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My Kink Is Not My Politics

    by sheepwave

      Summary

      An omega comes home from an omega civil rights protest, and thier alpha wonders where they went.

Sometimes, your kinks and your political stances are very irreconcilable.



      Notes

        This has a misogyny kink vibe, but like, Alphapatriarchial. It's also very sweet. Hope you enjoy!


        
          See the end of the work for more notes
        



  






    






My Kink Is Not My Politics

    
      The garage door opens, and I shed the last of my day gear in a plastic bag. The bus was a lot more of a hassle than driving, but I wasn’t taking that to a political rally if I could help it.
I can hear my wife Sarah humming in the kitchen as I pass, and she calls out through a mouth that sounds a bit full of cheese and crackers.
“Welcome home, Jessie! How was the book club, dear?”
“It was fine. Nothing you’d be interested in. It’s more gossip than books, you know, get seven omegas in a room…”
I feel bad for the dishonesty, but generational gaps are what they are, I don't always fully explain everything to her. She fortunately doesn't push it. 
The shower washes away the last of the day’s residue clinging to my hair, fortunately no pepper spray this time. I use an exfoliating brush to scrub the remnants of the temporary tattoos off my neck and bicep. Going to a protest means getting photographed, and when it’s for as touchy an issue as omega’s rights, you want to make damn sure you’re anonymized, a facemask and sunglasses can only do so much.
It’s not the cops I’m worried about shaking, really. If they’re looking for me, the surveillance state will do what it does best and all of us are fucked anyway. But I’d rather my employer and those outside the movement not know of my activism. And the last thing I want to do is worry Sarah sick about my activism again.
I pick my phone up from the table I left it in before I left, wrap myself in a semitranslucent robe, grab a beer from the fridge, and wander back out into the living room, following the sound of the TV. I’m greeted by the sight of my gorgeous partner. 
Sarah smiles at me as I enter, eyes appreciatively glancing down at my chest through her spectacles. She’s wearing jeans hemmed with floral embroidery, a loose patterned blouse on with enough buttons undone to admire the wisps of chest hair. One leg is crossed over the other, and an arm is thrown back over the sofa back, my usual spot on her right side obviously open.
Even after so many years, my chest always flutters when I get my Alpha’s full attention after being away. I plop onto the couch beside her, nestle up under her arm, and sigh contentedly as the tension finally drains from my body.
“Aw, someone missed me, huh?”
“Yeah, guess so.” I take a swig of the beer and steal one of her crackers from the plate. You’d honestly never know it was gluten free.
A kiss is planted on the top of my head, a few minutes pass as some cooking show goes on about millet and sweet potatoes. Finally, she breaks the comfortable silence.
“You see about the rally in the city earlier?”
Uh oh. “Rally?”
Sarah reaches for the remote, and switches to channel 12, the local news. They’re playing footage of a crowd of demonstrators around an office building a block down from where I was. Signs are shaken at the camera, many held up high by the scattered few betas that stand half a head taller in the crowd. Not many alphas are among the protestors, and most present have placed themselves between the demonstrating omegas and the police and counterprotestors.
“Yeah, they shut a whole city block down in Manhattan.”
“Hmm. What do you think about it?”
Sarah crunches into another bite of cheese and crackers. “It’s kind of a distraction from the real issues, isn’t it? They’re presumably being funded by Russian oligarch money. Or the Saudis, maybe. Same as when they got our knotheaded idiot commander in chief elected.”
I resist the urge to roll my eyes, and have another swig before I answer. “That seems pretty unlikely, considering theyre both more opposed to omega civil rights than the assholes on the Supreme Court here are.”
The camera pans, to a contingent of demonstrators whose signs mostly focus on legal recognition for legal marriage between omegas. The reporter’s tone gets distinctly dismissive at that point, like he’s talking about schoolchildren throwing a silly fit.
“Hmm. Yeah. We’d never see my omega at one of these. What would the neighbors think, my sweet darling at a rally of political lesbians?”
Glancing sideways, I see she’s grinning, teasing me. 
Oh. 
She knows.
“Okay, yeah, I wasn’t actually at a book club.”
Sarah hits mute on the TV, and the reporter continues mocking the demonstration silently. “I know, honey. You left your phone behind. I know what that means. How long are you planning on doing those protests, sweetie? You’ve been out of college for a long time.”
I finish my beer, and plop it onto the coffee table before I launch into a rant. “Until the random chance of who designates omega doesn’t put you in a second class of society! And really, all this is just building to the liberation of the working class.”
She gives me an infuriating smirk. “Uh huh? Is that so.”
“Yes! The divisions are artificial, those billionaire row ghouls are the real masters of our society, the entire hierarchy of designation and sex and race and everything else, it’s all bullshit. It’s meant to keep people complacent by making sure they always feel there’s someone else they're above so they never realize how low down the pole they really are!”
“I mean, doesn’t that seem a little rich? You’ve got a credit card, a job, I don’t boss you around the house like some power-tripping jackass. What are you protesting?” 
