javier only huffs, groaning and moaning as he fucks Lloyd slowly.
“You have until I knot to submit.”
Shakily, Lloyd forces a hand up and gives him the finger.
He expects Javier to rough him up again, but instead his hand releases from Lloyd’s neck and combs through Lloyd’s hair, something gentle that makes Lloyd whimper. He feels Javier’s thumb wipe at his cheek, and distantly realises he’s crying.
“Submit, my love. You are only torturing yourself.”
He shakes his head. Javier groans, his knot teasing at Lloyd’s rim as he speeds up his rhythm. He wonders if Javier will actually knot him this time if he begs, if Lloyd acts like a good omega and submits to him—
He blinks, forcing the thought out of his mind, but it comes back full-force when Javier braces his hands on Lloyd’s shoulders and starts fucking him properly, pulling Lloyd onto his cock and thrusting deep into him.
It felt good, too good, and it made his knot flare with the most torturous, teasing pain. He whimpers, trying to crawl away from Javier’s unrelenting thrusts, but he only grips Lloyd tightly and pulls him back, his cock pressing so deeply that Lloyd sees stars. He couldn’t take it anymore.
“Fuck, fine—!” He relents, shutting his eyes tightly. “Breed me, alpha.”
Javier groans, crowding against him. “Beg for my knot.”
“N-No—! I already—-!” One of Javier’s hands dart down and stroke over his knot, teasing it, trailing over his length and rubbing at the head of his cock. Lloyd almost weeps at the relief it brings, moaning. “F-Fine, knot me—!”
“Call me alpha,” Javier snaps.
“Just knot me, you asshole—!” Then Lloyd feels his eyes water as Javier’s rhythm speeds up, rocking him into the sheets. “Fuck, alpha, ahn—! Fill me up—!”
“Say you’re mine.”
“I’m yours,” he promises, his voice cracking as Javie’s scent smothers him. It was spiking in the same way the air crackled as Javier rushed forward with his sword, going for a kill. “I’m all yours, alpha. I love you—”
It happens all at once.
Javier lunges forward and digs his canines into Lloyd’s scent gland, rough and rabid, pain lancing through his neck as he wonders if Javier is shredding him down to the bone. Javier reaches a hand down and clutches Lloyd’s knot heavy and hot in his grip, squeezing it punishingly and causing him to cry out as his orgasm finally hits like a rubber band snapping loose. He feels Javier’s cock thrust deep inside him, his release burning up inside Lloyd—but his knot doesn’t catch, stuck at Lloyd’s rim and sliding off.
Lloyd chokes on a sob. He could hear himself begging, calling Javier alpha as he clawed at the bed sheets. Javier was growling, snarling, frustrated and unrestrained as he slammed their hips together hard enough that Lloyd could feel his teeth shake, but Javier’s knot was already inflated, too big as it slipped against his entrance.
“Fuck–!” Lloyd whimpers. “Fuck, just put it in–!”
“You will tear,” Javier growls. “It will not fit–”
Lloyd whirls around to snarl at him. “Make it fit, you fucking pussy–!”
Then Javier is drilling into him, his knot catching and shoving at Lloyd’s rim, snarling as he grabs Lloyd by the throat.
“Fuck, yes—-!” He feels his entire body wind tight. “Fuck, hit me again—!”
“Call me alpha—”
“Shut the fuck up and hit me—!” he snarls.
Javier’s arm rears back. It’s the last thing he sees before Javier’s strike knocks him out cold.
~
“Lloyd. Lloyd—”
He groans. He can feel Javier’s hands cradling his face, forcing his head up and into the light. Lloyd squints at the ceiling, his vision still blinded by tears, hiccuping.
“My love, are you okay? Say something--”
“Fuck…” he whimpers. “Why’d you stop?”
Javier stares at him, then abruptly sighs and shoves Lloyd’s face into his shoulder as he embraces him. Javier’s hand is firm on his scalp, rubbing soothingly at a sore spot. It must be where Javier bonked him earlier.
Lloyd huffs, breathing in against Javier’s scent gland. His scent has calmed from that violent hurricane into a gentle rain, something that washes over Lloyd’s bruised skin gently as he slowly takes in their surroundings.
They’re still in bed, but he’s in Javier’s lap now, sitting up with him against the headboard. Javier has tucked a blanket over him, and Lloyd shuffles, getting comfortable in Javier’s rigid hold. He must have been out for only a short moment, because he could feel Javier’s knot pressing against him, still swollen.
“You are ridiculous,” Javier murmurs against his ear. “You make everything more difficult than it needs to be.”
Lloyd only hums, unabashed as he smiles into Javier’s hair. He pulls back and takes Javier’s hand between his, plays with Javier’s long pale fingers as he recalls how they felt on the back of his neck, that white rushing wave of euphoria.
“Do it again,” Lloyd murmurs. “Grab my neck.”
Javier lets out a shaky breath at the words, pulling his hand away. “It is improper.”
Lloyd blinks at him, unimpressed. “Improper, huh?”
Between them, there is an audible squelch as Javier’s release dribbles from his asshole. Javier’s eyes dart downward, staring.
Lloyd rolls his eyes, grabbing Javier’s hand again. Javier makes the barest, most half-assed attempt to pull back, and Lloyd gives him a knowing look as he places those fingers along his nape. Javier cups his skin gently, looking almost entranced.
“Come on,” Lloyd tells him. “Harder than that.”
“... I shouldn’t,” Javier whispers.
“You’ve already done it fifty fucking times—”
“I told you I was going to subjugate you, and— I may have gotten carried away,” Javier admits. “You riled me up too much.”
Lloyd chuckles. “So you can fuck me until I’m blue in the face, but you can’t grab my neck?”
“... It is different,” Javier says. “If I were to hunt and catch an omega, this is how I would immobilize them to end the chase.”
Pointedly, his fingers squeeze at Lloyd’s nape, causing him to shiver. “It is vulgar and crude, especially for our situation. You are an alpha of nobility and I am your knight. It is my duty to protect your honour.”
“Bit late for that,” Lloyd sighs, leaning into Javier’s grip. He could hear himself purring as he grinds into Javier’s lap. “We should fuck again, like this.”
“You will be the death of me,” Javier says hoarsely. “Your parents cannot find out about tonight. If you were an omega, they would have me castrated and exiled.”
“Then good thing I’m not an omega,” he murmurs.
He braces arm around Javier’s shoulders and reaches down, sighing as he sinks back down onto Javier’s length. He’s still loose and stretched from their last round, and the soreness hasn’t had time to settle in yet. Lloyd starts to ride him, Javier’s hand remaining firm at the base of his neck as he watches Lloyd, unblinking, his grip tightening every time Lloyd drops heavy into his lap.
