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Bonus Sex Scene – The Mafia Heir’s Baby – Aiden Bates and Austin 
Bates  

 “No offense, Captain, but I hope I don’t want to see your face before Labor Day,” 
Rathmusen said as he shoved Cody out of his car. 

Cody flipped him off, but he understood the sentiment.  It had been a long 
mission, and he was glad to get home.  “Tell Connor I want a cake for my retirement 
party, asshole,” he shouted after him as the Range Rover pulled away. 

He stared at his house, that he owned, and tried to convince himself to walk up 
the steps.  He had a yard, one that currently needed mowing, and a porch swing.  Who’d 
have thought?  Laughing at himself, he stumbled up to the front door, slightly drunk 
with exhaustion. 

The inside was dark, the porch light reaching just far enough into the foyer that 
he could find a place to drop his gear.  It was late enough that he knew the baby would 
be asleep, but he would stop by the nursery and check on him.  Unless he’d learned to 
sleep through the night while Cody was gone, little Alex Vanya would be up in a few 
hours anyway. 

The night light on the landing threw the stairs into harsh relief as he headed up, 
his boots dragging.  He stripped off his jacket, stretching and yawning, and draped it 
over the railing.  On the landing, he kicked off his boots and tucked them under the 
deceptively sturdy little table that hugged the wall there. 

As he reached the second floor hallway, something crinkled under his foot.  The 
red paper was glued to his sweaty sock, unrecognizable after being crushed into the 
carpet.  A few feet away, there was another red spot. 

A heart.  It was a paper heart. 

Cody grinned, affection warming his tired limbs and giving him a little more 
energy.  He shuffled down the hallway, picking up each paper heart and smoothing it 
out in his hand.  They were different sizes and colors, but each one had a slight raised 
pattern on it.  In the dark, it was too hard to see what it was, so paused in the doorway of 
the second bathroom and flicked on the light. 

His eyes burned as the light blinded him for a moment, breaking the spell of the 
silent house.  Reality, and exhaustion, crashed back down on him as he stared at the 
little papers. 

“Happy Birthday, Sexiest Omega Alive,” they read.  Cody groaned, his lips 
twitching.  He’d forgotten that his birthday was coming up.  He hadn’t really celebrated 
it since he’d left college.  Sure, the brothers sometimes managed to blackmail him into 
letting them throw a party, but he’d been so busy the last few years that he’d stopped 
paying attention to the day. 

Trust Nikolai to do something ridiculous and extravagant.  Cody glanced in the 
mirror.  He was filthy.  Not as dirty as he’d been when they were slogging through mud 
in Thailand, but as sweaty and greasy as a fourteen hour flight and hauling bags could 
make him. 



He considered stripping down and taking a shower.  It seemed like so much effort 
when all he wanted was to fall in bed.  At this point, he was debating whether it was 
really necessary to finish getting undressed. 

Leaving the hearts stacked carefully on the counter, he shut off the light and 
rested his head against the door frame until his eyes had adjusted.  Jerking out of a doze 
a few minutes later, he stumbled down the hall, careful to avoid the scattered hearts still 
on the floor.  He’d just check on Alex, then bed. 

“Shastye?” 

Cody paused in the doorway of the nursery.  “It’s me,” he called, careful to keep 
his voice low.  “I’m checking on the baby.” 

The nursery was warm and welcoming, and Cody gazed longingly at the 
comfortable rocking chair in the corner.  He’d put his foot down when it came to the 
design, shooting down every one of Nikolai’s over-the-top, expensive, or gaudy choices.  
Sometimes all three at once, like the gilded antique French crib.  It was a minimalist, 
soothing space, and Cody’s second favorite room in the house. 

In his tasteful, modern crib, Alex slept peacefully, his perfect little mouth 
drooling on his blanket.  His chubby little hands twitched, tucked up under his squishy 
chin.  Unable to resist, Cody ran a hand lightly over his son’s pale blond hair.  Alex’s 
nose crinkled, and he snuffled into his blanket before settling. 

It was so tempting to scoop him up and bury his nose in that sweet baby scent.  
They both needed their sleep, though, and Cody had a husband to reunite with.  Backing 
away from the crib, Cody forced himself to head for the master bedroom. 

