
        
            
                
            
        

    
THE concept of the Raffle was simple - buy a ticket and breed an omega. First to knot wins. It was held during the peak breeding season as the last chance for unmated alphas and omegas to pair off before the summer.

Ordinarily, Ewan respectfully declined the invitations sent to his door but this year was different. This year when he glanced over the faces of unmated omegas a pair of familiar, coffee-brown eyes stared up at him. He’d recognize them anywhere. Those same eyes, albeit several years younger, had bored into him as they shared brief moments groping and humping between classes, hidden in the stairwells or supply closets. His cock throbbed in his jeans as he rubbed against the other man’s thigh, fingers trailing over his smooth stomach while he drank in the deliciously fragrant pheromones wafting off his throat. He nuzzled at his jaw, kissing and sucking hard at the tender flesh hard enough to leave marks across his body.

Cutter Mulligan.

Cutter’s face had filled out some since highschool. A light peppering of russet colored stubble lined his jaw. His hair was shorter, too, no longer a mess of tangled curls that reached his nape. He had always been an insatiable little spitfire back in high school, their ‘relationship’ - if it could even be called that - drowned in lust and the looming promise of sex. There was never enough time. Ewan refused to take him on the dirty floor of their high school bathroom, or between the filthy mops under the stairs. When he took him he wanted it to be in a proper setting where they could take their time.

Unfortunately, the school found out about their less than wholesome extracurricular activities. Cutter was sent away to an omega-only school, and Ewan never got to breed Cutter the way he wanted to. 

For years, whenever Ewan touched himself he would think of Cutter grinding against him, his mouth sucking and nuzzling into Ewan’s throat. His curly hair would tickle against his jaw. As he thought back to Cutter’s sweet eyes, looking up at him with a mouthful of cock, Ewan’s hand drifted down into his pants. His cock strained behind the zipper. He leaned against the wall and began to stroke.

Cutter wasn’t the type of omega to put himself in the raffle. He wasn’t the kind who looked for as many partners as possible, and he certainly wasn’t drunk off his own heat. He knew exactly what he wanted and he knew he wouldn’t find it amongst a group of horny alphas. But Cutter’s heat was coming and for the first time since high school he hadn’t found an acceptable substitute. He could have stayed home with toys or paid to stay at a facility for a week, but he tried both of those before and always felt miserable and unsatisfied afterwards. At the raffle, at least one unappealing alpha would soon be traded for the next and maybe he would get lucky. Maybe he could close his eyes and imagine the only alpha he wanted.

In his mind he could still feel Ewan’s firm hand on his throat, nails digging into his soft flesh. His low, guttural growls reverberated through him, sending electricity into his crotch. He could still taste the salty warmth of his cock as it slid into his mouth, stretching his jaw wide. He wanted Ewan to be his first.

But before that could happen he was sent away. Ewan never left their hometown, he could have looked him up, but by now he probably claimed a mate of his own. He had just been some desperate, needy thing Ewan was willing to put up with in high school. What sane alpha would ever turn down a hormonal omega thirsty for breeding?

The Raffle Center gave Cutter the choice of lying on a bed or strapped to a bench. It was easier to pretend he was with someone else on the bench, so he chose that. They strapped him in securely, his head facing away from the door.

The first two alphas came and went, barely drawing a whimper from Cutter as they fucked into him like he was just a warm hole without a person attached. It wasn’t their eyes, or hair, or the words that spilled from their tongues that mattered - it was those hands. They were too soft, too small. He wanted hands firm and calloused, strong enough to pin him down and grasp his shoulders. He wanted to feel blunt fingernails digging into his flesh. Neither of the first two met his needs, and so when the door opened for a third time he was still a mewling, unsatisfied mess, now with cum dripping down his thigh.

Staff guided Ewan through the halls and up to the floor where Cutter was prepared for him. He’d been the third alpha to buy a ticket, so he had to wait for the first two to finish before he got his chance. Each minute that passed he worried one of the others had knotted him, that he had found his mate and would be leaving, never knowing Ewan was there. But fortunately, that didn’t happen.

He waited for what felt like an eternity until it was finally his turn to be alone with Cutter. The other two alphas had barely spent more than thirty minutes between them. They didn’t know what he liked, they couldn’t caress and tease him like Ewan could. Afterall, he had experience making him cry out. Some alphas viewed the Raffle as a way to have some quick, sloppy fun before going back home to their mates. Not Ewan, Ewan would make sure to take his time with Cutter. He noticed that Cutter’s cock was only half chubbed. That wouldn’t do.

