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“I need to go backstage.” Aaron’s confident voice rose above the arena’s din. Fifty thousand fans were still enraptured by Johnny’s performance. 

Like many of those fans, Aaron wanted more than just watching Johnny Omega from afar. Unlike most of those fans though, Aaron would try to get it. 

It was worth a shot. He’d accomplished all his previous goals, so why not this one? 

Johnny didn’t have to disappear like that. Even if Johnny retreated backstage after his set, the show could go on.

He would meet Johnny Omega. Or at least try. Aaron was that kind of alpha.

No appointment. No backstage pass. No credentials of any kind. He just wanted to see his rock idol, the biggest star in omega pop, the man who proved omegas didn’t have to be backup singers or long-haired acoustic guitarists. Johnny Omega was the top star of omega pop as long as there had been omega pop.

Seeing Johnny was a worthy challenge. It wasn’t just seeing him that was the goal, of course. It was the accomplishment that Aaron was after. 

Aaron had the money. He could have paid for an inside connection. He could have invested in Zygote Records or sponsored a concert or any other sneaky method for a billionaire to meet his rock star idol. But that would’ve been cheating. Aaron did fandom the hard way: using nothing but persistence and maybe a little bit of charisma. No cheating, no yelling about what a big shot he was, and no flashing his billions.

A steely-faced bruiser of a security guard started walking over. He pushed a skinny omega fan out of the way and looked at Aaron after doing it. That was a show of what he was capable of. Then he stood in front of Aaron, with arms folded. He was blocking Aaron’s way backstage. Aaron summoned his own best steely gaze. 

He looked the thug right in the face. He breathed deeply just like he did when talking to his board of directors. Then he said it: “I need to. I need to go backstage.” 

If you want something, you have to ask for it. Ask for it hard. Demand it.

Asking hard for a longshot opportunity had given Aaron the chance to invent omega birth control. It had made him a billionaire. It also sometimes helped him get a restaurant table or a dismissed parking ticket. Maybe it had even gotten him a better condo unit at Alphaville Towers. Now, he’d try to meet his idol.

The goateed concert guard exhaled directly into Aaron’s face, as if to establish dominance. His breath was flame. Aaron sensed notes of two-dollar wine, overtones of minty chewing tobacco, and perhaps a whiff of sewage, or maybe just rotting teeth. It was all mixed with some aggressive-smelling alpha pheromones. 

Sure, this guard was an alpha. Of course. Like every security guard. Aaron knew the type of alpha who just loves to become a security guard. 

Alphas were in high demand as security guards. They were instinctively protective, supposedly. Somebody in some concert security hiring office must’ve thought this dude fit into that category, even if he was obviously more of a bully than a protector. His smirk was derisive even toward another alpha. Brutes like that made Aaron ashamed of being an alpha.

Aaron did enjoy a bit of a protective streak, especially when he knew the sorts of injustices that omegas were subject to. That was what motivated him to invent omega birth control, after all. It was putting his natural protective urges to good use.

Aaron had even volunteered for an omega protection service. His motivations were pure. He just wanted to protect vulnerable omegas. And he wanted something to do every day, other than staring at the ceiling and counting his money.

Other alphas’ motivations for volunteering their “protectiveness” weren’t so pure. Maybe it was cynical to think so. But a lot of other alphas just used “protection” as an excuse to get in a room alone with a winsome omega. And then he knew what kind of “protection” would happen.

Alphas were naturally horny. Their libidos wrote checks that their hearts couldn’t cash. As an alpha, he knew that tendency all too well. At least he had the time and the money to do something about it. That was why he volunteered for the Omega Protection Service. Too many other alphas were only interested in “protecting” omegas if they could fuck them too.

“Yeah, you need to go backstage.” The guard sneered. He spat out some sort of auburn substance that Aaron could only hope was tobacco. “So does every other horny alpha in the arena.” 

The guard shook his head and snickered mockingly at Aaron. With his heavily tattooed hand he reached into the pocket of his baggy jeans. With the manliest wrist-flip possible, he tossed a heap of tobacco into the pouch of his cheek. 

He ground his cheek on his gum like a cow chewing cud. He didn’t stop staring at Aaron dismissively. Every tobacco-chewing-grinding motion signaled fuck you to Aaron’s dignity and no way to Aaron’s backstage ambitions.

His mouth full of brown and red, the guard extended his open palm into Aaron’s field of vision. He was showing off his hand tattoo: some kind of tarantula on the palm of his hand, with the Greek letter alpha for the body and awkwardly drawn legs extending out to the guard’s fingers.

