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Promise It'll Be Our Secret

    by sheepwave, Slylittleprincess

      Summary

      Erin is a beta woman, happily engaged to Lydia, an alpha transgender woman. Erin has fantasies of being her fiance’s omega, that are maybe more than just a kink thing. She is also very ashamed of this.

The two take a week-long vacation up in the Adirondack mountains to give Erin some hormones and experiment with what a heat is like, and Erin may be about to learn things about her identity.

A sweet and queer omegaverse story about love and being supported while figuring yourself out.



      Notes

        This is a story about sex and how it intersects with self-identity. There will be sex in many if not all chapters.

Lydia is a transgender woman, but this isn't really a story about her being trans. Her anatomical arrangement (a woman who can top in penetrative sex) is shared with cisgender alpha women in this setting. If you're very curious about the exact "rules" of what does what, I wrote a breakdown of it here.


        
          See the end of the work for more notes
        



  






      

  












      Chapter 1
  








  “Fuck, Erin, I’m gonna-”
“Please, Lydia, knot me, knot me, fuck!”
My fiance’s fingers dig hard into my butt and back, my hips slam down against hers, I feel her twitch, and she crosses the threshold. Her snarl of passion is muffled against my hair, and I whine like a bitch as her knot engages inside me and presses against my most sensitive inner parts. 
I feel her pulse literally swelling in rhythmic thuds as it grows inside me, filling me up with hot needy pressure. Her growl pulses too, sucking in oxygen through locked teeth. I slide and grind down, the slick tennis ball of a knot dragging itself back and forth without a tie to keep it in place.
Our tits rub against each other, heavy breaths on each other’s lips as she tapers off into soft groans of pleasure. I do my best to keep grinding, milking those sweet little growls out of her throat, but everyone gets floppy and docile when they have a knot inside them, and I already used up all my stamina bouncing in her lap.
“Shhh, relax, babygirl. You did so good. Let me make you feel good.”
I may not have an omega’s instinctual response to an alpha, but I sure as fuck respond to my fiance praising me while I’m pumped full of her cum. My toes curl as she adjusts her position and starts rubbing my clit with her thumb, stroking through my hair with her free hand. Lydia really could do whatever she wanted here, but she’s the only alpha I’ve ever fucked that always makes sure I climax, even if she already knotted me. 
She has me at the edge almost instantly, carefully not pushing me over, having had years to learn exactly how my body responds. 
“Fuck, I’m so close,” I whine. Even vanilla sex with Lydia is incredible. I’m a damn lucky beta.
“Good girl,” she teases. “Can’t let you get too many ideas about being on top meaning you have power, after all.”
This is secretly the part of riding her I look forward to the most. It gives me a brief control over our lovemaking that riles up her hierarchical instincts, and melting me with overwhelming pleasure is her favorite way to reassert sexual dominance. 
“Please, please, please! Alpha, please make me cum!”
My lover rolls forward, and every ounce of my leverage goes out the window as our bodies go from me straddling her lap to a full knotted mating press. I tilt my head to the side, baring my neck for her to kiss. I love the feeling of her lips there, dancing on the sensitive skin.
Lydia growls deep as she kisses my neck and I melt into her touch. She starts to tease, but then snorts with laughter.  “Such a… fuck, wait, what did you just call me? Erin, is someone feeling like an omega tonight?”
Her playfully mocking me should upset or humiliate me. However, I’m a bit too busy cumming my brains out as soon as the word ‘omega’ leaves her mouth to feel that way. I scream and dig my fingers into her back as she catches me falling on the plateau, and she slows the rubbing of her thumb down just right to let me ride the wave before speeding up hard, making me climax on her knot a second time. Streams of sticky pleasure white out my vision.
Finally, Lydia relents and lets her full weight rest on top of me, resting her chin on top of my head. I squirm a little under her from sheer stimulation, but there isn’t much I can do now but wait for her knot to go down, I just like feeling the weight on top of me. 
We fit together like puzzle pieces, her breasts above mine, my ankles locked behind her back. Thick, wet spurts leak from between my legs and onto her crotch and legs, soaking the Designated Sex Towel under us. 
I don’t have a tie to hold it inside, after all.
Our breath synchronizes, or at least, mine slows to match hers as we bask in the afterglow. Getting railed is a good way to close out a monday night, that’s for sure. I can faintly hear the victory screen music from the living room, for the fighting game I kicked her butt in that got us both worked up in the first place. 
“Fuck, I love you, babe.”
I sigh contentedly. “I love you too, sweetie.”
A half hour of cuddling and gentle intimate touch later, Lydia extracts herself and helps me up. I hobble across our apartment like an experienced veteran, it’s been ages since I had a post-knot tumble since I’ve basically only been with alphas since high school.
The hot shower water steams up the glass of the shower quickly, and I duck inside to get it down to the perfect temperature while Lydia scrounges up some towels from the clean laundry pile.
I let the heat run across my body until I hear the door open. I steal a kiss and a nuzzle before shifting aside so she can get wet too.
“So, uh, Erin. That’s the third time me calling you that word has made you finish instantly. I’m seeing a pattern.”
I shrug, trying my best to be nonchalant about it. “Guess I have yet another kink I didn’t realize. Or that you gave me.”
Lydia puts a squirt of body wash on her hands and goes to work on the mess below her waist, giving me an amused look. “A kink, huh? What’s hottest about the thought of being an omega to you, then?”
My cheeks burn redder than they already were. “Uh. I mean, there are things your body is capable of that I don’t, you know. Get the fullest version of.”