As he entered the room he barely suppressed a growl. The scent of sex hung in the air, but underneath it all as still the unmistakable sweetness of an omega in heat, and one that hadn’t yet been properly satisfied.

Cutter was just as perfect as Ewan remembered him. He was strapped down to a breeding bench, his legs forced wide open by the straps on either side of it. Dried cum was splattered on his thigh and dripping from between his cheeks. His face was just as red as his ass, curly hair plastered to his face by sweat. The number “547” was written on his back in black marker, just between his shoulder blades.

Ewan smacked Cutter sharply on the ass.

Cutter yelped and lifted his head. His eyes looked up at Ewan. Ewan smirked down at him as recognition fluttered over that perfect face. 
“-Wan?” Cutter muttered.

Ewan cupped Cutter’s chin, thumbing over his lips. They were just as soft and supple as he remembered.

“Hey there, beautiful,” he said. “Aren’t you pretty like this?”

Cutter bucked against the bench. He made a noise halfway between a growl and a moan.

“Did you come here to chat?” There was that needy temper. His deep brown eyes locked with Ewan’s. The scent of his heat rolled off him in droves.

“So what if I did? What would you do about it?” Ewan crouched down in front of him, mouth ghosting over Cutter’s ear as he whispered. “You left without giving me what I needed, maybe it’s time I return the favor.” He reached his hand under the bench, finding Cutter’s cock. He was pleased to find it hard. He lightly stroked his fingers down his shaft.

Cutter shuddered.

“Didn’t want to,” he said, a clear plead in his voice.

“I know,” Ewan said, leaning their foreheads together. Their lips brushed against each other.

“Please, Ewan. Please, please fuck me like I know you always wanted to. I need you inside of me. Please.”

“Oh alright,” said Ewan. “But only because you beg so nicely.”

Ewan stood up, unzipping his pants as he walked around the bench behind Cutter. He slowly pushed them down around his thighs. His cock was already leaking with pre-cum. He thought about shoving into him raw, but he didn’t want to hurt him when his knot came. He picked up the bottle beside the bench. He spread Cutter’s ass cheeks with one hand, squirting the bottle against his hole with the other.

Cutter clenched up as Ewan began slowly working the lotion into him with his fingers.

“Don’t act like you don’t enjoy it, slut,” Ewan said as he shoved two of his fingers in deep and wiggled them around. He relished in the soft little whimpers each curl of his fingers elicited from Cutter’s throat. He was already stretched from his previous sloppy fucking, but Ewan wanted to take his time.

In the past he’d hide under the bleachers with Cutter, his hands down Cutter’s sweatpants, fingerfucking him during every prep rally. Cutter’s face would be bright red, thighs trembling, ass clenching around Ewan’s fingers as he thrust and curled them inside him. The sound of stomping and cheering drowned his ceaseless moans until he creamed himself. Then Cutter would return the favor by rolling onto his stomach and letting Ewan hump him hard, until his hands and knees were bruised.

“Much rather have dick,” Cutter said. He tried to squirm but the restraints were too tight to allow for much movement.

“I know,” said Ewan as he added another finger. He slowly and methodically pushed his fingers in and out, working the lotion deep. Finally he pulled them out, wiping what remained of the lotion off on Cutter’s side.

“Hurry,” said Cutter, bucking against the bench again. Ewan gave another sharp smack to his ass.

“Settle, or I’ll leave right now and you can hope the next alpha pays as much attention to you as I have. If there even is a next alpha.” Cutter didn’t need to know that Ewan was longing for it just as much as he was, that he was ready to explode his load all over his back without ever having entered him.

Cutter grunted. He dug his nails into the bench. “Please,” he begged, changing tactic.

Ewan pushed Cutter’s ass cheeks apart, he held them open with one hand as he positioned the head of his throbbing cock right over his needy hole. The lotion had started to warm. He slowly pushed his head into Cutter’s ass. He was so tight and warm. Ewan bit back a groan. He took a moment to adjust, letting his cock throb half inside of Cutter before he shoved in the rest of the way.

Cutter moaned. His body shuddered in pleasure as Ewan started his slow, gentle thrusts. He leaned over him, listening to his quick little breaths, watching his knuckles go white as he gripped the bench.

“Do you want me to continue?” Ewan whispered into Cutter’s ear.

“Fuck. Yes!”

“Good. Now talk.”

“What?”

“Tell me about the last time you touched yourself and thought of me.”

Cutter groaned, his cheeks were still so flushed.

