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Izzy could feel the throbbing beat of the music all through his body as he and his friends swayed on the dance floor. The group of writhing Omegas all on the edge of their heat drew plenty of looks, but no one bothered them. That was the rule in Omicron. While Betas and Alphas were allowed, it was a safe space for Omegas at any stage, whether in full-blown heat or long aged out of it. There were rooms in the back with heat toys, a doctor on call with suppressants available, and a sign-up sheet if an Omega wanted an Alpha to help them through their heat instead. The rest of the club featured food, music, and quiet spaces for gatherings and celebrations. Omegas took advantage of it for everything from birthday parties to book clubs. That’s why it was the perfect place for Izzy to celebrate his unmating. 

He and his friends made their way back to their table once the song was over, plopping down and grabbing their drinks with sighs of relief. Sebastian grabbed the bottle of champagne and refilled everybody’s glass. 

“Here’s to you finally being free of that dickhead!” 

There was whistling and cheers, and Izzy joined in. He knew that people would think he should be heartbroken to lose his Alpha mate. After all, society figured being mated to a rich, good-looking Alpha was the ideal. But Dylan had been a loud, obnoxious, narcissistic asshole, and Izzy didn’t know why he’d ever fallen for him in the first place. He’d been young and stupid, and Dylan had been hot shit on campus at Wildwood. Izzy had been flattered when Dylan was laser-focused on him, and despite these same friends warning him that it was only because, with his sweet nature, and a face, and body like a Botticelli angel, he was the most sought-after Omega in their group, Izzy thought it was love. 

Turned out it was just indigestion. And now three wasted years later, he was finally free. Just in time for the new year. Izzy didn’t plan on staying single. He loved being bred too much, and toys just didn’t cut it. There was nothing like a real knot filling his hole, splitting him open. He squirmed in his chair as a trickle of slick escaped just at the thought. He could go sign up for the night, but he didn’t want something temporary. He wanted a good, hard dick to ride whenever he wanted. One that wasn’t shared with any Omega that smiled his Alpha’s way. Izzy definitely wanted to mate again, but he did plan on making sure his next Alpha was a decent guy and a good fuck, two things Dylan the dickhead was not. Nope, as much as he wasn’t fond of toys, they would have to do until he could find something permanent

Izzy held up his glass, clinking it against Seb’s. 

“To a new year and a new knot!” There was raucous laughter as his friends toasted with him. 

Izzy was only slightly tipsy but full on horny when he finally made it home. He fumbled a bit with the key before finally making his way inside with a tiny giggle. He had already set up water and snacks by his bed in anticipation of a long night with heat toys. Izzy didn’t bother turning on the light in the living room, tossing his keys in the tray, and hanging up his jacket. His skin was buzzing with the anticipation that had built the whole evening. Heat scent didn’t affect Omegas the way it did Alphas. Still, being surrounded by a bunch of horny people definitely kept Izzy on edge.

Izzy hummed, doing a little bump and grind as he started stripping off his clothes, tossing the black mesh tank on the sofa and unbuttoning his skin-tight jeans, before he froze, nostrils flaring. He blamed the alcohol for not noticing the strong, musky, faintly familiar odor of Alpha permeating the air when he first came in. He flipped on the light, freezing at the sight that greeted him. Damon Diego, Dylan’s father, was sitting in Izzy’s living room, staring at him with dark, intense eyes. The Alpha was dressed casually, for him, in expensive slacks and a white button-down that contrasted with his tanned skin. The sleeves were rolled up, highlighting strong, muscular arms dusted with salt and pepper hair. 

Damon was everything Dylan wasn’t. Sure, they shared tall, dark, handsome Alpha features, along with a strong jaw and muscular build, though Damon’s thick, wavy black hair was sprinkled with silver like the hair on his arms. Anybody meeting the two of them together would instantly notice the differences, though. Damon was confident and exuded a natural power and charm that Dylan could only try to mimic. Izzy always wondered if that was why Dylan didn’t want to introduce him to his family until they were already mated. Even Izzy, with stars in his eyes, noticed that Dylan was a pale imitation of his father. Damon had raised Dylan alone after his Omega mate died, and Izzy just thought that Dylan was just getting out of his father’s shadow in college and that he’d grow to fit the mold. Now Izzy understood that Dylan never would. He couldn’t. He would never be the Alpha his father was.  