The door to the master bedroom was open just a crack, welcoming golden light 
spilling out.  It drew Cody like a magnet.  He pushed the door open, his eyes on his belt 
buckle as he struggled to get it open enough to let the weight of his pants do the rest of 
the work. 

“How was Alex?  Did he like the carrots, or is he still on a bananas only kick?” he 
asked, shuffling slightly as he got the belt open and the fabric tangled around his knees. 

“Happy birthday,” Nikolai said, his deep voice making the hair on the back of 
Cody’s neck stand on end even as the tension drained out of his shoulders and left him 
swaying.  “Welcome home.” 

“God, that sounds amazing.”  Cody stumbled out of his pants, detouring toward 
the bathroom.  “I could sleep for a week.”  He tossed a tired smile at the bed, barely 
registering anything but the thought of brushing his fuzzy teeth and crashing. 

Tripping over his own feet as he came to a stop, he did a double take and stared.  
Nikolai was on the bed.  That wasn’t unexpected.  Even the vast expanse of naked, still 
rock hard despite six months out of the ballet, delicious muscle on display wasn’t that 
unusual.  Nikolai disdained pajamas more often than not. 

It was the candles that caught his attention first.  The bedside tables flickered 
with dozens of battery-powered imitations of candlelight, enough of them that it would 
have been a fire hazard to have real ones.  The light caressed Nikolai’s tanned flesh, 



stroking the skin and highlighting every dip and rise.  It glittered on his lips and wrists 
and turned his lashes to spun gold. 

Cody swallowed hard, trying to get enough moisture into his dry mouth.  Between 
Alex, Nikolai’s work in Russia, and the rogue infection that had set back Cody’s recover 
from the birth, they hadn’t had the time or energy for sex in months.  Exhaustion 
evaporated in the heat of the image before him, and he turned toward the bed, drinking 
in every detail of the sight. 

There was so much to look at, from the lines that ran down either side of Nikolai’s 
waist, like an arrow pointing to his half-hard cock, to the broad stretch of muscle across 
his shoulders that Cody loved to cover with hickeys.  It wasn’t until Nikolai shifted and 
metal jingled that he dragged enough blood back to his brain to notice the cuffs. 

“What?”  He reached out and ran a finger along the buttery leather, unable to 
remember when he’d gotten so close.  The cuffs were impressive, leather cushioning a 
sturdy metal buckle.  They were hooked to the slatted headboard by a strong chain with 
a quick release clasp. 

They were nice, for what they were.  They’d never discussed adding anything so… 
inventive?  Was that the word?  They’d barely had time to get used to regular sex, so this 
felt very premature. 

“You don’t like them,” Nikolai said, his fingers going to the clasps. 

Cody caught his hands.  “Not sure yet,” he said honestly.  “It’s… unexpected.” 

Nikolai grinned, the only hint of his uncertainty the thick phony accent that he 
liked to trot out to distract people.  “That is why they are calling it a surprise.” 

“That’s one thing to call it.”  Under Cody’s hands, Nikolai was warm, so much 
warmer than Cody that he almost burned.  The rich waves of vodka and licorice scent 
that rose up off all that warm skin was intoxicating, and Cody had to shake his head a 
little to focus on the matter at hand.  “These aren’t new,” he said, stroking the wear spots 
on the strap. 

“Not old, either,” Nikolai said, his eyes sliding away as he shifted.  “You’re tired.  
We should get some rest.” 

“Not even a little tired right now,” Cody said, stroking his hands down Nikolai’s 
arms.  “Kolya.  Talk to me.” 

Nikolai turned his head to stare at the silver buckle on the cuffs, a flush darkening 
the skin of his neck.  Cody leaned down and kissed the skin there. 

“Is surprise for you,” Nikolai said finally, never looking away from the flicker of 
light on metal. 

Cody sighed.  “I was worried for a moment that this was your way of saying you 
were bored of me, but you look miserable, so I’m not sure what kind of a surprise this is 
supposed to be.”  He flicked the clasps, sending the chains clattering to the mattress.  
Still leaned over the bed, he rested his forehead against Nikolai’s temple. 