“Honestly, I think you’ve already developed a full sensitivity to my pheromones and subtonals, you just don't notice it consciously because I don’t use them to push you around.”
I open the conditioner and give her some before applying my own. “Really?”
“Well yeah, you do generally seem to align with how I feel pretty fast. Fuck, especially since we stopped using condoms a year ago… pretty sure my cum has some like, bonding hormone or something in it.”
“Or maybe instead of imagining the alpha penis is possessed by magic powers, we just know each other better and I love you.”
“Okay, but instead of the most plausible explanation, consider the fact that the idea that my semen could mind control you is more fun. Or that I’m bitching you entirely by accident, which is funnier.”
I wrinkle my nose at the term. The fact that the dubiously-real process of a beta’s body adjusting to an alpha partner has such a derisive name has always made it something I avoided thinking about. A while back, I had found a website with written stories about it that treated it as a more affirming concept I really liked, but it was long gone now, swept away by centralization and algorithm-driven content.
“I don’t adore that term.”
“Ah, no worries. So, anything else? What you just said is about me, what about you?”
I realize I’ve been staring at her chest hair for a bit as she talks, and aimlessly grope one of her fantastic tits before answering.
“Okay, having a heat would… it would be a lot, but also it’s really hot to think about.”
“Oh? You want to see me in a rut?”
I twitch at the thought, and her touch shifts, slower and sensual. 
“Is that what you dream about? Having that kind of cycle that brings you and I both down to our basest instincts… Building a cute little nest in our bed, helpless and desperate for my dick. I bet it would feel incredible, that heightened libido making every part of you so sensitive. Being a good ome-”
I swat at her with a washcloth, eyes pointed anywhere but her face. Perhaps her half-hard cock isn’t much better. “Yes, yes, I get it. I think I just…” My voice raises up an octave, but I temper it down. “I can see the appeal. Hot to fantasize about. Who hasn’t had that thought when alone with a vibrator?”
“Uh, most people who aren’t omegas, I think?”
I frown at her. “It’s definitely more common than that. It has to be. I’ve fantasized about it basically since I designated beta. It’s probably like, as common as a foot fetish.”
She drops the taunting domme persona as she continues washing the soap off her legs, lost in thought for a moment. “Uh huh. No but like, seriously though. There are hormones you could take if you were curious what a heat is like, just once.”
I pause for longer than I should before shaking my head.
“No, I might be kinky, but I’m not that kinky. Calling me an omega as a roleplaying thing is one thing, a beta actually taking heat inducers is crazy.”
Lydia lifts a hand to my cheek and gives me that look, the one with a smile hidden behind an eyebrow twitch that lets me know her next words are going to ruin me. “What are you scared of, babe? Learning just how much you love being helpless and needy under me when the career professional is ripped away by unstoppable lust?”
I stick my tongue out at her and lean back and away from her to rinse my hair.
“Yeah yeah, laugh it up. I like when you’re assertive in bed, I know I’m a alphaphile stereotype. Now turn around.” I tap her on the shoulder and she faces the tile wall so I can wash her back. The scratches I left look fantastic, practically glowing pink under the hot water.
“Even if you take a knot like you were made for it, you’re hardly just a pillow princess, Erin. This is a serious suggestion. You know I’d see you the same on the other side.” 
I don’t doubt it. Lydia had always treated me as an equal, which wasn’t something you could take for granted with alphas, especially considering she had been pre-transition when we originally got together. I trusted that even if I woke up purring like an omega one day, she wouldn’t treat me any differently. But that was kind of what made it so hot as a fantasy. She was far from some chauvinistic knothead, but in a heat she would see me as something to be conquered and claimed.
“I… I’m thinking about it,” I mumble. “I think our neighbors might have some questions about the noise, though.”
I face the wall, and she begins to rub me with an exfoliating salt scrub. Our little pampering ritual after sex. Lydia isn’t trying to be dominant now, but she’s so much bigger than me she still ends up pushing my skin against the cool tile anyway. It’s nice.
“It could be our little secret. Rent a cabin on Lake George like we did last summer. Fuck like animals for a week. Cross it off our bucket list.”
A shiver passes through me, very disconnected from the warmth of our bodies. “That’s… crazy. Taking a whole vacation just for that?”
She kisses me gently on the crown of my head. “I don’t see why not.”
Her idea certainly is… hard to dismiss. And also terrifying. It would be overwhelming, I would for sure embarrass myself to no end. And… my endocrine system might decide to keep the party going. Part of dating alphas was the knowledge my body was likely to slightly shift me a bit towards an omega presentation. 
This idea was taking that old wives’ tale and tempting fate to the maximum degree. 
Most beta girls would just say no. Who would want to experience that? To risk the chance of having a cycle permanently? There were a few signs I was already exhibiting ‘adaptive designationing’ or whatever deeply unsexy medical term they drilled into us back in school that was barely better than 'bitching' was. I definitely had softer skin than I used to, or maybe that was just because Lydia insisted on pampering me like she was currently doing.
But I mean… this wasn’t the fifties anymore. In a worst case scenario I could just get a heat suppressant implant in my arm like most real omegas do…
The water cuts off, and I’m still just staring at a shampoo bottle.
“Erin? Are you in there? Did my idea break your brain?”
The teasing is tinged with a hint of protective concern, she’s worried she’s pushed me too far.
I turn back to face her, and I’ve been quiet for long enough that it’s a statement by itself.
Finally, I whisper in her ear. There is a vulnerable quiver to my voice.
“...promise it’ll be our secret?”