Aaron could bluff his way through this. Maybe all the way backstage.

“Nice tattoo.” Aaron nodded calmly. He stared in the guard’s face, without smiling to soften his comment. 

He was just giving a compliment, after all. Nothing wrong with complimenting a man’s hand tattoo.

The guard stared Aaron down. He took a half-step toward Aaron. Then he only nodded in response. 

Of course it was a nice hand tattoo. Or at least he himself liked it. He also must have loved every one of his own chins. Maybe he had a favorite.

Aaron stared back at the guard. Aaron’s eyes traced the cascading smiley-faces of his chins, punctuated only by random outgrowths of scruff. 

Then Aaron pointed directly into the spider tattoo adorning the guard’s hand. “How many rec yard blowjobs did that masterpiece cost you?” 

Aaron nodded inquisitively, then looked past the guard’s hand and toward his eyes. He asked the guard again. “I mean, I’m just wondering how much prison alpha dick you had to deepthroat in exchange for that tattoo?” 

The guard’s entire composure stiffened. He looked like he was about to take a swing at Aaron. But he didn’t. 

If the ogre lost his cool, the ogre would be arrested and removed. Aaron could use that opportunity to sneak backstage. 

If the ogre didn’t lose his cool, Aaron would have succeeded in taking the brute down a few notches. Thereby asserting his own authority. Thereby raising his chances of going backstage. 

Win win. Win. Aaron’s chances of going backstage to meet Johnny were rapidly improving. 

Appraising the insult, the guard fidgeted uncomfortably. His mouth twitched like a rabid dog’s maw. His lips tried to contain a snarl, or worse. 

He very much looked like he wanted to throw a punch, but his better sensibilities wouldn’t allow it. He strained to control his body. 

He looked like a man trying to throw a punch living inside another man who was trying to stop him. It was the perfect conflicted situation that Aaron could use to his advantage. Divide and conquer, even when the division is a security guard undecided about whether to punch the uppity alpha nerd in front of him or maintain his employment.

Aaron sighed with theatrical exasperation. Then he announced confidently to the guard, and to anyone else who’d listen: “I’m gonna say it again: I need to see Johnny Omega. Please. Now.”

When Aaron wanted something, he asked for it. He’d been doing that since childhood. It was sometimes a longshot. But sometimes it worked out. And sometimes was all he needed. Nobody got a hundred percent. But if Aaron could just succeed in a longshot sometimes—that would get him far. Very far.

A mellifluously clear singing voice rang out from somewhere above, near the stage. 

Maybe Aaron’s bluff had gone too far. Maybe some concert security overlord would evict him from the concert. Maybe the cops would arrest him for excessive fandom. Maybe he’d be banned from Springville Arena. 

Whatever. He’d live. 

The voice above belonged to Johnny Omega himself. Johnny was calling out to the security staff: “Let him backstage.” Johnny punctuated his shout with an exasperated sigh loud enough for Aaron to hear. 

Johnny shouted again. Even if he’d shouted in some of his songs, he’d never had an annoyed tone of voice like this. “I said, let him backstage. Now.” 

Further demonstrating his annoyance, Johnny clicked his tongue. It sounded like a suitcase closing. That part was unmistakable Johnny. He always did that suitcase-closing-sound tongue-clicking thing when he didn’t like an interview question. Like when every interviewer inevitably asked Johnny whether he wants to become a father.

That same beautiful voice of Johnny’s, minus tongue clicks, made Aaron swoon the first time he heard it. That voice made every alpha in the arena swoon. The concert audience was a sea of alphas trying to look unperturbed while staring googly-eyed at Johnny. 

The same voice that had sent him to the top of the charts was now demanding that Aaron be allowed backstage. That songbird-voiced omega pop star had somehow become Aaron’s advocate. The voice of his was now singing only for Aaron. So to speak. And the ogre guard had to listen.

“I said, let him backstage!” Johnny shook his head and rolled his eyes at his not-too-quick-on-the-uptake guards. With his fine-jointed, guitar-playing hand, Johnny waved for Aaron to be allowed in. 

The guard meekly nodded. He stepped sideways like a tennis player moving away from the ball. He pulled aside the security barrier for just a split second, just enough for Aaron to get in.

Out in the crowd, rainbow spotlights still circled the sky. Smoke machines were still running full-steam. The hungry, trying-to-look cool alpha fans were still staring at the stage, as if mesmerized by an aftereffect of having gazed upon their earthly omega idol.