“Never,” Nikolai said, pulling Cody on top of him, the chains trailing across his 
back.  He pulled Cody into a kiss, pressing them together from chest to knees.  Despite 



the discomfort in the situation, his erection still pressed firmly against Cody’s through 
the thin separation of his boxers.  “You are so strong,” Nikolai said slowly as they parted, 
each word dragged out of him with the kind of honesty that they were both still getting 
used to.  “I don’t want you to feel like you can’t be strong here, too.” 

Chewing on that for a moment, Cody squirmed out of his undershirt, enjoying the 
feel of the hard body underneath him.  There was still a gentle curve to his stomach, the 
scar from the emergency C-section a dark line that his hair was just starting to grow up 
around.  “Okay, I can see the intent of the gift, but,” he smiled at Nikolai as he ground 
his hip down, making the big Russian moan, “I don’t need chains to feel powerful.  You 
make me feel powerful every time you look at me with that look.” 

“What look?” Nikolai asked, watching Cody shimmy out of his boxers with eyes 
gone dark with desire. 

“That one,” Cody said, scraping his teeth over the rough stubble popping up on 
Nikolai’s chin.  “The one that makes me think you’re going to eat me alive.  Even when I 
felt like a blimp, one look from you, and I felt like the sexiest omega alive.”  He straddled 
Nikolai’s thighs, sitting up so that he could get a better view of the bounty before him.  
“This is good, too,” he added, grinning as he pressed his palms against the tight nubs of 
Nikolai’s nipples. 

Nikolai shifted, pressing against Cody’s touch, seemingly oblivious to the way 
Cody gasped.  How could he ever think that all the chains in the world would make Cody 
feel half as powerful as he did in that moment?  Cody pinched on sensitive bud and 
watched Nikolai throw his head back with a curse, heat spreading through his veins like 
lava. 

“Is this gift for you, or me?” Nikolai growled, leaning up to steal a kiss, his abs 
carved out of stone as he moved so effortlessly.  It was as over-the-top and ridiculous as 
the rest of the Russian’s personality, and Cody loved it. 

Nipping at Nikolai’s lips, he traced the line of his jaw with one hand.  “I think, 
since it’s my birthday, I get to say what’s a good present.”  He pushed Nikolai back onto 
the covers. “And I say that this is perfect.” 

Nikolai stared up at him clearing his throat.  He opened his mouth to speak, but 
nothing came out, and he turned his face away instead.  In the golden light, his ears 
darkened to a shade of red that Cody had never seen before. 

About to call off the whole thing in favor of getting to the bottom of whatever 
nonsense was percolating through Nikolai’s head, he opened his mouth and let out a 
strangled squeak as Nikolai squirmed.  Silky hard flesh rubbed together, scorching him 
to his bones, and he was completely derailed. 

Panting into Nikolai’s shoulder, he dug his teeth into the skin there in retaliation 
for the distraction.  Nikolai groaned and bucked, his heart racing under Cody’s lips.  
There were a few minutes where all Cody could do was rock his hips into the delicious 
friction and hold on to his fraying control with all his might. 

“You’re going to pay for that,” he said, raising himself back up on shaking hands.  
Nikolai’s eyes, so blown there was only the tiniest rim of blue visible in the flickering 
light, watched him from under his lashes.  The moment was heavy and strangely 



charged as Cody leaned down to kiss him, coaxing his tongue to play until they were 
both breathless, Nikolai’s thighs squeezing Cody’s waist like a vice. 

It was that weight, so unfamiliar, that made Cody draw back.  Nikolai had shifted 
around while Cody was distracted, and the omega was now kneeling between toned 
thighs.  Cody sucked in a deep breath, trying to pull together enough brain cells to read 
the weighted expectation in Nikolai’s silence. 

“We don’t have to do this,” he said, stroking the soft skin on the inside of 
Nikolai’s thighs.  He’d been on this side of the equation once or twice, but always with 
other omegas.  His head spun a little at the thought of pressing into Nikolai and 
watching him fall apart.  It was a heady thought, one he hadn’t ever let himself think 
before, not wanting to push Nikolai toward something he didn’t want. 

