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Bonus Deleted Chapter – A Second Chance – Aiden Bates  

 

(This chapter would have been put in when Adam was and Sam was asleep, shortly after 

Sam removed his mark) 

 

 Adam flopped onto his bed with a heavy sigh, the tension in his body ebbing away 

as he nestled into his own blankets. While it had been nice— wonderful, even— to be 

able to sleep beside Sam as comfort him, it was steadily becoming too much for him to 

lie there, pretending to be asleep, breathing in Sam’s scent— his scent without Dustin’s 

mark— and do nothing. He would have likely been fine, and it would have no doubt 

been like all the other times that he had slept beside his best friend in the past… had it 

not been for Sam’s sudden spike of neediness, his begging for Adam to claim him and 

finally feel what his friend felt like— 

 He flinched, cutting off that particular thought as he squirmed in his bed, a hand 

coming to rest on his midsection. Intrusive thoughts like that were exactly why he was 

lying here, and not beside Sam, though even as he burrowed deeper into his blankets, he 

felt the loss of the Omega’s warmth keenly. He wasn’t necessarily cold— his comforters 

were soft and thick enough to stave off the chill of winter that made his whole house 

creak— but there was something to be said for lying beside the man he loved and 

sharing their warmth with one another.  

 As much as he wanted, so desperately wanted to give in and just give himself to 

Sam, to love him like Sam had been begging to be loved, Adam knew that it wouldn’t be 

right— not now, at least. He craved a relationship— a real, lasting relationship with 

Sam, he knew that how they started their relationship was going to set the tone— and 

the length— of it, and if the fates were kind enough to give him and Sam a chance to get 

together at all, he wanted it to mean more than just a pity fuck— he wanted forever, but 

he wanted it to be a forever that Sam wanted, too.  

 With a heavy sigh he raked his hands over his face, as if trying to wipe the 

tiredness and the strain from his features before wriggling out of his jeans and lying 

back on his bed, clad in a simple shirt and boxers. He felt too hot, too flustered to think 

straight, even as he chastised himself for the way that he had imagined his friend, 

knowing that it wasn’t right to think of Sam that way then he was going through what he 

was going through— something that left him desperate enough to beg for Adam to press 

him into the bed, bare his canines, and sink them into his— 

 He brought one of his many, many pillows up to his face, groaning loudly to bury 

his agony. 

 Even as he worked to push the thought of Sam’s pleas out of his mind, of the way 

that he so desperately wanted to give Sam what he had asked for, his traitorous thoughts 

recalled the way that the Omega’s lips felt against the skin of his neck, the little nips of 

his teeth that Sam had peppered along his pulse point. Adam groaned as he felt his cock 

twitching, rising to greet his fantasies. Used his hands to push the pillow harder into his 



face as he began to strongly consider just smothering himself to avoid facing the 

evidence of his shame, of his desire. With a sigh of resignation he tossed the pillow onto 

the bed and lowered his gaze, painfully unsurprised that his erection was steadily rising 

at the fantasies playing out vividly in his mind.  

 Shifting on the bed and easing himself down he hissed as his hand drifted lower, 

past his belly button, his fingers teasing at the waistband of his boxers. He let out a huff, 

half irritated with himself and half tempted to just let the fantasy play out in his head, 

just a little, just enough for him to take the edge off— if he could focus better, then 

perhaps he would be able to put this out of his mind once he had rubbed one out.  

 As his hand slipped past the waistband of his boxers and crept lower still, biting 

his lip as his calloused fingertips brushed along the head of his engorged cock. He 

shouldn’t be doing this, especially not considering that Sam was going through such a 

hard time, he thought to himself, cursing softly under his breath as his hand betrayed 

him, wrapping around his throbbing shaft. His thoughts, his fantasies, couldn’t exactly 

do any harm— to him or to Sam— and though it was a touch awkward to think of Sam 

that way, Sam had made that far easier on him with the way that he had clung to him, 

lips on his neck, murmuring words of want and desire and need. 

“Fuck,” Adam hissed under his breath, his pace quickening. “Sam, yes, fuck,” he 

panted, his hips rolling into the pumping of his hand.  

He kept his pace steady in the vain hope that it would prolong the experience, his 

hand squeezing and clenching carefully around him as he went but it was becoming 

apparent that the wild fantasy version of Sam that was replacing his hand and riding 

him was becoming too much. His heart ached at the knowledge that it was just fantasy 

but it felt too wonderful to stop— it had been a fair amount of time since he had allowed 

himself the opportunity to pleasure himself— with or without fantasies of Sam involved. 

It wasn’t as though he didn’t want to— he was, more often than not, simply too busy or 

too tired to address it.  

Now, though… now there was only him, in his bed that was too big for just 

himself, fucking into his hand with his mind running wild with fantasies of how Sam 

would ride his cock until he was sated— until they were both sated and drunk on one 

another and their love. As he began to pump his hand faster, his mind murmured in 

Sam’s voice, his earlier pleas of taking him and making him his own filling his head until 

they were all he could hear. His free hand came up and he bit down on his knuckle to 

stifle his cries of pleasure as he writhed against his own attentions, lost in the moment 

and his own imagination.  

There was the hazy, dreamy half thought that he could just do this all day, lying in 

his own bed, pleasuring himself with visions of everything that he ever wanted in life— 

and it had been tempting. Almost too tempting… but Sam— the real Sam— needed him 

far more than Adam needed to fuck his own hand. That was the thought that forced him 

into overdrive, frantically jerking his hips into the movement as the coil in his gut 

wound itself in preparation to launch him into his orgasm. He stopped biting his 



knuckle in favor of clapping his hand over his mouth for fear of drawing blood with his 

teeth as he felt the coil snap, and suddenly his seed smattered across the shirt he was 

wearing, covered his boxers. His hips stuttered, and even through his own hand 

muffling him he still managed to moan out Sam’s name as he came, his vision growing 

starry and blurred from the pleasure. 

As he came down from his high, he shambled off of his bed, shucking his shirt 

and boxers off in favor of clean ones, and though he burned with shame at the thought 

of jerking off to his best friend while he was sleeping in the other room… Adam had to 

admit that he hadn’t felt that good in a long time. 