Maybe they were still holding out hope for an encore.  Johnny did grant his fans the occasional surprise encore. It was part of his mantra: working hard for the fans. 

But this time there wouldn’t be an encore. Or maybe there would be, backstage. 

Aaron was on his way there. The crowd's sights and sounds were behind him. Somewhere ahead of him was Johnny Omega, in some shape or form.

Before Aaron could even step behind the main stage curtain, Johnny had already disappeared backstage. The elusive star disappeared into the thicket of assistants, roadies, stage props, microphones, and guitar cases. Aaron lost sight of Johnny’s slick hair and gleaming-glitter brown leather jacket in the backstage darkness.

Johnny must have assumed Aaron knew exactly where to go backstage at a concert. He’d invited Aaron backstage like that and then not even given him a tour of the premises or a hint of where to go. But Aaron had no idea where to go backstage. He wasn’t a starfucker. He’d never been backstage at anything, especially not backstage with a beautiful single omega. But Johnny Omega, he had to see. Johnny Omega was his perfect omega man, an idol.

By clicking on the Ticketmaster website at exactly midnight, Aaron had bought his front-row ticket for exactly face value, five hundred bucks. Sure, he could’ve been lazy and waited to buy a ticket from a scalper for a few thousand, but that would’ve been cheating. Aaron wanted to make his fandom real. Devotion was its own reward.

Aaron didn’t need to invite a date, not that there was anyone he could’ve invited. Johnny Omega up on stage was his date. And unlike a real date, Johnny wouldn’t want Aaron’s love, time, or money after the night was over. He’d disappear backstage after Aaron finished admiring him. That was the ideal arrangement. Except now, unexpectedly, Johnny was inviting Aaron backstage together with him.

Aaron strode past the security barrier with full confidence. That was the way to get anything he wanted. He pretended he knew exactly where Johnny was going, and that he was so extremely used to tailing him.

A few backstage sycophants and roadies gave Aaron puzzled looks. “What’s this guy doing here?” their eyes said. He must not have matched any of their visual lists of Johnny’s regular companions and sycophants. 

Aaron only nodded at them, as if they should have known who he was: as if those backstage regulars were the ones in the wrong. 

“How could you possibly not know who I am?” his gestures said. Nod firmly enough, and they’d believe it.

But being challenged like that was refreshing. It made Aaron feel alive. No more obsequious Yes, of course, Mister Aster that he heard from the condo building security guards and other service staff, or the Mister Aster, what do you think about that? that he sometimes still got  from starry-eyed inventors who thought Aaron could mentor them to a breakthrough. Outside the world of pharmaceutical research and of his comfy penthouse perch at Alphaville Tower, Aaron was a nobody. He wasn’t rich enough to be famous-rich, and he certainly wasn’t going to seek fame for fame’s sake. 

There was no way concert security had known Aaron was a billionaire. He’d have to be just another fan. 

He wasn’t the Kardashian kind of billionaire. He was low-key, and he enjoyed it. It was refreshing to be treated as a nobody instead of being fawned over by the building staff, the up-and-coming scientists, and everybody else who knew who Aaron Aster was.

Deep backstage was a shabbily constructed black wooden door. A goofy plastic gold star hung from it. 

The yellow, Scotch-taped star looked like a grade-school art project, and even more so with the white letter omega subtly stenciled into the glittery surface. It looked like a dressing room for a high school musical. Onto the star was Scotch-taped something that looked like a hasty inkjet printout: a white sheet of paper, “Johnny Omega.” The whole arrangement of the place really did look like the set of a high school musical. 

But then, concerts were concerts. Maybe rock concert backstages weren’t all that different from high school musical backstages.

The door creaked open. Slightly. No light emerged. 

Johnny’s dressing room must’ve been pitch black. Then Johnny’s head came out. Slightly. Locks of dirty blond hair and gray eyes Johnny peeked out at the door edge. The eyes just barely made it past the door. Mostly it was moussed hair that showed itself in the darkness. 

“You gonna come in or what?” Johnny’s quietly annoyed voice rang out, just like in his songs, but not pleasantly singsong. It was more similar to his voice when he’d told the guard to allow Aaron backstage. Johnny sounded like an elderly curmudgeon bemoaning a late pizza delivery. This wasn’t the friendly, happy Johnny Omega of concerts, YouTube videos, and TV interviews. 

Aaron gulped, hard. This was the moment. Not only were Aaron’s hands shaking, but even his feet shook. His whole body was starstruck.