      

  












      Chapter 2
  



    Chapter Notes

      CW: a well-meaning egg says transphobia-adjacent things about herself while figuring it out, and is corrected.







  I speedwalk to the restaurant booth, clutching the crinkly paper bag with the pills we just picked up tight to my side. My chest feels like it’s going to explode.
Lydia stomps as she follows, hovering over me until I'm fully seated, then slides into the diner booth opposite me. Even if her demeanor seems calm, her nostrils are flared, and she keeps scanning the room as though for threats.
“You're doing the thing,” I mumble as I open the menu and pretend to look at it like I’m not going to order the same thing I do every time. 
Her eyes snap onto mine, giving me her full focus instantly. “The thing?”
“The… protective thing.”
My fiance’s knuckles fade back from white as her hands untense, and she goes back to the safe mountain of comfort I know so well. “Oh. Fuck, I didn’t notice. You have stress pheromones too, you know, even if you can’t smell them, I can.” 
I take a stealthy sniff of my underarms. I don’t smell like anything to me, but I believe her.
“How does… how does it feel?”
“When you’re in distress? I feel like I would throw a car with my bare hands to keep you safe. It’s not really helpful though, there aren’t many problems that kind of aggression will solve. It’s gonna be fine, though. I promise. How are you feeling?”
I let the menu fall onto the table and put my head in my hands, brushing my hair back.
“I’m fucking mortified. I didn't realize Phoebe would be standing right there. You know what a gossip she is. Now my friends probably all know.”
“Unless she had x-ray goggles I don't think anyone but the pharmacist knows what prescription we just picked up, babe.” Her protective agitation has settled enough the usual teasing has returned. “Unless you mean that they know what a bottom you are, in which case I’m pretty sure you bragging about me to your omega freinds for the last few years already did that.”
"Hey, I switch... sometimes."
Lydia grins. "You do and it's hot as fuck, but I said bottom, not sub. Power bottom included."