“At our next rut, you can catch me,” Lloyd whispers between their kisses. “Then you can hold me like this when you knot and bite me.”
Javier groans into his mouth and rolls them into another tumble. They don’t leave their suite for the rest of the weekend.
It’s a bit of a non-traditional start to courtship, but they weren’t very traditional in the first place.
~
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~
The arrival of spring marks the beginning of courtship season, the three months preceding summertime, when bonded pairs would be consummated as heats and ruts began. For nobility, there was strict etiquette to meet for propriety’s sake.
Lloyd fidgets with his cravat in the mirror, his hands trembling.
It was a muted deep-coloured gold, fancy, all ruffles and embroidery. The cravat looked nice, pairing well with the Frontera coat’s dark red, but it wouldn’t sit right no matter how much he tried to fix it. The servants had put it nicely, then Lloyd had absent-mindedly played with it and promptly ruined it. He never understood how Javier pulled it off so easily.
He would have given up entirely on the stupid thing, but Javier had bought it for him.
It still smelled like him, Lloyd realises, taking a slow breath in. Those pheromones were soft like summer rain as they settled over his shoulders, relaxing his posture.
It would have to do. Lloyd doesn’t want to be late.
When he makes it outside, striding down the front stairs of the manor’s entrance, Javier is already waiting for him at the carriage.
Lloyd falters in his steps, his breath catching as he takes in the sight.
He’s wearing the three-piece suit that Lloyd picked out for him. It’s a delicate blue, almost pastel, something light-toned that makes his complexion look almost angelic. His pale blue hair and sapphire eyes were glowing in the strong sunlight, his features white like alabaster.
He’s watching Lloyd too, his expression relaxed as he holds out his hand. “My love,” he calls, beckoning him over.
Lloyd goes to him, feeling his heart pound as Javier’s scent envelops him like an embrace.
“Uh, hey,” he manages.
Before he can chicken out, he drops into a kneeling bow at Javier’s feet. He takes Javier’s hand and kisses him on the knuckles, then realises he already got the steps out of order. He presses Javier’s wrist to his scent gland, swallowing as he meets Javier’s gaze.
“I am—” Lloyd feels his face burn. “I am enchanted by your presence.”
Javier stares at him for a long, silent moment. Lloyd sees it when his lip twitches upward, the tremble of his shoulders as he visibly chokes down a laugh.
Lloyd punches him in the stomach. “You said it would work—!”
“That only works—” Javier struggles with visible mirth, hunching over. “If you look hot, and—”
“Fuck you—!” Lloyd yells, punching him again. “Vomit, you bitch—!”
“I already know that does not work outside water—”
Lloyd stands to his feet with a snarl, whirling around. He hears Javier laugh behind him, feels Javier’s arms wrap around him to hold him in place. Javier tries to kiss him, so he turns his head away with a sullen frown.
“I was trying to be romantic,” Lloyd mumbles.
“It was very romantic,” Javier agrees.
He’s still chuckling, so Lloyd tries to bite him on the nose. He dodges with a brilliant smile, something so uncharacteristically expressive that it causes Lloyd to do a double-take.
“You’re laughing—!”
“I am not laughing at you.”
Then at Lloyd’s disbelieving scoff, Javier hugs him tight and nuzzles into his cheek with a deep sigh.
“My heart is full of joy. I cannot contain it,” he murmurs. Then his hands trail up to Lloyd’s cravat, gently adjusting it and smoothing it against his chest. “You look gorgeous, my love.”
“Not so bad yourself,” Lloyd responds, looking away. He could feel his own smile widening, unrestrained as it split his face. He probably looked deranged, but if Javier found him gorgeous, that’s all that mattered.
Javier hums, spinning him around. He kneels before Lloyd and pulls the pocket-square from his suit’s breast pocket, holding it out in offering.
“Would you do me the honour?” he asks.
Lloyd nods, accepting the square of fabric and pressing it to his scent gland. It absorbed his pheromones easily, his instincts giddy in his chest as they leaked out his scent in bright waves. He gives the fabric back to Javier, watching as he tucks it back into his suit’s pocket.
When Javier moves to stand, Lloyd places his hands on Javier’s shoulders and keeps him down.
“Hold still,” Lloyd tells him.
He pulls the golden square from his own suit and reaches down, slipping his hand under Javier’s collar and holding it to Javier’s scent gland for a long moment.
“You are supposed to ask,” Javier says, watching him with visible amusement as he tucks it back into his breast pocket.
“Too bad,” he replies, smirking. “I’ve already chosen you.”
Javier’s chest rumbles with a purr. He stands and pulls Lloyd into an embrace, firmly rubbing their necks together.
“Hey—!” Lloyd laughs, pushing at him. “You said that’s poor etiquette—”
“I did not,” he replies, and it’s such a blatant lie that Lloyd snorts.
Their courtship has had an… unconventional order, compared to the prim and proper methods expected of nobility. Physical intimacy of most kinds was considered improper, which is why handkerchiefs and wrists were scented instead.
They weren’t supposed to scent each other neck-to-neck. They also weren’t supposed to have the nastiest, most depraved sex imaginable, but it didn’t stop Javier from spending last night balls-deep inside him, pinning him down as he mouthed at Lloyd’s neck like a chew toy.
They certainly weren’t fooling anyone, but by now, the entirety of the estate was unfazed when Lloyd and Javier stumbled late into the worksite reeking of each other’s pheromones. Belatedly, Lloyd realises they’ve been parading around their unbonded, non-courting pre-marital sex like a giant neon sign that said ANAL, a shameless and overt faux-pas akin to a teen pregnancy.
It made the modesty aspect of courtship feel redundant, but Javier wanted to show him what a proper courtship was like, so here they are.
It’s something once-in-a-lifetime that people dream of experiencing with a sweetheart, a rite or passage like taking a date to prom, or wedding planning with your fiancé. It’s been nice.
He’s become the very thing he used to complain about… Lloyd realises sheepishly.
He used to shout and rage at all his workers for slacking during courtship season. Work would slow to a snail’s pace with so many employees taking their vacation leave at the same time, but he understands now.
Courtship is busy work. It took him at least two hours to get ready for Javier this morning. His servants awoke him early to prepare him. Bathing him, shaving his face, styling his hair and so on. Even his damn nails were manicured neatly. His parents had fawned over his appearance on his way out the door, making Lloyd groan with embarrassment.
“It would be faster to take Draggy,” Lloyd points out as Javier ushers him into the carriage.
“This is not about efficiency, engineer,” Javier responds. He ducks his head and enters the carriage after Lloyd, sitting across from him. “You are supposed to enjoy the moment.”
Lloyd only hums, settling against the cushions as he takes in Javier once more.