Ridiculous. Aaron Aster, the billionaire, the inventor of omega birth control, was shaking in his boots because he was about to meet some pop singer. Aaron’s fear was ridiculous but, in that moment outside Johnny’s door, Aaron’s fear of meeting his idol was very much real.

Aaron lay his hand flat against the rickety plywood door. He pushed. The door swung open, with more a whoosh than a squeak. 

Inside was darkness. A male silhouette stood shirtless. His shoulders framed his neck. There were definitely biceps, and shamelessly protruding pecs. Despite the darkness, Aaron could even make out nipples. He knew this body well, at least in his imagination. This was the Johnny Omega body that he’d dreamed of, often while playing with his own cock.

“You really wanted to see me?” Johnny asked a question, or maybe made an observation. The Johnny-silhouette brushed a lock of hair from his face. Then he leaned his whole body back, as if he was about to fall backward. Aaron almost wanted to catch him. There was his alpha instinct: he wanted to catch every falling omega. Instead of falling ass-down on the floor, Johnny leaned even farther back and in a practiced move, fell down onto a sofa. 

From his sofa position, Johnny turned again. His silhouette-outline face and body were a study in male beauty, and as he turned, Aaron could examine him from different angles. The shadow-outline Johnny still wore the leather boots and the skintight leather pants and studded belt that fully illuminated Johnny had worn for the concert. His hair was still moussed to highly styled perfection, a few well-chosen chin-length locks draping his face. 

Johnny never revealed his nude torso on stage, nor even in any Instagram selfie or magazine photoshoot. He must’ve been body shy, or maybe just modest. A hand suggestively pulling up or down on his t-shirt was the most he’d ever allowed in photoshoots.

But here in the dressing room, Johnny was very definitely shirtless. And as tight as his concert t-shirt had been, seeing Johnny shirtless was a whole new sort of view. He had pecs and abs more befitting a football player than a musician. His chiseled collarbone sat among his sea of rippling muscle like a halo. Bright blood-red nipples rose from his blond chest hair, like beacons even in the room’s darkness. Aaron stood over the sofa, watching.

Sweat ran down Johnny’s forehead all the way down his face, neck, and torso, probably ending up somewhere around his waistband. When Aaron squinted, he could see every bead of sweat sliding down Johnny’s chest.

Johnny cocked his head back with a smile. “Welcome to my dressing room, I guess.”  His eyes were closed. His teeth shone like fluorescent beacons in the dark. He must’ve been accustomed to being wanted. He was the rock star here.

Aaron played it like it was no big deal. Just meeting a rock star. Just encountering his idol. Just smelling his omega musk. Just staring at him shirtless. Just hanging out in Johnny Omega’s dressing room after his sold-out concert.

“Can I join you on the sofa?” Aaron did his best to say it without his voice trembling. If you want something, just ask for it. It was easier to do in college and business, or even with an ogre of a security guard, than here one-on-one with Johnny Omega.

“Sure. Join me. If you want.” Johnny’s shadow-silhouette shrugged, studiously nonchalant. Aaron was invited. He had just asked for what he wanted, and it worked.

Aaron guided his six-foot-three frame floorward, downward, sofaward. He’d sit next to Johnny, controlling himself so as not to sit on top of him. He’d breathe Johnny’s musk and try not to faint, nor grab Johnny for a surprise smooch. Aaron’s goals for the moment: not making a fool of himself, and not breaking the trust Johnny had given him.

As Aaron rested down on the sofa, air rushed out of the worn cushions. The same cushion air carried Johnny’s sweet pheromone musk, like a diffuser fan.

Johnny’s omega smell was overwhelmingly strong. It smelled like pure sex and fruit nectar and fresh semen and everything else strong. 

With that kind of pheromone smell, Johnny must’ve been fertile and ready to mate. Sure, omegas didn’t have heats like dogs, but they still had their more fertile periods. 

Johnny smelled like the most fertile omega Aaron had ever smelled. He smelled like an omega begging to get pregnant. It hit Aaron like smelling salts. He needed a few seconds to recover. Johnny’s dressing room smelled like pure omega sex and baby-making.

Aaron was here as a fan, not as a fucktoy. And Johnny was his favorite musician, not a hole he was going to breed. Time to talk to Johnny about music. Fandom. Rock. Control and restraint.

He exhaled his words, rapidfire: “I’ve been a fan of your music since you played the AO Lounge at Springville State University. Since the Omega Blues album. Since those free concerts you played in front of Chipotle.” 