“The last - I don’t -” 
“Not good enough,” Ewan started to pull out but his threat was half hearted at best. He wouldn’t let Cutter wriggle away without getting the fucking he always deserved. He still wanted more time - he wanted to tease and play with him until he cried in bliss, but there would be time for that after he was knotted. 
“Everytime,” he breathed. “Everytime I touched myself. I always thought of you.”

“Good boy,” Ewan said. He shoved back in with a sharp thrust of his hips. Cutter whimpered. “Now keep talking.”

“The others - when the other alphas came in I imagined they were you. I pretended it was your cock inside of me.”

“But they weren’t as good as me,” said Ewan as he continued to slowly thrust inside of Cutter. His balls slapped against Cutter’s. He dug his nails deep into his hips as he held onto him.

“They weren’t you. I only wanted you,” said Cutter with a sharp shake of his head.

“Keep going.”

“I - I’d lay awake at night. I’d think about you jacking me off in Mrs. Morrison’s classroom that time we got detention.” Cutter’s lithe body had lain out over the desk as Ewan palmed him through his underwear. It was the closest they had come to fucking, before they’d been interrupted.

“Did you use toys while you thought of me?” Ewan asked. He slid his hand from Cutter’s thigh down to his swollen cock.

“Yes,” Cutter whimpered. “I found the biggest toys I could.”

“Did they make you cum?”

“Yes.”

“And all the while-?”

“I thought of you,” Cutter whimpered. “I thought of you fucking me.”

Ewan groaned. It was a pretty image, Cutter writing around on his sweat-soaked sheets, a toy stuffed in his ass, moaning Ewan’s name as he pleasured himself. He would make sure to have him recreate it.

He kissed along Cutter’s cheek, nosing lightly at his ear and jaw as he held him tight. He buried his cock deep in his ass, thrusting harder and harder to hear those pleasant, song-like moans he couldn’t help from escaping his lips. Ewan grunted as he fucked into him. He squeezed Cutter’s cock in his palm, feeling him shudder. Pre-cum started to leak, dripping onto the floor beneath them.

“I’m going to fill you up,” Ewan growled in Cutter’s ear. “You’re going to be so full of cum you’ll look pregnant. Then I’m going to knot you to make sure it takes. You’ll be so addicted to my dick you’ll even let me knot in your mouth. Every morning you’ll eat my cum for breakfast, and every night you’ll fall asleep on my knot. For every day you dared stay away from me, I’m going to make you take a knot.”

It was evident that he had found his sweet spot, and he made sure to keep hitting it. He continued to palm Cutter’s cock, squeezing it and thumbing at the tip as he did. Cutter practically melted into a whimpering, blubbering mess. His nails were digging into the wood of the breeding bench, scratching and clawing as he moaned and wriggled. Ewan couldn’t make out his pleas beneath his hitched breath, but he was certain he wasn’t begging for him to stop.

At last Cutter couldn't take anymore, between Ewan’s rock-hard cock slamming against his prostate, his warm, firm palm squeezing his cock, and Ewan’s thumb teasing his prick, he finally came. His whole body trembled, his ass squeezing down tight on Ewan’s cock. His cum spurted out as he let out a lasting moan.

Ewan couldn’t hold back anymore. That final, needful moan sent him over the edge. He bite down on Cutter’s throat, hard enough to leave a mark so everyone would know Cutter was his. He came, his load bursting deep within Cutter’s tight body. His knot started to swell as his balls continued to pump more cum into him until it started to leak past Ewan’s knot and down his own balls and thighs.

“I’m going to do this to you every day,” Ewan whispered into Cutter’s ear, more softly, more lovingly than he had whispered anything else. A part of him regretted not making him drink it first - next time he would. Next time he would fill Cutter’s belly before he knotted in his ass. He would be a good boy and swallow every last drop.

“Please, please, alpha. I feel so good with you inside me.”

Ewan kissed his cheek. It would take a while for his knot to deflate, but as soon as it did then he would unstrap him from the bench, put him on his back, and make him cum a second time. Until then, he was content to keep filling him and listening to his hitched breaths as he came down from his ecstasy.

Several months later Ewan made good on his promise. The sun was warm as it washed over the sleepy pair, Ewan’s dick still deep inside of Cutter as they slept. The sheets were drenched in the smell of sweat and sex. It was like they were in high school again, only better, because now they could be entwined with each other for as long as they wanted.

“You know,” Ewan muttered into Cutter’s ear. “Our class reunion is in a few weeks. Maybe we should go.”

“Do you think we’ll finally have time?”

Ewan squeezed Cutter tight, “We’ll make time.”
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