None of that explained why Damon was in his living room, though. As if sensing his thoughts, the Alpha quirked his lips in a thin smile. 

“Hello, Isaac.” 

His calm tone lit a spark in Izzy. He was not in the mood to deal with bullshit tonight. “What the fuck! How did you get in here?”

Damon held up a set of keys that belonged to his son, and Izzy groaned. He knew he should have changed the damn locks, but when Dylan walked out after telling Izzy he’d found somebody else, somebody hotter, somebody not a boring, vanilla goody two-shoes, Izzy figured he’d never see him again. The law in their city stated that an Omega always got the shared domicile, thank goodness for modern times and Omega-friendly states, and Izzy was happy to only deal with Dylan through their lawyers. He’d sent the unmating papers over and was just waiting for them to be signed, hence the celebration. 

Izzy crossed his arms, noting the way Damon’s eyes followed his motion. It was only now that he remembered that he was shirtless. He thought about grabbing his shirt, but screw it. Sober, non-heat cycle Izzy would probably be mortified, but this Izzy didn’t give a shit. Damon was here uninvited, and he wouldn’t be staying long if Izzy had any say.  Not only was he not in the mood for this, but being around an Alpha right now, especially one as powerful as Damon, had him on the edge of slipping into full-blown heat. He needed him gone ASAP so he could get to his toys. 

“Okay, great, and why are you here?” 

“The lawyer delivered the papers to my home when he couldn’t find Dylan.”

“And?”

Damon’s deep voice took on a cold edge. “The Diego family has never had an unmating. I don’t know exactly what my son is thinking or doing, but I want you to stop this. I promise I’ll straighten him out and make him come back home.”

Izzy barked out a laugh that had Damon raising a brow. “Oh, I’m sorry. You’re serious? I know that I must seem like a doormat and an idiot to your family after three years of letting Dylan do whatever he wanted, but your son walking out was the best thing that ever happened to me.”

Damon sighed, running a hand through his hair in frustration. Even the slight disarray left behind only enhanced his looks. 

Izzy shook his head. Not that he should be noticing how attractive his ex’s dad was in the first place, but tell that to his horny inner Omega.  

“I know Dylan isn’t the most mature young man, and he’s foolish to let this other Omega make him stray, but I know that you...”

Izzy held up a hand, his momentary distraction with Damon’s looks forgotten. “You know? You don’t know shit, pardon my French. First, don’t put this on that Omega. Dylan has been cheating on me since we mated. Once he had me, he didn’t want me anymore, do you know that? Do you know that he ignored me and treated me like he did me a favor, even looking my way? Do you know that I was lucky if he was home one day a week?” 

Izzy enjoyed watching Damon’s expression change from confident and determined to puzzled and then angry. That’s right. Let the big, bad Alpha learn some home truths about his precious heir. He was about to learn that money, looks, and Alpha power didn’t always get you whatever you wanted. 

“If anything, this mystery Omega did me a favor, though I feel sorry for them now that they’ve got Dylan’s attention.” He shrugged. “Sorry, not sorry for your family name, but Dylan dragged it through the mud, not me.” 

Izzy waved a hand dismissively, smothering a laugh at the way Damon’s nostrils flared and heat entered his eyes. “Go away, now, I have plans.” 

His flippant attitude was apparently more than Damon could take. The big Alpha stood up and marched over, covering the distance  between them in just a few strides. Before Izzy could move or speak, Damon grabbed Izzy by the arm, pulling him close. Izzy didn’t know what he’d been about to say because the minute Damon touched him, his heat flared into overdrive, flooding his body with hormones. A gush of liquid escaped from his hole, sliding down between his cheek and soaking his pants, and he moaned softly, body going weak. 

Damon’s nostrils flared again, this time not from anger but from instinct as Izzy’s scent washed over him. He might be older and in control, but even he couldn’t fight the effects of an Omega’s heat this close. Izzy saw the second Damon’s biology took over, his Alpha pushing to the front
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