A sigh escapes me. “No, it’s… I appreciate how good you are to me, Alpha. I really do. But there’s a lot of omegas in less than ideal circumstances. Everyone like me should get to feel safe like you make me feel. The systems of power are built to incentivize and reward oppression at the scale of the family as well as society.”
“I mean, yeah, obviously plenty of alphas are complete pieces of shit. But that seems like a more individual problem, find the people responsible and throw them in prison. What does holding a sign up and yelling at people accomplish? Is this just like when you made me get a new printer?”
I consider trying to explain the tactics of a targeted boycott, and then think better of it.
“I think I’d rather drop it, arguing politics never does us any good.”
I’m a leftist, she’s a liberal. She thinks we are more or less the same politically, I think we are barely close enough to get along and generally avoid getting too far into politics with her, because when life gives you an otherwise perfect older woman, you let a bit of pigheaded blindness to systemic political issues slide most of the time.
“Yeah, you’re probably right. However…” Sarah chuckles, bends down, and gives me a sweet kiss on the cheek. “You shouldn’t tell me you’re doing a book club if you're actually running around doing activism, Jessie. Not because I need you on a leash, but… What if you needed to get bailed out? You gotta trust me, I’m not some insecure prick who thinks if you have opinions it means you aren’t still mine.”
Goosebumps rise along my skin at the gentle admonishment and affirmation of possession. “Yeah. Ok. I shouldn’t have lied about what I was doing. I’m sorry about that.”
“I forgive you, sweetie. I didn’t marry an omega your age and expect you to never do dumb shit.” My Alpha inhales the air around my neck, arm still slung loosely around me. “Maybe I’ll have to take you back to the nineteen-eighties and spank you for it like a misbehaving houseomega.”
I make an undignified huff, and stand to get another beer. 
Her gaze is definitely lingering on my ass as I walk, and that’s before she stands and follows me to the kitchen. 
“It just gets me so riled up, you know? The thought of you out there getting in trouble without me to keep you safe…”
She sets down a stray coffee mug she carried to justify coming into the kitchen, but I’m too sensitive to her scent not to spot the tells that I’ve riled her up a bit. I’ve had quite a bit of time to learn what usually comes soon after catching a whiff of that specific scent.
“What do you think, Jessie. Should the omegas all pair off with each other? Make a nice communist utopia where everything is perfect and it somehow doesn’t all come crashing down when they go into heat? I know you aren’t foolish like that.”
My Wife’s face is split by a grin. The statement hangs, in that impossible paradox of a statement someone was earnestly raised to think, phrased as a joke, with just a hint of an unexamined emotional truth inside. The superposition of beliefs that all of us must engage with as we navigate the world, cognitive dissonances grinding against the comfort and familiarity of my lover’s hands starting to roam up my spine.
“Sarah, I-”
She effortlessly pulls my wrists behind my back and holds them in place with just one of her hands, leaving me entirely helpless as the other starts to roam. I squirm a bit, but there’s no real chance of getting away. She’s sixty pounds heavier and a foot taller than me. Arousal burns in my abdomen, excitement building at the clear sign that she intends to fuck me tonight.
“Maybe I’m not doing enough to make my omega happy, if you’re worrying about all that politics shit again, hmm?”
The bulge in her jeans makes itself known against my backside as she walks me onto the elevated half-step under the kitchen prep area and bends me over it. I’m face to face with one of her himalayan salt lamps, and my face is probably more pink than it is.
“Fuck, I… You haven’t been like this lately, Sarah.”
“Yeah baby? I hear that warble but you gotta use your words. Tell Sir what you want. Remind me what you are, love?”
Sarah’s right. I’m purring, body giving in to my mate, not only in spite of her physically possessive and dominteering behavior, but because of it. It’s humiliating, but I know that if I don’t give in quickly, she starts to feel challenged, and then it’ll be even worse when she finally stops teasing me. She knows how to treat me like her plaything, in a way that riles the masochist inside me up so bad. It’s degrading to beg, and that’s what makes my legs tremble and my body put off the smell that tells her how turned on I am. She’s clearly caught it, the little sharp sniff by my neck.
“I’m a submissive, needy omega who needs to be knotted so I remember my place, Sir.”
My kink is not my politics. God, if any of the other omegas I organize with saw me like this they’d maybe never speak to me the same way again, I don’t even like lingering on the fact that I’m claimed.
“Good toy.”
I’m marched to our room with my hands still restrained, and shoved onto our bed after she pulls the robe off my body. Our nest is a pit of scents, and our bodies land in it, refreshing her musky arousal and my sweet floral haze on the fabrics. 
After a few minutes of frantic kissing, she stands to undress. Her clothes are tossed into the hamper- excluding her panties, which remain balled in her hand. The sight of her underwear at the ready is more menacing than a knife or fist would be, because it's a weapon she actually will use on me.
The early wrinkles of age on her body fluster me to no end, blemishes and the ethereal softness of experience on breasts that sag gorgeously down a body constructed of layered fat and muscle. An eyebrow flicks upward as she pulls her glasses away and pulls her hair back into a messy bun. She dims the light overhead, and poses by the mirror, clearly angling herself to show off for me.
All I can do is stare and yearn for the moment. Rights? Why would I need those with that dick around to rail me? 