He really did look sublime, even more handsome than he usually did. He’s cleaned up his hair, brushed his bangs out of his face with styling gel—and Lloyd must be down bad, because something about Javier’s exposed forehead was making him extremely horny.
“How long is the ride?” he asks as he feels the carriage begin to move.
“Half an hour.”
Lloyd nods. That would be more than enough time for a round. He stares at Javier’s lips. He can’t tell if they were always that naturally glossy, or if Javier’s wearing make-up. He would certainly be able to tell if they kissed.
Javier sends him a scolding glance, clearly noticing how his pheromones begin to leak with his arousal.
“My love, the day has only begun,” he says. “Surely, you can at least wait until after our luncheon.”
Lloyd gives him a look.
“We will reek for the rest of the day.”
Lloyd reaches down and starts unbuttoning his dress pants. He can smell Javier’s scent flaring, how that storm fills the enclosed space like a hazy fog.
“I have many activities planned for us, a whole itinerary.”
There’s not a lot of room in the carriage, so Lloyd brings his knees to his chest and hikes his hips up, until his legs are in the air with his feet braced against the ceiling. His pants aren’t very flexible, but Lloyd manages to slide them up his thighs, just enough to bare his groin to Javier’s heated gaze. He’d cleaned his appearance down there too.
Javier’s mouth parts, then he swallows. “I am trying to be a gentleman.”
Lloyd hums, watching him intently. “Come here and breed me, alpha.”
They reach the restaurant in thirty minutes, but they stay in the carriage for an extra hour.
~
One month into their courtship season, Javier requests a meeting with his parents.
“I will not be long,” Javier tells him. He’s standing in front of Lloyd’s mirror, styling his hair neatly with his comb. “You may join us for brunch afterwards. I will come get you.”
Lloyd grunts in response, still a bit drowsy as he watches Javier from the bed. It was nice to have an opportunity to sleep in. Their weekdays have kept busy as usual, and their weekends occupied with courtship dates, so Lloyd hasn’t had the chance in a while.
Javier’s wearing another one of his courtship suits today, a more sophisticated one that Lloyd hasn’t had the chance to see yet. It’s a misty grey colour with a linen texture, something with faint threads of purple running through the stitch, giving undertones of smoky lavender depending on how the light hits the fabric.
He has the corsage clipped to his lapel, the charmed accessory that Lloyd bought for him last time they visited the marketplace. It featured a crisp white rose and pale foliage, eternally preserved with mana. Lloyd bought it for him in a set, and the matching white handkerchief was already in Javier’s breast-pocket, scented with Lloyd’s sleepy pheromones.
He looked stunning—but despite how his movements were slow and methodical, his scent released in chaotic waves of agitation.
“Why are you so nervous?” Lloyd asks curiously. “We’re already courting, so I thought it was just a formality.”
“I am a lowly knight asking a count for his son’s hand in marriage,” he responds. “I am far below your station, my estate is of lower value than yours, and we have been—” His eyes dart over. “Improper with our courtship, to say the least.”
Lloyd huffs, sitting up and beckoning him over. His entire body is still tense when he joins Lloyd and sits on the bed.
“You know you’re the favourite, right?” he asks, kissing Javier on the cheek. “You could get away with murder in this house. You’ll be fine.”
It makes Javier scoff, but at least the tension in his frame eases out. He rests his chin on Javier’s shoulder, humming.
“I wish I could have done the same for you,” Lloyd muses. “Met your parents. Asked for your hand.”
Javier nods, his eyes going soft, thoughtful, as he tangles their fingers together. Javier rarely talked about his lost family or his old village—but he’d shared enough that Lloyd could form a blurry image of them in his head.
He knew that Javier’s mother had the scent of water-lillies, something refreshing and fragrant, so clear in the air that light could shine through like a rainbow, revealing her pure and gentle heart. That his father had smelled like the crop fields he worked in, and Javier questioned to this day if it was his true scent, or if he’d simply never been able to scrub that smell from his skin before coming home to hug Javier at dusk.
“I do not remember them as much as I would like to,” Javier admits. “But I am certain…”
He squeezes Lloyd’s hand firmly. “They would have loved you,” he murmurs. “They would have scented your wrists in a heartbeat.”
Lloyd smiles, allowing Javier’s fingers to guide his chin up. Javier kisses him slowly, intimately, his throat rumbling with a purr as Lloyd tangles his fingers into his hair. When Lloyd tries to deepen the kiss, to push him down to the bed and crawl between his legs, Javier pulls away with a moan.
“I have to go,” he murmurs against Lloyd’s lips.
“Don’t be too long,” Lloyd reminds him. He manages to sneak in one more kiss before Javier stands up.
“Now then,” Javier sighs, adjusting his suit. “I will present my meagre dowry to your parents while reeking of your arousal. I will come across as truly shameless. Thank you, my love.”
“No problem.”
Javier sends him one last exasperated look before leaving. Lloyd chuckles as the door closes, flops back into the bed with a contented sigh. Javier’s stormy scent still lingered in the room, settling over his shoulders as he snoozed.
As promised, Javier isn’t gone for long.
When he wakes up again, Javier is sitting beside him, softly stroking Lloyd’s hair as he reads the newspaper.
He only bothers when Lloyd’s father hands it to him in the mornings, wanting to discuss some distant event in the kingdom. He’ll surely update Lloyd as well, so he’ll know what they’re talking about when they see his parents for brunch shortly.
There’s a soft smile on Javier’s face, and his wrists smell like a blend of his father’s dark-brewed coffee and his mother’s budding garden.
Lloyd’s parents have given their blessing. Their courtship has been approved.
They have two more months to enjoy it—and they enjoy it immensely.
They take turns escorting each other on the weekends. They spend leisurely days in the Frontera’s villages, in the Royal capital, across the lands from Cremo to Asfahan. Javier takes him to experience things he never considered before.
Glittering nights of cocktail attire at the ballet, the symphony, the opera. A roaring day of battles and jousting at the stadium. A jaunt through the illicit night markets, where the air was so foggy with incense that Lloyd had to cling to Javier’s side, unable to see far enough to place his feet forward as they laughed, giddy, pressing against each other and trading a goblet of nectar back and forth.
Javier had called courtship once-in-a-lifetime. In his head, Lloyd calls the occasion life-long.
Three months is far too short to experience everything he wants with Javier—but he knows they’ll have time. They’ll have all the time in the world to explore it once they become a bonded pair.
Javier has told him what to expect, so he knows how it will feel.
He knows that once they are bonded, he will never again be left wanting for that summer storm scent, because he will smell of Javier’s claim for the rest of his life. That his mana will seamlessly circulate with Javier’s like a single soul, that it will feel like being complete after a lifetime lived in pieces.
Late into the night, Javier will whisper in his ear, his voice sultry, growling as he ruts between Lloyd’s legs. He tells Lloyd about how it will feel when they consummate the bond.