Aaron laughed nervously at what he’d just said. He was betting that Johnny didn’t mind mention of his humble beginnings. Johnny hadn’t had a meteoric rise to success. It had been slow and steady, and Aaron had been watching him from afar from pretty much the beginning. But casual fans didn’t know Johnny’s story of gradual, hard-won success, with lots of YouTube videos and free shows in mall food courts on the way up. Maybe Aaron knew too much.

“You know I used to play Chipotle?” Johnny grinned and shook his head. “Simpler times back then.” He looked more impressed with Aaron’s level of knowledge than embarrassed or upset. Good start.

Fandom gave Aaron some goals to strive for and something to accomplish in his daily life. Academically, professionally, and financially, he’d already achieved everything he’d wanted to achieve. He was a twenty-eight-year-old billionaire. He’d invented omega birth control during his senior year of college. He’d sold the patent rights to his invention for some huge amount of money he didn’t even want to think about. 

Now he was independently wealthy, sitting on that money and guarding it against gold diggers and other intruders. He wasn’t into mansions or Lamborghinis. Hunting down rare Johnny Omega mixtapes on eBay was about as far as Aaron’s material desires went. Voluntarily unemployed, he had time for his one real hobby: Johnny Omega fandom.

With his wealth, Aaron could’ve just hired Johnny to play a private concert for him or sign an autograph. But Aaron wanted to go the authentic fandom route: to stand in line, to scream in the crowd, to beg to meet the star. He wanted to have to ask, hard, instead of having it handed to him. That was how he did everything. He didn’t want to fish in a stocked pond. 

How about just asking Johnny out? Maybe Aaron could have done that. He probably knew somebody who knew Johnny. But a relationship was also something he didn’t want. He knew how omegas were. Freedom meant never having to say no to any omega, because there was no omega who would expect anything from Aaron. That was worth a lot in itself.

Johnny put his arms back and folded his hands behind his head. “The Chipotle days.” Johnny bit his lip. Then his eyes scanned down, like he was embarrassed. 

His armpits reeked of fertile omega musk. Aaron’s dick stood so hard that it ripped at his underwear. It was only an alpha’s physical reaction to being so near an omega who was obviously ready to mate. Still. It was fucking hot.

“I try to forget about the Chipotle days. My music was pretty crappy back then.” Johnny’s voice cracked with embarrassment. He let out a small laugh. He must’ve either been trying to cover his embarrassment or to feign modesty.

“No way. Your music was always great.” Aaron shook his head, trying to think of Johnny’s music, not of Johnny’s chest, his nipples, his ass, or his lusty pheromone musk making the darkened room smell like a sex chamber. “Your songs—your lyrics—they helped me through a lot. Coming to terms with AO stuff. Just coming to terms with life.”

“My stupid omega pop songs? ‘Boyfriend’s Water Broke’ helped you come to terms with life?” Johnny laughed and shook his head. His breath smelled like mouthwash. Aaron could actually smell his idol’s breath, and see the shape of every one of Johnny’s chest hairs. “Come on, man. Don’t flatter. I’m just a Chipotle and YouTube singer.” Johnny shook his head and his hair bounced in rhythm with his adorable faux modesty. If something could shimmer in the dark, Johnny’s hair did.

“Not everybody can sing so well with all that Chipotle sauce around.” Aaron smiled. “And definitely not everybody can look as good as you doing it. Of course you look your best now.”

“Yeah?” Johnny tilted his head far back and half-closed his eyes. Suddenly he snored. His face relaxed into the face of a man perfectly content and perfectly asleep. His omega musk was still filling the room. Aaron inhaled deeply. He couldn’t stop himself from savoring Johnny’s essence. 

Johnny jerked his head forward. He must’ve woken up, but he kept his eyes closed. Light reflected from his eyelids. “I smell your alpha pheromones,” Johnny said matter-of-factly, then grinned. “Your musk smells like you could make a bunch of babies.”

“I can’t deny I’m a fertile alpha with raging sex hormones. Single by choice. Unmated.” Aaron did his best to sound noncommittal. Detached. Scientific. But at the same time, it was futile, pipe-dream hope for Aaron to be telling Johnny Omega that he’s unmated. What does Johnny care whether Aaron’s mated? It wasn’t like Johnny had invited Aaron into his dressing room in hopes of becoming his boyfriend. Johnny was a rock star, not a lonely guy wanting a boyfriend.