Nikolai fussed with the cuffs still on his wrists, peeling them off and tossing them 
on the floor.  “I want to,” he said, each word gritted out through clenched teeth.  Cody 
crossed his arms and shot him an unimpressed look.  “I do,” he said.  “I should not have 
been, but I was always curious about it.” 

“But you’ve never actually done it before,” Cody said, rubbing his thumbs against 
the tense muscles under his palms. 

He shrugged, the movement shifting them together in interesting ways.  “Never 
did I have anyone I trusted,” he said, his fingers tracing the slight marks left by the 
leather.  “I thought they might help set the mood.”  He grimaced, catching Cody’s hand 
and pulling it forward so that he could press a kiss against the palm.  “It has done the 
opposite.  Sorry.” 

“Not at all,” Cody said quickly, smiling down at him.  Something occurred to him, 
and he narrowed his eyes.  “So is this one of those ‘Real Russian’ things?  The only way a 
man can willingly take it up the ass is if he’s chained down and has no other option?” 

Nikolai looked away.  “No,” he said, throwing one arm over his head.  From the 
shadows underneath, Cody could see the glitter of eyes watching his reactions closely. 

“Well that’s good, then,” he said with forced cheer.  “I’d hate to have to kick your 
ass around the gym tomorrow just to remind you that I’m no less of a man.”  The tension 
in the room had softened his erection enough that he could feel fatigue lapping at the 
edges.  “If you want this, all you have to do is ask.” 

“I do,” Nikolai said immediately, dropping his arm so that Cody could see his 
sincerity.  “With you, I do.” 

Affection, hot and painful, flared in Cody’s stomach, and he shook his head.  “You 
crazy Russian,” he said, leaning down and pressing a teasing kiss to Nikolai’s lips.  “It 
doesn’t have to be tonight.”  He licked his way into Nikolai’s mouth, chasing the sweet 
flavor that was pure Nikolai until it was replaced with the taste of the two of them 
together. 

Nikolai pulled their joined hands down his body to curl around his cock.  Unlike 
Cody, he was still rock hard, the tip slick with fluid.  “I want this,” he said, barely a 
whisper in the space between their faces.  “I have thought of nothing else for days.” 



Groaning against sharp angle of Nikolai’s jaw, Cody ran his thumb over the 
flushed head, shuddering at the slippery feeling.  His own cock twitched in interest, 
beginning to fill.  “That’s the sexiest thing you’ve ever told me,” he admitted before 
claiming Nikolai’s lips in a hard kiss.  “Lube.” 

Strangely shy, Nikolai fished a small bottle of lube out from under the pillow, 
turning his face into his arm as Cody popped the top.  It made protectiveness well up in 
Cody’s gut, gentling his touches and dragging soothing little noises out of his throat. 

The first time he slid his slick finger over the opening to Nikolai’s body, he went 
rigid, his eyes clamped shut.  Cody shushed him, prying one clenched hand open to 
twine his free hand with it.  The second touch made Nikolai groan, his cock jumping. 

Cody leaned down to gnaw a dark love bite into the thick muscles of one 
shoulder.  That knocked some of the tension out of his spine, but he was still too tense.  
Determined to make this as incredible as Nikolai’s most secret fantasies, Cody 
considered his options. 

He could give Nikolai a blow job, but neither of them were going to be up for a 
round two tonight, and someone had to have the energy to take care of Alex.  He stroked 
his finger across the furled entrance to Nikolai’s body again, massaging it gently.  His 
fingers tingled with heat, and he glanced at the bottle again.  The lube was the warming 
kind, the cinnamon flavor a pleasant side effect. 

Grinning so hard that his cheeks ached, Cody slid down Nikolai’s body, leaving a 
trail of kisses.  Everywhere his lips pressed, the muscles relaxed, so he covered as much 
area as possible. 

“I love you,” he said, nuzzling Nikolai’s balls aside.  He smelled clean, like soap, 
cinnamon, and Nikolai, and Cody was very aware of his own dirtiness for a moment. 