I sigh, but Lydia is right. She usually is. I don’t know why the idea is making me feel so ashamed. According to the research I’ve been doing since she first suggested this crazy stunt, some betas get heats just from being around an alpha long enough.
I put on a calmer face as the waiter arrives, and even though he looks to her first, I order for myself and Lydia- I know what she likes. When he leaves, I go back to fidgeting with the CVS bag on the table aimlessly. 
“What’s got you tangled up, babe?”
“I wasn't expecting it to be that easy to get these I guess. Like it didn't even matter that neither of us is an omega? Just install an app for some bogus script?”
“Yeah, the libertarian lunatics that run this country get things right by accident sometimes.”
I laugh darkly. “God, fuck, did you see the shit about that pack treaty nonsense this morning?”
“Yeah, those weirdos actually live in the fucking dark ages. I can’t believe this capitalist hellscape is run on a stock market that needs to know about if some poor omega girl has been mated yet or not.”
Eventually, her strawberry waffles and my grilled cheese arrive. Our conversation slows as we each dig in. Our little weekend brunch ritual, though the context of the pharmacy visit we made on the way lends the entire thing a different tenor.
A long conversational tangent about the latest news about the wealthy ghouls who lurk in creepy country clubs in the rich parts of the county fills the time. It does leave me feeling bad for the omegas who have to deal with the worst of our society’s expectations. I could never handle the etiquette rules of high society.
Something is bothering me as I finish the first half of my sandwich. I take a big gulp of my second cup of coffee, then confide a lurking anxiety in the back of my head.
“I know this is all the same to you, but… am I not just fetishizing the experiences of real omegas with an artificial heat?”
Lydia raises an eyebrow at me. “Babygirl, if your body made it happen from taking a few pills, it’s a real heat. You’re saying things that come dangerously close to suggesting I’m not a woman because my estrogen comes in pill form.”
I wince. “Fuck, you’re right. Sorry.”
She grins, spears another waffle square, and pops it into her mouth. “No offense taken, babe. Just keeping you honest, is all.”
“But, you know why it’s a different comparison, I’m cisdesignation.”
She takes a sip of orange juice while giving me a silent look. It’s a very loud silent look.
“I’m not,” I grumble.
“I heard what you said the first time, babe. I’m just getting deja vu for some things I said once. Or you know. The boy I thought I was said.”
“I’m not transdeg!”
I punctuate my denial with a mouthful of ketchup smothered fries. She steals one before answering me.
“Didn’t say you specifically were, but I’m pretty sure cis betas don’t do the things we are doing. I more meant that you maybe could be designationqueer or something. God knows humans aren’t actually so simple we only have six categories we fit in.” 
“Okay, I guess maybe I’m technically nontrinary if you stretch the definition enough to include someone who maybe has an… omegafication fetish?” I glance nervously around the diner with a pit of shame in my gut. 
“Hmm,” she replies with a sly grin. “Funny how this is apparently a fetish that makes you feel bad to have, unlike your far more embarrassing fetish for when I make you-”
I lean forward and cut her off in a low hiss. “You know why this is different! I still feel like it makes me a bad person!”
“Fine, let’s say you have a humilation fetish that takes the form of omegafication. You don’t seem particularly humiliated, to be honest, but for the sake of argument. So what?” 
“I’m not humiliated by this, just very flustered. And I really don’t want my friends finding out about this.”
“Good news then, I ain’t sharing shit. There are only two people in the world whose business our sex life is, and I’m not bothered. And essentialism is silly anyway. You’re engaged to an alpha, and we are giving each other mating bites on our wedding night no matter what label you think best describes you now, then, or at any point in the future.”
A little of the anxiety fades at her reassurance. Especially at the thought of her teeth coming down on me to mark me as… hmm, probably not a good line of thinking to have in public, actually.
“Fine. You’re right.”
“I’m always right.”
“I wouldn’t go that far,” I giggle back at her.
“Fine, I’m always right, omega.”
I throw a napkin at her and we laugh together. “Fuck you, Lydia, god, if you started doing that commanding alpha shit…”