How Lloyd will be blinded with pleasure as Javier bites him, so intense and burning that he will scream until his voice goes raw, how Javier will fuck him, knot him, make love to him as they go mad together. How he will roll over afterwards and let Lloyd have a turn, allow Lloyd’s teeth to clamp into his neck as they bind each other for life.
He knows they will have a ceremony after their season ends, a banquet to celebrate their bonding, something that sounded like a wedding reception when Javier described it to him. He knows he will fall in love with Javier deeper every day until it feels like his heart is about to pop.
—He knows all of that, but he still doesn’t truly know how his instincts will sing, shout aloud, go quiet as they become bonded, how fundamentally he will change down to the bone.
He doesn’t know how it will feel for his venom to release and run dry upon piercing Javier’s neck, how Javier’s bond bite will leave scarring indents in his skin that Javier will run his fingers over, entranced, for hours on end, how they will nuzzle against each other lacking any urgency, lacking any sense of what they are about to lose.
—Because they don’t yet know the reason behind the enforced fate phenomenon.
They don’t know that in two years, they will lose the battle against Hell’s forces.
—And on that day, Hellkaros will grip him by the neck, and cover Javier’s bond bite with his own.
~
On the last night of their courtship season, Javier becomes insatiable.
“Our rut hasn’t started yet, idiot—!” Lloyd complains, moaning as Javier hikes him up by the thighs and presses him harder against the wall, rutting into him.
Javier only grunts into his neck, his teeth already locked tight to Lloyd’s shoulder. Lloyd rolls his eyes, yanking at Javier’s hair until he finally pulls back.
“We were supposed to have dinner with my family,” Lloyd reminds, as firmly as he can manage while shivering. Javier wasn’t slowing down his thrusts. “P-People will wonder where we are…”
Javier chuckles, pressing their foreheads together. “They know exactly where we are.”
Then he pulls out and releases Lloyd’s legs, causing him to shakily collapse against the wall with a whimper.
“Turn around,” he says.
Lloyd would tease him, make him work for it a little, but then Javier grabs him by the nape.
He swallows thickly and turns, bracing his forearms against the wall and shuddering as he feels Javier force his legs wider, how his hand stays tight to the base of Lloyd’s neck as he slips back inside and starts fucking him again.
“I did not expect you to like it so much,” Javier says, his voice rough against Lloyd’s ear. “Being my omega.”
“Shut up,” Lloyd responds. It comes out as a whisper.
He didn’t like the degradation specifically, but he liked it when Javier was the one dolling it out. He didn’t want to be an omega either, but it was hot when Javier treated him like one—Really, it was all for Javier’s pleasure, to see how Javier got when he lost control, how his stoic and calm facade would crumble as Lloyd presented and called him alpha.
When they reach their orgasms, Javier slams him into the wall and thrusts into him hard, hard enough that he gasps, his eyes flying open wide as Javier’s knot threatens to catch—but Javier doesn’t force it, just grinds deep into him, slow rolls of his hips as he groans, his release pulsing hot inside Lloyd as his knot teases at his entrance.
He rests his weight onto Lloyd, causing him to shiver. He could feel his knot pulsing in Javier’s hand, the air heavy with their pheromones.
“You could’ve knotted me,” he mumbles.
“We are still in courting,” he replies, and Lloyd considers strangling him.
Ever since the one time Javier subjugated him, Lloyd’s been trying to weasel it out of him again—the manhandling, the dirty words, the knotting—he’s come close, but nothing near the intensity of that night. As much as he loved their courtship, he’s really been looking forward to their rut.
Javier would probably snap during their rut.
Lloyd shivers at the thought. It would be their first rut without using the collar, where Javier could knot him, bite him, and they wouldn’t have to hold back anymore. He can feel his face flushing as he thinks about it, the exhilaration setting his skin alight as he imagines all the things Javier might do to him once he finally flies off the rails.
Javier pulls out. Lloyd can’t help the way he whimpers as Javier’s softened cock slips out of him. He feels Javier’s release start to leak from his entrance, a squelching, vulgar sound that makes Javier leer between his legs, heated in a way that almost makes him faint.
“Stop staring and take me to bed,” Lloyd mumbles.
Javier hums and picks him up gently. He places Lloyd in their den, cleans his body with a wash cloth before settling in next to him.
Lloyd groans when he immediately returns to his task of chewing on Lloyd’s neck.
“You won’t have anything left to bite soon,” he says, shoving him back. “Are you planning to do that all night?”
“Yes,” Javier answers, insistently crowding against him. “Such that I can claim you as soon as my rut begins.”
That makes Lloyd snort. “That excited, huh?”
“I am,” he murmurs, kissing at Lloyd’s scent gland. It makes Lloyd let out a soft sigh. “I have waited for this day for years. You will be my mate for life and I will cherish you. You will want for nothing, and I will love you forever—”
“Yeah, go back to biting me,” Lloyd interrupts, feeling his face flush bright red.
Javier only chuckles, shuffling up to meet his eyes with a soft gaze.
“I would like to see you in white for our reception banquet,” Javier muses. “The suit that you wore to the river last time. You will look glorious in the sunlight.”
Lloyd nods. It was more of an omega thing, a bridal connotation, to wear white for the reception—but he didn’t care if that’s what Javier wanted. The suit was still hanging in his closet with the rest of his courtship attire. As much as it was a pain to wear, it would be a shame if he didn’t continue to use all that nice clothing once they were done courting.
“What would you have me wear?” Javier asks him.
Lloyd ponders on it. He briefly considers the first time he saw Javier in the pastel blue suit, then his thoughts drift to Javier’s own white suit, the one he’d worn when Lloyd escorted him to the annual courtship gala in the Magentano castle. Finally, his mind settles on the image of Javier that he could picture in perfect detail, of Javier in his usual royal blue.
“I’d like to see you in your knight’s uniform again,” Lloyd decides. “I still have your cravat, by the way.”
“Ah, yes,” Javier responds. “The courtship token that you tried to give back to me. My dignity nearly failed to recover.”
“Hey—!” Lloyd protests, shoving him. “I’m not from this world. I didn’t know what any of it meant! And you were way too subtle—!”
“My love, I bared my neck and dared you to bite me while in rut. I could not have been less subtle if I tried.”
“You could’ve bitten me too,” Lloyd mumbles, flushing. “You’re the one who insisted on the collar every rut. I only wore it because you told me to.”
Javier gives him a long, stern look. “If I had bitten you first, my love, and tethered you for life without a proper courtship, my status as a grandmaster swordsman and all the angels in heaven could not protect me from the countess’ wrath.”
That’s a good point, so Lloyd needs to ignore it. “Well, you weren’t exactly careful with your own neck, so you’re not one to talk.”