His fingers trailed over Nikolai’s glorious ass, the kind of ass that had lured more 
than one donor to offer up extravagant money to the ballet. The ass that had made the 
director cry when Nikolai retired.  Grabbing a big handful, he leaned in and ran his 
tongue over the tightly clenched wrinkle of skin. 

Cinnamon burst on his tongue, hot and overpowering.  Nikolai shouted, almost 
wrenching out of Cody’s grip as he sat bolt upright and stared down with wide eyes.  
Cody licked his lips, almost disappointed that the lube was so strong. 

“What are you doing?” Nikolai asked, trying to squirm away as Cody leaned down 
again.  “You don’t have to do that.” 

“I know.  I enjoy it.  Do you have a reasonable objection?”  Cody rested his cheek 
on one trembling thigh and waited patiently.  After the third time Cody had slammed a 
door in Nikolai’s face for the phrase “Russian’s don’t,” they’d agreed that personal 
preferences were considered reasonable, while societal expectations were not. 

Nikolai didn’t blink for so long that Cody wondered if he’d broken his alpha.  
“No,” he said finally, but he made no move to settle back on the bed.  He was breathing 
harder than the last time he’d danced the Nutcracker, his eyes wild. 

Grinning, Cody stretched his tongue out and tickled the smooth skin behind 
Nikolai’s balls. 



“Fuck.”  Nikolai threw himself back on the bed hard enough to bounce, and Cody 
laughed. 

The burn of cinnamon was subsiding now, and Cody could taste the salt of fresh 
sweat as he went back to his task.  Experimenting, he found that he could make Nikolai 
squirm by using the tip of his tongue, but if he licked up the crack with one broad, flat 
lick, Nikolai shouted.  The sound sent made him shiver with pleasure, his cock swelling 
against the sheets. 

 Every shift and twitch of Cody’s tongue translated to motion on the bed, writhing 
and jerking as Nikolai croaked out Russian curses and bitten off groans.  It was intensely 
intimate, a feeling of connection he’d only felt a few times before. 

Fumbling with the lube to slick his fingers, Cody stabbed the point of his tongue 
at the guarding ring of muscle.  Nikolai hissed above him, his body rocking back and 
forth as if it wasn’t sure whether to pull away or press for more.  The muscles fluttered 
around his tongue, and it was his turn to groan. 

Reluctantly, he shifted enough to rub one finger over the softened ring, grinning 
when Nikolai bucked against him.  The overpowering cinnamon made his lips tingle as 
he kissed his way up to the base of Nikolai’s cock, hard and red and dripping 
everywhere.  Sucking the head into his mouth just as he pushed his finger up to the first 
knuckle in that burning heat, he rode out the wild jerking as he savored the salty tang. 

Hands curled in his hair as he slowly worked his finger deeper, searching along 
the silky walls for the spot that would really make Nikolai scream.  Cody’s cock was 
aching in jealousy as Nikolai’s body gripped and caressed his finger, and he had to focus 
on breathing deeply to keep control. 

“It is enough,” Nikolai mumbled, trying to drag Cody up his body.  “Now we fuck, 
yes?” 

Cody laughed around his mouthful, pulling back so that his breath could blow 
over the damp flesh.  “No.” 

“I am not a weak little— Fuck!” 

Grinning, Cody fluttered his finger around the edges of that magic spot, taking 
care not to let it become overwhelming.  Nikolai writhed on the bed, tossing his head 
and panting out broken Russian phrases.  Even without understanding much of the 
language, Cody could tell which were prayers, and which were curses. 

While Nikolai was suitably distracted, Cody pressed a second finger in.  It was so 
tight, not forgiving like an omega would be, he started to wonder if it was even possible 
for an alpha to have sex like this.  He ran his tongue up the vein pulsing along the 
underside of Nikolai’s cock, relieved when his body gave slightly. 

It was beginning to tentatively welcome him when he pressed in the third finger, 
and Nikolai froze, his whole body clamping down on Cody’s fingers until he could feel 
the blood pulsing in them, a syncopated rhythm against Nikolai’s racing heart. 