“No, deadass, if I ever start talking like that outside of kink, just fucking kill me with a brick, I've clearly been replaced by an imposter.”
I smirk through another sip of coffee. “You just did.”
“Yeah, but that was for the bit, that doesn’t count either.”
The waiter returns to ask if we need anything, and I tell him we don’t. She reaches for another fry while I’m distracted, and I retaliate by stealing a strawberry off her remaining waffle. 
“Does wanting this mean I’m an omega, like in a trans way?”
“I might not be cis but that’s only gender, babe. I know fuck all about this.”
“You still probably know more than me.”
“Okay. Hypothetical question. You're given a magic button. It immediately transforms you into an omega. Everyone's memories are retroactively altered so nobody knows this happened. Do you push it?”
“Uh, I don't know. I would take a superpower to be able to switch at will, though.”
“Hmm. Interesting. Do you want people at work to see you as an omega?”
I chew my lip for a moment while I consider it. “I'm not sure what would change, considering your stink is apparently always on me, half the office acts like I'm an omega anyway.”
We laugh together, but the tension in my chest doesn't seem lessened. She can tell. I can hear the comforting growl in her voice, she can't help it even if it doesn't work much on betas.
“Here’s another question, would you want me to see you as an omega? My omega? Not just as a thing I say to make you cum, but as your true self.”
“Uh…” is what comes out of my mouth.
My eyes unfocus as the bluntness of her question punches through several layers of cognitive defenses.
An unbidden tactile fantasy flickers over my skin. My fiance… my Alpha, relating to my body like that. Like I belonged to her, bonded to her with the depth I've heard romanticized all my life.
Lydia laughs, a bark of amusement that snaps me out of it. “I'll hold on to that question for later, perhaps.”
I see a chance to change the subject, and I take it. “You are sworn to carry my burdens, after all.”
She groans while I cackle at her. “God fucking dammit. I should never have told you where I got the name.”
She finishes the last of her waffle, she always eats so much faster than me, and puts her fork and knife down, giving me a gentle smile as she continues.
“There are no wrong answers to me. Hell, I'm pansexual, little miss retroactive gold star. if you pick up a new gender too it's all the same to me.”
I chuckle quietly. “I really thought I was bi for being attracted to you.”
“Yeah, being in college made us both stupid.”
We sit in comfortable silence for a bit as I finish the last of my grilled cheese. I halfheartedly force conversation about work. I can feel her scrutinizing me. I might be the far more socially assertive between us most of the time, but her usual laid-back demeanor has an edge of steel under it now. She’s like a shark that’s smelled blood.
And I still can’t stop glancing at the pharmacy bag every few minutes.
The waiter puts the check in front of Lydia and I snatch it and give him my card. We have a shared account anyway, but it's the principle.
As we settle into the car, I check my phone, and see the email confirming my final excuse to back out has closed. “HR approved my request for time off.”
“Fuck yeah. I’ll reserve the cabin when we get home then.”
The reality sinks in as I put the key in the ignition. With reality comes logistical concerns. “This… this is crazy. Have we lost our minds? What if someone realizes we are going on a sex vacation?”
Lydia speaks with a laid back confidence as always. “Erin, it’s a tourist town at the end of the season. Nobody is gonna care even if they immediately realize we’re kinky weirdos. They’d probably just think that if they clock me as trans anyway, but why do you think they make cabins with nest rooms in the first place?”
“Won’t they think it’s weird that an alpha and a beta are reserving a cabin with a nest?”
“They might if they actually thought you were a beta. People see what they expect to see. You’re short enough you could pass as a tall omega if you wanted to, especially next to me, given how huge I am.”
There is a sudden silence as we both have the same thought at the same time. 
We make eye contact. A pregnant pause hovers.
An entire week where we will only be around strangers. We won’t meet any of them ever again.
There would be no stakes if I wanted to try…
I swallow nervously. 
Lydia grins like a hyena.
“Guess we have to take your neck measurements too now, don’t we.”