“Fuck, I’m drooling a little.”
“That you are, love. You worry about uplifting the dignity of your designation way too much for someone who melts from my scent even when you’re not in heat.”
“Principled activism does not require I adhere to public principles in private, Sar-”
My witty and insightful response is cut short when her panties end up held over my nose until I fall backwards into a whimpering, writhing ball of need. Memory associations shunt me into a receptive headspace as though the aroma shoved me sideways. 
Alpha brushes a loose salt and pepper streak out of her face and dives between my legs, grabbing each thigh with one arm in an iron grip so I can’t thrash away. My back arches and fists ball at the blankets as she puts her mouth to the task of overstimulating me with pleasure until every squirming drop of resistance has been wrung from me like a wet washcloth. 
She’s quite good at what she does. I climax hard, and quickly, soaking her chin with my slick. My abdomen jiggles, delirious huffs of her smell off the pheromone laced underwear hitting like a skeleton key to my sex drive. I’m falling down a well, the room is spinning, and yet somehow fresh banter is what makes it out of my panting, drooling mouth.
“And here I thought going down on an omega was too woke for your generation…”
Her attempt to be cool and serious is shattered as she cracks up laughing, and I join her in little giggles. Finally, after a moment, she gets the mean domme mojo back and roughly flips me over. 
“You little brat. I try to be better than how I was raised, you know. You brought this out of me. You asked for this. That fucking robe you were wearing earlier…”
I lift my face slightly off the pillow so my voice isn’t completely muffled. “Sure, but I’m pretty sure nobody was extolling the virtues of getting an omega off back in your day, they barely do nowadays.”
“You’re right, I had to learn that with decades of experience. Now present for me.”
I turn my neck to the side, baring my scent glands, purring needy little noises for her. Alpha never uses command tones outside of sex. The nest is our sacred space to be messy and human and instinctual. This is where our otherwise equal relationship is set aside. Where the desires of our bodies outweigh the philosophy of our minds.
My Alpha’s hands dig into the crease of my thighs against my belly, lifting so I’m face-down, ass-up. My favorite position. Her fingers pressing on the back of my head helps the worries go away. Her other hand goes to where a faded scar marks me as hers, pressing my face down into her panties and muffling the scream as she pushes inside.
Her cock splits me open, sates the purring, hungry animal inside me. Soothes all anxiety, overrides all fear. She lets her full weight press me down, and I slump forward. As civilized people, we try to be more than our instincts. But not right now. When I’m being used by my Alpha, all I am is a good, warm, purring hole.
“Silly, thing, this is where you belong, submitting to your Alpha like a good omega.”
She lifts her hand, and I turn back to the side, vapidly babbling my agreement with the monster now fucking me. “Yes Sir, thank you Sir, hhnhnn…”
Fingers wrap around my throat, and more guttural nonsense is snarled in my ear. This is where omegas belong. I need her cock, my virtues end where her arousal begins. I affirm back, released from the mortification of my own words by the overwhelming sensation of her hips thumping against my ass.
There’s a twitching, spurting flood of heat inside, and then my senses overwhelm as the pressure of her knot against my tie makes me climax in turn and clamp down around her. We grind together, my body’s automatic, rhythmic tensing milking every drop out of her and filling me deep inside with tingling satiation.
We carefully, gently maneuver ourselves, rotating slightly so my trembling body faces hers and we can kiss. My happy purrs mix with her satisfied growls, fluttering high hums and deep bass subtonals. It’s the oldest song, written by our biology. I’m a good omega, and Alpha loves me.
Some hour later, we’ve disengaged and made our way to the bathroom with a lot of support. I need the help, I get limp and weak and floppy for hours after being knotted, but she loves treating me like a little doll for her to pamper after sex. My eyes drift shut as she sits me down on the edge of the bathtub, gently, lovingly brushing my hair.
“Jessie?”
I stir, and she helps me stay balanced, realizing I was dozing off. “Hmm?” 
“No more of the secrets. Take me with you to the next rally, you little revolutionary.” 
My eyes open fully in surprise. “Are you serious?”
“Yeah? I was protesting the Iraq war when you were in grade school, sweetie. Besides…”
She pulls me up, and starts to half-carry me back to our bedroom. She doesn’t resume her thought until I’m curled up in the nest.
“It’s like you said, every omega deserves to feel like how I make you feel, don’t they?”
“Yes, Alpha,” I mumble in a afterglow haze. “Nice, safe, and… yeah. The stuff I said.”
She laughs, curls in around me and tightens her grip around my belly, sending a little aching wave of overwhelm through me. I’m pulled close against her body, little warbling purrs of submission rumbling as she tucks my head under her chin. Her smell overwhelms my capacity for doubt, long fingers tracing a little heart over my claiming bite until I drift off to sleep.
I guess every omega does deserve this treatment.
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          End Notes

          Remember, comments and kudos keep your local smutsmith's brain full of dopamine!

If you liked this, you will probably like the other stories it is connected to, everything in the Sheepwave Omegaverse Canon Collection and particularly Measure Once Cut Thrice by thefallofautumn


        


    


  Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work!