Pulling back to check if Nikolai was okay, Cody had a front row seat as the alpha 
fell into his orgasm.  Nikolai’s head was thrown back, the muscles in his neck corded 
tight when the first pulse of come spattered across them.  He sucked in a breath, loud 



and shocked in the sudden silence, and his whole body flinched as the movement shifted 
Cody’s fingers inside him. 

The shaking started in his hands, still threaded in Cody’s hair, and soon his 
thighs were trembling where they rested against Cody’s shoulders.  Cody stroked his free 
hand over the heaving muscles of his side as Nikolai sucked in breath after breath, only 
to blow them out explosively as he was shaken by pleasure. 

Slowly, the wave receded, and Nikolai’s body loosened enough for Cody to 
remove his fingers. 

“Jesus,” Nikolai said, curled weakly on the sheets. 

“That was amazing.”  Cody slid up the bed, huffing under his breath as his 
neglected cock slid against Nikolai’s thigh.  He pressed kisses along the ridges of 
Nikolai’s collar bones, licking up salt and come as he went.  “Thank you.” 

Pulling him closer with limp hands, Nikolai smiled at him, his whole face slack 
with wonder.  “What are you thanking me?” he asked, leaning up for a kiss. 

Cody ducked his head, warm lips sliding along his cheek.  “For letting me do 
that.”  Nikolai tried to kiss him again, and he pulled back.  “Let me go brush my teeth.” 

Nikolai caught his cheeks and followed him despite the awkward angle, pressing 
their lips together.  It was an inhuman feat that he managed easily despite his 
overworked muscles.  Holding still, Cody let him lead the kiss, their lips sliding together 
as Nikolai licked his way into Cody’s mouth.  They shared breath, Nikolai’s pants 
washing over the space between them. 

“Is not so bad,” Nikolai said thoughtfully as they parted.  “I am very glad I 
cleaned well when your team told me you were on your way.” 

“Is that how you knew to get all this ready?” Cody asked, settling to one side.  “I 
was wondering.”  His erection was still throbbing, pressed against the warm skin of 
Nikolai’s hip, but it could wait until next time.  “I’m glad to be home.”  He pressed a kiss 
to Nikolai’s shoulder, snuggling against his side. 

“Party is not over yet,” Nikolai said, one big hand sliding down Cody’s chest to 
curl around his cock. 

Cody groaned, rocking against that familiar grip.  “What did you have in mind?” 

“Mission has not changed.”  He stared down at Cody, his eyes glowing in the 
yellow light.  With all the tension leeched out of his body, he looked more comfortable in 
his skin than Cody had ever seen him off of a stage. 

“We don’t have to,” Cody said, even as his cock jerked eagerly. 

Nikolai didn’t bother with a response, raising one eyebrow and pulling Cody back 
between his legs.  This time their kiss was deep and deliberate, both of them calmed 
down enough to make it count.  Cody scraped his teeth over Nikolai’s plump bottom lip, 
licking away the sting as he lubed up his fingers for the third time. 



Relaxed and languid, Nikolai’s body opened up for him almost immediately, 
welcoming Cody’s fingers deep enough to make Nikolai buck against him.  The hand 
around his cock faltered, squeezing just hard enough for Cody to see stars. 

“I am ready,” Nikolai said, fucking himself on Cody’s hands, his cock twitching 
back to life. 

“Yeah,” Cody said, breathless with the reality of what he was about to do.  He’d 
never even fantasized about it, it was so far beyond what he could have imagined. 

Pulling Nikolai’s hand away from his cock, he pressed a kiss to the soft skin of his 
wrist.  The tingle of the warming lube was a pleasant torture, and he muffled his groan 
in the cooling sweat on Nikolai’s neck. 

The first press seared through him, and he almost came right then and there.  
Despite the stretching, the welcoming way Nikolai opened for him, the fit was so tight 
that Cody forced himself to scan Nikolai’s face for any signs of pain. 

There were none.  Nikolai was wrecked with pleasure, his mouth hanging open as 
he groaned and gasped, his eyes dazed.  He clutched at Cody with his whole body, legs 
locked tight against Cody’s hips.  When Cody didn’t move fast enough for him, he rolled 
his hips, working another fraction of an inch inside and making them both shake with 
pleasure. 