“So you’re a horny unmated alpha. Would you like to address the situation?” Johnny asked in a soft voice. He spoke with eyes still closed. Long eyelashes fanned out, almost onto his cheeks. His teeth just barely peeked out from behind his lips. The omega pheromone musk spilling out from his sweat glands was almost visible: like a cloud of pure sex.

“I’ve admired you for years. As a perfect singer.” Aaron was letting it all out. He might as well go on beyond the part about singing. Johnny was the perfect man, the perfect human, not only the perfect singer. 

His songs’ reflections on AO life were what always cheered up Aaron’s less pleasant moods. “As a perfect omega. As a perfectly handsome man.” Aaron coughed. That hadn’t come out exactly as he’d intended. “As a perfect man. Not just a perfectly handsome man.” Aaron forced himself to laugh a little bit, to lighten up the moment.

“Oh yeah?” Johnny still didn’t open his eyes. He looked like he was soaking in a bath: a bath of Aaron’s compliments.

“But I’m not a starfucker.” Aaron clenched his mouth to prevent himself from grinning and revealing how much he wanted Johnny. 

It was technically true: Aaron wasn’t a starfucker. He’d never had sex with a celebrity. He’d even dated a few omega movie stars who’d suddenly started approaching him as soon as he and his invention had been featured on CNN.  He’d kissed a few of them and maybe gotten some in-the-limo dick gropes. But they never captured his interest, nor his sexual desire. They were just warm bodies, even if good-looking warm bodies. But Johnny was all-around special.

“So you’re turning me down?” Johnny asked sarcastically. The way Johnny said it, it was like it was the most ridiculous counterfactual. His voice sounded like he was asking if water was dry, or if Donald Trump had won the election. The correct answer was an obvious, emphatic no. There was no such thing as somebody turning down Johnny Omega. 

But Aaron wasn’t the usual somebody. He knew when to ask for something, but he also knew when to turn down favors he didn’t need. He’d make Johnny work for it. Maybe just a little.

“Yeah.” Aaron sighed extra-loud, just for effect. “I’m turning you down.” Aaron wasn’t even sure what “it” was, but whatever it was, he’d make Johnny work for it. Aaron had his pride. He wasn’t your everyday run-of-the-alpha-mill starfucker. 

Johnny opened his eyes, as if jolted awake. “You’re turning, you’re wha—?” He was half-smiling, still playing it as a joke, obviously still expecting a rabbit to jump out of a hat. For Johnny, the idea of anybody turning down a romp with him could only be an absurd joke. “Can I at least—” Johnny stared at Aaron’s crotch. 

His rock idol staring at his crotch made his dick harder. That was convenient, since Aaron was about to offer up that dick for Johnny to suck.

“Yeah, you can at least.” Aaron had anticipated the question. Of course he had anticipated the question. Every omega with a nose for alpha pheromones and an eye for dick wanted a taste of Aaron’s girthy member. His dick was like honey-soaked flypaper for every omega he’d met. 

And omegas talked, because even those he’d never met already knew about the size and the taste of Aaron Aster’s schlong. Maybe they had a review app for dicks, or a website. It didn’t matter, because whatever method omegas used, they appreciated his cock. They were all eager to suck it. Aaron had a real prize in his pants. It wasn’t just a consolation prize for omegas turned down from actual sex. And as much as Aaron enjoyed getting his johnson worked over by a hungry omega mouth, he knew to make it sound like he was doing the omega a favor. The omega would appreciate it more that way, and not consider himself God’s gift to alpha peen. 

Aaron agreed with a weary sigh: “Yeah, I guess if you really want, I can let you suck my dick.” 

Aaron exhaled and looked down at his crotch, making a show of looking at his pants like they were a taxing work project he was about to approach. He did his best to look bothered, almost annoyed by the task of having to unzip his pants and take out his cock. He undid his pants like a most exhausting task, like he was doing Johnny the favor of a lifetime.

With an intentionally bored and resigned look on his face, Aaron unzipped his pants. The fly they called it. Then he tugged down the front waistband of his silk boxers. He’d never found briefs comfortable to carry his ten-inch dick, and he never wore pants tight enough to make boxers problematic. 

His dick appreciated the opportunity to jump out like a fat spring. It stood there, ready for action, precum glistening at the engorged violet-colored tip. 

Let Johnny see the length, the thickness, the big, manly veins, the neat foreskin, and the shiny precum crown at the top. Let Johnny look, smell, taste—

“My God.” Johnny stared directly at it. Aaron
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