“You may bite me all you want. My mother is dead.”
“Oh my god, Javier,” he wheezes, hugging him.
He’s going to hell for laughing at that. The most unforeseen consequence of their courtship was that Javier had become the funniest fuck alive, and Lloyd was still trying to get used to it.
“I’ve been a bad influence on you,” he says, kissing Javier lightly on the lips.
Javier merely hums and leans into him, trading soft kisses with him that vibrate with their contented purrs. They’ve been even more affectionate tonight than normal—which means their ruts are definitely starting soon.
He could feel that overwhelming need to cuddle Javier close and nuzzle against his cheek, cling to him, scent him, all the lovey-dovey fluffy shit that made him dizzy. He wants to kiss Javier so badly that it aches to pull away even for the slightest breath.
They end up sleeping—only because Lloyd knows they won’t get any rest once their ruts start. Javier curls around him, still mouthing at his neck as Lloyd lulls him to sleep with lazy mumbles about the compression and stress of building foundations.
He doesn’t recall when in that chapter that he trails off, but eventually, his eyes slip shut as Javier’s rain water pheromones drizzle over him.
~
It isn’t long after that he wakes in the night to Javier’s teeth latching onto his neck, causing him to gasp—but it’s not a bond bite.
Their ruts still haven’t started, but based on the way Javier was rutting against his back and growling, his thunderstorm smell volatile with its rumbling static, it would be within the hour. It might be within minutes.
“Seriously?” He grunts, rolling away. “Wake me up when you’ve actually got some venom.”
Javier crawls over him, undeterred. His length was hard and hot between Lloyd’s thighs, sliding smoothly against his sensitive skin with how it leaked. Normally, it would make heat pool in his gut, make him whimper as he allowed Javier to spread his legs and slip deep inside him.
But right now—
In all honesty, he suddenly found it real fucking annoying.
His instincts were prickling, upset at having his sleep disrupted in his den, at how Javier was still crowding against him, pinning him down like an omega, biting at his sore scent glands and drooling over his skin.
When Javier’s hand slides up to his nape, he whirls around with a snarl and snaps his teeth at Javier’s face.
He actually catches a couple of Javier’s fingertips with his bite, hard enough that Javier flinches back.
“Get off me,” Lloyd grunts.
Javier’s mouth parts. He stares at Lloyd with dark eyes, dilated, as if captivated. Lloyd’s throat rumbles when he leans in even closer.
“Make me,” he whispers.
Lloyd throws them into a tumble. They roll off the bed into a heavy pile on the floor, knocking limbs, flipping each other and trading hits.
He wants to be on top, Lloyd realises. He wants to grab Javier by the neck and rut against him. His alpha was restless in his chest, pacing back and forth like an animal in a cage, causing his heart to thrum.
He couldn’t look away from Javier’s neck, at how his scent glands were starting to swell in those divots at his collarbone, soft bumps under the skin that Lloyd wants to put his mouth on. He could feel his pulse in his throat, feel his gums starting to ache.
“I want to bite you,” he rasps.
Javier purrs deep in his throat. He smiles down at Lloyd, something teasing. “To bite me, love, you have to pin me.”
They both know he’s only pinned Javier when Javier lets him. It makes Lloyd snarl. He throws them into another wrestle.
Javier shoves him down roughly and slots their groins together. He tries to mount Lloyd, but Lloyd kicks him back, makes it difficult for him, relishes in how Javier’s growls become increasingly frustrated, his face twisting, impatient as he ruts between Lloyd’s legs.
Lloyd can tell when that patience snaps, when Javier tires of their struggle and grabs him by the hips. He starts frotting against him, their hard lengths leaking and rubbing against each other as Lloyd moans, holding tight to Javier’s skin wherever he can reach.
When they orgasm, Javier lunges forward and clamps his teeth down on his neck—and it feels so good that Lloyd almost thinks it’s a bond bite, his mind going blank as he gasps, panting as he knots against Javier—but then Javier lets out a disgruntled noise, his throat rumbling as he licks at the wound.
“Soon,” he says, his voice rough.
Lloyd nods blearily, wrapping his legs around Javier so that their knots could press closer. The orgasm took the edge off and eased his harried instincts. Javier’s scent was flaring, ozone and lighting layering over him with every minute that passed, over-taking his mind like fog.
It wouldn’t be long now.
“Wait,” he says, when Javier starts rutting against him once more.
“Why?” Javier growls.
“I—” He shivers, feeling Javier start to rut between his thighs instead. “I want to fight you again…”
“Have I not satisfied you?” Javier asks, his throat rumbling.
Lloyd lets out a shaky breath. “I mean fight you properly,” he says. “A formal challenge.”
Javier pulls back, watching him curiously. “What are the terms?”
He slips out of Javier’s grip, standing up. He feels Javier’s eyes on him, impatient as he watches Lloyd retrieve his pants from the floor to pull them back on, shuddering as the fabric drags over his sensitive length.
He grabs his shovel from where it rests on the wall, feeling its weight sink comfortably into his hands.
“To bite you, I have to pin you,” Lloyd states. “And if you want to bite me… Then you’ll have to catch me.”
Lloyd twirls his shovel in his hand, waiting. Javier swallows thickly, rising to his feet as if in a trance. He picks his trousers up from the floor, his hands twisting in the fabric, before he pulls them on.
“This… is very unwise.”
Lloyd walks up to him, leans in and feels Javier let out a shuddering breath against his lips.
“Coward,” Lloyd whispers.
Javier’s hands latch onto his hips, trembling, as if he would fall to the ground if he didn’t hold onto Lloyd. “We cannot use weapons,” he says. “I will bring the manor to the ground.”
“Then let’s go outside,” Lloyd answers, stepping away. He goes and shoves the window open, hopping onto the wooden sill and crouching. When he turns back, Javier is watching him like a predator.
“We should not leave the manor while in rut,” Javier protests again. His voice is raspy, his pupils dilated.
Lloyd smirks at him. “Then come catch me.”
He jumps out of the window and tucks into a roll as he lands. He doesn’t waste time looking back, just hops onto the foot of his shovel and channels the strongest mana blast he possibly can.
He launches away, hair flying around his face and wind rushing past him. He feels his Energize skill take effect as the world spins underneath him, replacing the mana he depleted with that single shot.
When Javier gives chase and takes flight, the thunderous crack of his prismatic wings echoes in the distance like a gun shot.
Lloyd’s heart pounds, his blood rushing in his ears as he careens as far as he can manage to carry his trajectory. If his split-second calculations were correct, then he’s heading in the direction of the nearby forest, the clearing where Javier does his training.
Mere seconds pass before he already feels Javier approaching him, a foreboding whistle in his ears like a jet about to fly by. He diverts his last mana blast, abruptly changing his direction and sending him down, cutting through the forest and careening into the dirt.