Cody bit his lip until it stung, the pain keeping him steady as he pressed forward.  
The fire that licked along his spine was fed by the heat and tight of that delicious grasp. 

“Move,” Nikolai grunted. 

“I don’t want to hurt you,” Cody said, prepared this time when Nikolai tried to 
drag him closer.  He held his hips steady, sweat dripping off his nose as he struggled. 

Nikolai snorted.  “Never happen,” he said, pressing his lips to Cody’s jaw. 

The clench as he curled up to reach wrung a cry out of Cody’s throat, pleasure 
bordering on pain shaking him like a rag doll.  Nikolai smirked, squeezing again, and 
Cody was lost. 

Thrusting deep, he seized Nikolai’s lips for a kiss that was all teeth, their voices 
mingling as they struggled to get closer together.  Nikolai’s cock was pressed between 
them, hard again, and Cody watched through the flashes of white that obliterated his 
mind as Nikolai curled his fingers around it, stroking hard. 

It was too intense to last.  Cody could feel the fuse burning its way closer and 
closer.  He heaved Nikolai’s hips up onto his lap, changing the angle enough to make 
Nikolai shout with every thrust. 

When Nikolai locked up, every muscle clenching tight, Cody snapped.  Pleasure 
exploded over him in waves, too much for his body to contain.  He could feel Nikolai all 
around him, smell the hot musk of his orgasm rising up from between them.  Behind 
Cody’s eyelids, the flicker of candles on Nikolai’s blue eyes was etched into his 
memories. 

A lifetime later, Cody hauled himself off Nikolai’s chest and slumped to the side.  
The movement caused his cock to slip free of its warm sheath, and they both grunted at 



the feeling.  Cody curled into Nikolai’s side, exhaustion catching up to him and leaving 
him struggling to open his eyes. 

“That was…”  He couldn’t think of a word that was big enough, real enough.  “I 
love you,” he said instead. 

Nikolai kissed him, soft and gentle.  “I love you, shastye.  Thank you.” 

“You okay?”  A yawn big enough to make his jaw pop distracted him for long 
enough that he couldn’t remember the question. 

“I am,” Nikolai said slowly after a moment, stroking Cody’s back, “different.” 

Cody hummed a question, his eyes sliding closed. 

“It is ridiculous,” Nikolai said, a bitter edge to his voice that made Cody frown 
and cuddle closer.  “Every romantic movie and omega fairy tale talks about having sex 
like it is a profound experience.  An omega learns reality, their ‘place,’ through the 
power of the alpha’s dick.  This is bullshit.” 

Cody nodded, shifting to get more comfortable. 

“But now…”  He hesitated for long enough that Cody started to drift away.  
“Now,” he said, his voice barely a breath, “I find myself understanding what they were 
trying to say.  I spent so many years refusing to do this thing because it was not seemly 
for an alpha.  It would make me less than a man.  This is stupid, I know,” he added, lips 
a warm touch against Cody’s hair.  “It is what I was taught.” 

Shaking himself awake enough to smile at Nikolai, Cody found himself admiring 
the way the fake candles haloed Nikolai in gold. 

“You have shown me, over and over again, that the only person who can define 
me is myself.  I have spent my whole life wondering what it would be like to make love 
with my partner as equals, and now I am left wondering only why I waited so long.”  
There was regret in Nikolai’s deep voice, but also the bone-deep confidence that he had 
always worn as a mask.  This was real and hard-earned. 

Cody yawned again, struggling to follow the conversation, his eyes sliding closed. 

“Maybe I was waiting for you,” Nikolai said.  “My happiness.” 

Snorting quietly, Cody tried to tease him for being sappy, but all that came out 
was a soft mumble. 

“Are you sleeping through my heart-felt confession?” Nikolai whispered. 

“No,” Cody muttered, his body too heavy to move.  The bed was so warm and 
comfortable. 

His pillow shifted as Nikolai laughed.  “Sleep, shastye.  I will tell you again in the 
morning.” 

Cody felt the covers sweep up over him, raising goosebumps on his skin, and then 

everything faded into darkness. 