It’s not the most elegant landing, but Lloyd manages to recover, stumbling to his feet and breaking into a full-force sprint, weaving through trees and jumping over the rough terrain. He dropped his shovel somewhere but he can’t afford the extra weight anyway. He can’t be slowed down.
Somewhere nearby, Javier crashes into the earth like a meteor, a loud explosion of rainbow mana that causes debris to fly out like a tornado, the ground trembling under Lloyd’s feet and making him stumble.
It won’t be a very long chase, not against a rutting grandmaster alpha in pursuit.
He’s only made it so far because he depleted himself twice-over with those mana blasts to stay ahead of Javier’s immense speed. Lloyd lets out an exhilarated laugh, forcing himself to run faster, the forest rushing past him in a blur.
He hears the splintering of wood as trees begin to fall like dominoes, the sound of Javier’s blade as he cuts through the forest straight towards Lloyd. Javier’s scent crawls and rumbles over the forest floor like a fog, hazy and electric, static that raises the hairs on the back of Lloyd’s neck.
He can tell when Javier catches sight of him, those pheromones flaring dangerously and entrapping him like spider web, causing every muscle in Lloyd’s body to freeze. The static becomes so strong that he wonders if his hair is starting to float around his face, that strange phenomenon that happens when something is about to be struck by lightning.
In the moment that Javier lunges onto him, he feels like a hunter caught in his own snare, wolves encircling him on every side.
They tumble to the ground, rolling over each other, grass and sticks scratching at Lloyd’s shirtless skin. The ground is still spinning when Javier pins him by the neck, pressing his cheek into the dirt.
Lloyd gasps, his vision going foggy as his entire body melts, going pliant under that grip. Javier growls, something vicious and pleased, as he squeezes his fingers tight around Lloyd’s nape.
“Caught you,” he whispers.
His hands fly down to Lloyd’s trousers, roughly yanking them off. His fingers jam against Lloyd’s entrance, wet with saliva, causing him to grunt, whimper, squirm as Javier starts roughly stretching him.
When the head of Javier’s cock presses against his rim, hard and leaking, Lloyd thrashes and kicks him off, his heart pounding as Javier pounces on him, his face contorted with fury as he restrains Lloyd’s fighting limbs again. He pins Lloyd’s wrists and snarls.
“I have won, hold still—”
“I said you could bite me,” he pants, grinning. “Didn’t say I’d let you knot me.”
Javier’s body goes eerily still. His eyes glint, his pupils narrowing into slits as he hones in on Lloyd’s scent gland.
It’s the only warning Lloyd gets before he lunges forward and sinks his teeth in.
Lloyd screams. He throws his head back and screams, so loud that his throat goes raw, gives out as he writhes, his skin going cold, hot, burning up where Javier’s teeth latch onto his scent gland, a sensation that consumes him like being boiled alive.
He can feel himself clawing into the ground, his nails catching on soil as he ruts into Javier’s fist—he’s knotted already, his orgasm lancing through him in an instant, and Lloyd could hear himself whimpering, babbling, as Javier squeezed his knot tightly, growling, his jaw still locked onto Lloyd’s shoulder.
It feels like he can barely muster the strength to breathe, his mind turning fuzzy, blurry as he wonders if he will suffocate himself, until Javier finally releases from his bite, panting against Lloyd’s neck as they shudder together. 
“Love—” He can hear Javier fumbling with his trousers. “Love, hold onto me—”
Javier’s scent envelopes him like a whirlwind, so disorienting as it steals the breath from his lungs that Lloyd barely registers it when Javier shoves his legs apart and thrusts deep inside him—but he can feel it in his throat when Javier groans, guttural and rough, as he starts fucking him, making Lloyd moan, sob, cling to him like a leaf in a storm as the pleasure blinds him.
He tries to wrap his legs around Javier’s waist but he can’t lift them, his body heavy like lead, numb under Javier’s relentless thrusts. Javier was already close, his hips jerking, his knot pulsing hot against Lloyd’s rim as he licked along his bite mark, kissing it, moaning against it and causing Lloyd’s vision to go white.
When his knot starts slipping inside with each of his thrusts, Javier hunches over and lets out a wrecked sound, pressing his forehead to Lloyd’s shoulder, trembling, his skin tantalising in the moon light, slick with sweat and glowing, pale and luminous—
Lloyd feels something inside him snap.
He lunges forward and clamps his teeth into Javier’s shoulder, right on his scent gland.
Javier collapses onto him with a beautiful scream. His hips give one last strong thrust, so deep that Lloyd feels it in his throat. He cries out, digging his teeth into Javier’s skin as he comes. He feels Javier’s knot swell and catch, stretching him wide, feels the scorching heat of Javier’s release filling him as they’re locked together.
His canines burn as they sink deep into Javier’s pale skin. The sensation felt like chewing on ice cubes, like his teeth were freezing down to the roots, numb and tingling, his mouth flooding with the taste of iron as he latched on tightly and felt Javier’s blood trickle down his chin.
Javier was still grinding against him, moaning against his neck as they clung to each other. Lloyd’s knot was pulsing between their stomachs, their movements sliding and spreading Lloyd’s release onto their skin.
Lloyd ruts against him, kisses him, drags his hands down Javier’s skin, anything to get them closer. It felt like going mad, like flying, like falling and having Javier catch him in his embrace, pulling him closer until he couldn’t tell which dizzying scent was his own anymore.
They collapse into the grass, limp against each other. Lloyd’s ears echo with the sound of their laboured breathing.
When he finally opens his eyes, Javier is staring at him.
“… You bit me,” Javier says softly. “Cheater.”
Lloyd lets out a breathless laugh. “You knotted me,” he counters.
He can’t look away from Javier’s sapphire eyes.
He could feel the bond forming, how their mana was starting to tangle together, indistinguishable flashes of light behind his eyes, fireworks and static on Lloyd’s skin that left him dizzy. It was rushing through his ears, something elated and captivating.
Hesitantly, Lloyd reaches out with both hands. He pushes the hair back from Javier’s forehead and cradles his jaw. He feels his fingers trembling.
“Now, I get to keep you,” Lloyd whispers.
“And now…” Javier says, leaning in. “I will never let you go.”
Javier kisses him. Lloyd pulls him close, their hands roaming along each other’s skin, sighing softly into each other’s mouths as they wrap tight into an embrace, intimately, like they were the only ones left in the world.
Javier’s pheromones surround him, that sharp edge of ozone, like heavy rain soaking him to the bone and wind rushing through his ears, like reaching out to the sky and having lightning catch on his fingertips—but it felt different.
Something in Javier’s scent was changing. It was gaining the edge of petrichor, like how moss clung to wet trees in the rain, like the erosion of earth crumbling onto itself in a torrential downpour. He clings to Javier’s body like a rock in that storm, allows that monsoon to crash over him until it feels like he’s drowning.
They stay there, still tangled together, nuzzling against each other’s bond marks long into the night.
~
When he awakens that fateful morning after the battle, having returned to the body of Suho Kim, the first thing he notices is that he can’t smell anything.
He breathes in once, deeply, but he only smells the still air of his room. No thunderstorm in sight, not even the whisper of rain.
He can’t feel Javier’s mana anymore.
For bonded pairs, it could only mean that the bond has severed, fractured—a fate worse than death for most.
For him—he places a hand to his neck, feels the unmarred smooth skin, the lack of any scent gland under his fingers, and realises there was nothing to fracture in the first place.
He lays there for a long moment, allows that knowledge to slowly register in his mind as his body goes numb. He takes in the familiar ceiling of his old room, the neutral and almost dreary colour of his walls, the rushing sounds of Seoul’s eternal traffic—memories of his previous identity that had seemed so distant, a lifetime ago.
He tries to ground himself on those observations, but he can’t.
Before he can help it, his mind is drowned again in the echoes of the battle, something high-frequency that still rings in his ears, the same sound that had overwhelmed him as the reincarnation portal had swallowed him whole.
He’d won the battle, but he’d lost the war.
He’d lost more than that, he realises. He’d lost everything—his summons, his powers, his identity—and his mate.
His heart was still pounding, still fluttering and hazy with its fear as he remembered how he’d stood alone on the battlefield as the last man standing. The dawning comprehension that he wasn’t going to make it out of that fight alive as Hellkaros had marched towards him, predatory, his scent flaring so viciously that Lloyd’s legs had locked up, struggling not to buckle and give out beneath him.
“May the strongest alpha win,” Hellkaros had declared.
He hadn’t been looking at Lloyd when he said it.
He flinches, remembering how it had felt when Hellkaros finally snagged him, how he’d dropped limp in Hellkaros’ grip, immobilised, unable to move as Hellkaros’s teeth lunged for his shoulder. He could still feel that phantom grip on the back of his neck, the searing pain as Hellkaros’ canines had dug into his scent gland.
It makes him shudder to recall the sensation. He rolls to his side and curls up, covering his nape with his own hands.
It was something truly violating, something that still chilled him to the core when he thought about that pain, infiltrative, a betrayal against Javier’s claim that lanced him through the heart.
It was worth it, he forces himself to think.
With Hellkaros’ teeth latched into his neck, it gave Lloyd the opportunity he needed. He’d locked Hellkaros in a death-grip and flung them into the reincarnation portal, together.
It wasn’t the bite that haunted him anyways. It was Javier’s voice.
How Javier had snarled, shouted, sobbed as he watched Hellkaros grab him by the neck, the despairing, heart-wrenching wail that escaped his lips as Lloyd felt those teeth pierce over Javier’s bond mark. How he had called out to Lloyd desperately, calling him love, apologising for failing him.
His scent had reached for Lloyd like a torrential wave, violent, thrashing—but still fading. His strength was depleted and his pheromones were smothered by Hellkaros’ acrid scent, like smoke and ash, blood and bone.
That was at least one comfort. With Hellkaros’ pheromones dominating over the battlefield, hopefully, Javier wouldn’t have been able to smell the fear in Lloyd’s scent as he activated his ability for one last push.
But it still wouldn’t leave his mind, the face Javier had made when he finally realised Lloyd’s plan, how he’d crumpled, the tears streaming down his face as he begged Lloyd not to do it, to not leave him. The sight of Javier crawling in the dirt, reaching out, struggling against his broken body as Lloyd flew further and further out of reach.
Suddenly, viscerally, he hopes with every fiber of his being that it was all a dream.
That his time as Lloyd Frontera was just a vivid dream, that none of it ever happened, a mere figment of his imagination—
Because if Javier was real, somewhere out there, still crying out and sobbing, his love, his mate, when they were supposed to be bonded for life, but they'd barely gotten two years and now Lloyd had left him alone, fractured, a fate worse than death—
Then he catches himself.
He can’t call himself Lloyd anymore. His name is Suho.
~
Life carries on, dragging him with it.
It still feels like he’s missing something, a vital sense—like going colour-blind and staring at an apple, knowing in his mind that it was red, but only seeing green. Like losing the sensation of his fingertips and trying to trace the fabric of his suit jacket, unable to feel the woven texture that he knew was there—but he learns to ignore it.
He does everything he’s supposed to. He assimilates back into the fast-paced rhythm of Seoul. He finishes school, gets a good job and introduces himself as Suho Kim to his new co-workers.
He visits the N Seoul Tower every weekend.
He spends long days there. He walks back and forth and idly runs his eyes over the love locks, reading over the initials and worn-down messages. Javier had asked to do one with him after he explained the concept, but he had dismissed the suggestion. He’d told Javier that they were mates now, bonded for life, and they didn’t need a lock to prove it.
Now, he wishes he’d said yes.
He sits at the bench—the same place Javier and him had sat together when they came to retrieve the Kiaora, newly mated, nuzzling against each other as he told Javier about Seoul. He told Javier about his parents, and the convenience store he always used to go to after school, and all the other memories he could think of.
Javier had offered to run away with him. To stay with him here, his real home in Seoul, where he could live a life of peace and they could forget about the enforced fate phenomenon. They both knew he wouldn’t agree to it—but for just a moment, he pulled Javier close, kissed him, and pretended that he and Javier were the only ones left in the world.
He smiles softly at the memories, bitter-sweet. His chest pangs with something he can only describe as longing.
When you miss someone so much that it hurts, you come here in hopes that you may unexpectedly bump into them.
It hurts. It hurts every time he comes here.
—And maybe he’s jinxing it by expecting it, because he never finds Javier no matter how long he searches.
~
The novel remains on his shelf, face-down. The Knight of Blood and Iron.
On most days, it’s too painful to look at—but sometimes the fear will lance through him, panic flooding his chest, and he will scramble for it, hold it close, fall asleep stroking his fingers over the cover and carefully taking in every detail.
He can’t let himself forget Javier’s face.
The soft curve of his smile, the sharp angle of his jaw, those sapphire blue eyes—how they looked at him, alight, almost glowing with their affection. Javier’s hands, roughened from his swordsmanship as they caressed down his body. The strong set of his shoulders, the thick muscles of his thighs—
He’s not an alpha anymore. It felt strange to return to this body—too small for him, too delicate—but he got used to it eventually. He didn’t have sharp canines to run his tongue over, no knot between his legs that pulsed with his arousal, and he didn’t experience ruts anymore—
Even so, every time the seasons turn, spring giving way to summer’s heat, his gut will burn with anticipation for something that never comes.
He presents to his empty room, calls out for his alpha, shoves his fingers inside himself but it’s never enough, never big enough to satisfy him.
On a desperate occasion, he finally caves and buys a fetish toy, something as big as Javier with an inflatable knot at the base, but even that leaves him wanting. It stretches him wide but it’s cold inside him, the room stagnant in the air. Javier’s pheromones were missing, that thunderstorm that would soak warm into his skin until he burned up from the inside.
He always gives up eventually, collapsing to his bed with a frustrated sound as the loneliness soaks into his bones—then he will awake the next morning, dress neatly for work, and face another day as if it never happened, as if he wasn’t aching for Javier’s touch at every moment.
Before he knew it, it’s been five years since he returned to the body of Suho Kim.
The years passed in a daze, feeling more distant than his memories as Lloyd Frontera. He forces himself to stop thinking about Javier, wondering where he is, if he’s okay—because deep down in his chest, he knew there was no point to it.
He already knew that a fractured bond was considered a fate worse than death.
He knew that in the original Knight of Blood and Iron, Marbella didn’t last two months after the death of Arcos. He knew that in the ending spoiler, Scheherazade barely made it through the year after Julian’s murder before throwing herself into battle, never returning.
—And god, they’d been so in love. He wonders if Javier had even lasted the day, if he’d even made it off the battlefield before striking his sword through his own chest.
It was the expected outcome when a bond fractured. No one expected the remaining mate to last long with such a dreary existence—to feel your mana fragmented, fractured, always searching for its other half and aching with the knowledge you would never be whole again.
—But he’d made Javier promise. He made Javier promise to live, to take care of that world for him. So Javier had to be alive still, even if he was out of reach, even if they would never see each other again.
He still returns to the tower every weekend.
~
In the early dawn after their bonding, Javier had described his scent to him.
How it was something beautiful, captivating, like a forest rushing alive with the floods of a summer storm, like a mountain that quaked, holding firm as lightning danced at its summit, like a desert rejoicing in drizzling rain for the first time in a century. Ozone and petrichor, he had said.
“What do I smell like?” Javier then asked him curiously.
Lloyd remembers nuzzling into Javier’s scent gland, his bond mark still fresh as he traced his lips over it, how his chest had rumbled with a purr as he answered, “Like you’re mine.”
He sits at the bench again. He runs his hands over the love locks as he passes. He walks through the crowds, eyes tracing over the face of strangers.
He knows it’s illogical, the whisper of hope that always stirs in his chest. He knows that even if Javier was somehow here, he wouldn’t recognize the face of Suho Kim. That Javier wouldn’t be able to track his scent, because he didn’t have scent glands anymore.
—And yet, somehow, somewhere in the crowd, sapphire eyes look back at him.
He freezes in his tracks. His heart shudders to a stop.
“... Javier…? Is it… really you?”
Those eyes widen at the sound of his voice, shining clearly with recognition.
He doesn’t blink, for fear that Javier will disappear before his eyes like a ghost as Javier starts approaching him, closing the distance between them in slow steps.
Javier looks different. His face has aged, turning sharper and more sallow. His hair has grown out, but it still looks soft enough for him to card his fingers through—he wants to try, wants to throw his arms around Javier and embrace him, but his entire body feels numb.
“My love,” Javier says, reaching out to him.
“... How did you find me?” he whispers with disbelief. “How did you know where I was? How did you recognize me—?”
“My love…” Javier takes his hand, cradling it gently to his chest, splays his fingers and presses his palm right onto his heart. “Have you forgotten my promise so quickly?”
Javier drops into a kneeling bow, taking his wrist and placing it onto his scent gland—and he can’t smell anything, but he knows, Lloyd knows because he would recognize that scent like his own reflection in water—
“Say it again,” he whispers, begs, and Javier smiles up at him, so tenderly that his vision starts to blur as his eyes sting.
“I am a grandmaster swordsman and your knight,” he murmurs. “Even if I lost my sight, my hearing, my sense of smell… I could search the earth and find you by touch alone.”
Then Lloyd is throwing himself forward, clinging to Javier’s shoulders as the tears start streaming down his face. He can hear himself repeating Javier’s name over and over again, desperately, nuzzling into Javier’s neck even if he can’t smell that summer storm wrap around them.
“I don’t look the same,” he whispers. “I don’t smell like anything. I have no powers anymore. Do you still want me… even like this?”
“In this life and the next,” Javier promises, kissing him firmly. “I will always find you, my love. You will never be lost to me.”
Lloyd laughs, breathlessly, shakily as they press their foreheads together. He can feel his fingers trembling as they cradle Javier’s jaw.
Javier pulls him closer. “Ready to go home?”
He nods, holding onto Javier tightly as the world lights up, golden and aglow and spinning around them.
The journey feels dizzying, familiar, like how it felt to tumble through the reincarnation portal, like the strings of fate were wrapping around him, changing him, like being born again—
Then the world stills, melting into detail around him. He feels the bright sun of Frontera shine down on him with that familiar warmth, feels mana alive and thrumming in the air.
It smells like rain, he thinks, and the realization almost makes him weep.
He clings tightly to Javier as his legs give out, that summer storm scent wrapping around him, that edge to it like the jagged edge of a mountainside, enduring, powerful, something that leaves his mind dizzy.
The bond was returning, his mana was rushing forward to tangle with Javier’s in an embrace. He could hear himself purring as he nuzzled against Javier wherever he could reach, pulling him close until there was barely enough room to breathe.
Javier laughs against his ear, something bright and joyful.
“Welcome home, my love,” he whispers. “How I have missed you.”
They would have to share everything—how Javier found him, where they’ve been, how they spent those five years while separated, and what they would do for the next five together. They could do it over dinner. He’ll ask Javier to escort him, and he’ll dust off those courtship suits in the back of his closet. He wants to see how his family’s been, how the estate has grown during his absence.
—But they have time. They could worry about the rest of it tomorrow, together.
For now, Lloyd pulls him close, until all he can smell is Javier and him, an embrace strong like a storm and steady like the earth, a whirlwind of ozone and petrichor.
~












Notes:

OMG One of the Javilloyd artists that I follow on Twitter made art inspired by my fic! Thank you so much to gallery_pieces!

Here's the link to their awesome art and profile! (It is NSFW based on the Ch 4 Collar)
x.com/gallery_pieces/status/2022979683168706571

OMG And thank you to everyone for the amazing reception that this fic has gotten.

I am so happy with this project and it would not have been the same without all of you! This fic was originally meant to be a quick smut oneshot, but I got really inspired to expand it, and one big reason is you guys! My frequent commenters have likely noticed that if they mention wanting to see something, it usually shows up in the next chapters!

Love y'all - Beans ♡
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