      

  












      Chapter 3
  



    Chapter Notes

      CW: mild allusions to past bigotry, and dysphoria. At this point, I’m not gonna individually warn per-chapter that Erin is working through her own internalized transphobia while figuring herself out since that’s the point of the entire story. 


      
        See the end of the chapter for more notes
      






  The highway rolls by as we drive up north, and now that I’ve finished the last of my lunch, it’s time to take today’s heat inducer pill. I reach into my purse and pop open the foil tab, and then wash it down with the final watery dregs of my iced coffee.
We shift lanes and watch as the turnoff for another small town passes us by in a blur of gas stations and unkept wilderness. I feel the little capsule settle in my stomach and imagine it dissolving, spreading its hedonistic intent through my bloodstream, bringing me closer to the fantasy.
It’s the third such pill I’ve taken now, once a day. So far, there hasn’t been much of an effect. I’ve got a pretty good idea of what to expect from the heat, as long as it works. The first few days are supposed to cause increased arousal, which has been accurate. I’ve definitely had more of a libido the last few days, to the point that packing was interrupted several times. But I think even if I was just taking tic-tacs that were supposed to give me a heat that would happen, since the concept of being rutted already turns me on anyway.
I’m taking them at lunch so that the effects are strongest as they metabolize over a few hours, since we would still like to do a bit of hiking in the morning if we can. Around day three or four, so maybe tonight, I was supposed to have an initial spike, but since I’m a beta the first one should break quickly. But each day I continue to take them it’ll get longer, until it becomes continuous. Then I stop taking the meds, and it tapers off again. 
There’s a light stir in my belly just thinking about it, a flush of warmth that sours and disappears as a nagging anxiety takes hold instead.
“What if it doesn’t work?”
Lydia steals a sideways glance, then lowers the volume of the podcast. “You’re taking heat inducers and your biggest fear is that nothing might happen?”
I blush a little, but nod. “I’d hate for this all to be a waste.”
Lydia chuckles. “What waste? We only get to have a regular vacation like the last time we came up here? The hike paths are still just as beautiful, maybe prettier. I hit up a dispensary for if we want to get stoned and gawk at pretty nature and shit.”
I crumple up the foil that covered the heat inducer pill, and throw it in the paper bag that we are using for trash, resisting the urge to make a joke that I should throw myself in with it. Lydia always takes me self-deprecating more seriously than I mean it.
“You wouldn’t feel let down?”
“Cute. You think I'm not still going to have my fun knotting you every night, princess? I’ve never needed you to be in heat before. It’s a fun bonus.”
I squirm a little in my seat, reacting far more to her than I usually would in such a mundane context. Being completely away from work definitely helps me get away from the professional headspace. I usually need to be on top of managing a whole team of creatives, which is like herding cats on the best of days. Knowing I won’t get any emails about some client having a meltdown helps me sink into the headspace more. 
“No, I guess not.”
“Good. There’s an entire backpack of kink gear in the trunk. Being limited by what biology alone gives you is for boring people.” She laughs, and moves into the exit lane. “Also, I gotta piss. Let’s hit this rest stop.”
 

 
We walk out of the rest stop bathroom one after the other, still stretching our limbs a bit after the first half of the drive. I wasn’t brave enough to use the omega’s bathroom, so I had just used the mixed women’s one instead. Lydia idly scrolls her discord chats while I place the hyperspecific starbucks order I developed when I worked there years ago, and we start walking back towards the parking lot hand in hand a few minutes later.
“I could drive the rest of the way if you want?” I don’t particularly want to go through the hassle of adjusting the seat, but it’s only fair to offer.
“No, mostly because you're technically inebriated and I’d rather play it safe when we don't know how this stuff affects you yet. But also…” Lydia gives me a teasing smirk. “You think I’m making my omega drive me?”
I blush furiously and glance side to side, but there’s nobody paying attention to us.
“Fine, miss stinky alpha. Keep driving, then. I’ll give you a massage later if you want, though.”
We pile back into the car but we have to stop for gas, and so I am left alone with my thoughts. For what has to be the thousandth time, I fidget with the collar in my lap. It’s nothing particularly fancy, I had insisted we get something simple, and Lydia had agreed as usual. Just one of the waterproof ones off the shelf from a department store in the right size.
The material feels pleasant beneath my fingertips. It’s a smooth, ashy black design with a shiny gold trim, and will go with just about any outfit I pair it with. More meant to be one of many in a fashionable omega’s rotation than a sole icon like the engagement ring on my finger. I fiddle and stim with the buckle, running my fingertips across the latch that lies flush with with back of it. 
I’ve worn a petplay collar before. That was bright pink, made of a thick nylon weave, with a big clicky plastic buckle and a leash. It was literally made for a large dog, and it’s still in the kink bag, since we never actually unpack that. Sturdy, functional. The one in my hands is anything but, since it isn’t actually meant to support any real weight. 
It’s fashion first, a decoration and a symbol, to represent a bond… and suggest that no one should expect much of me.
I wouldn’t tolerate that if I actually was an omega, of course. I would just want to have a life much like the one I have now. It’s not like I don’t have a good sense of what that would be like, since pretty much all my friends are omegas. But this is just a game. If I’m trying to go unnoticed as being in disguise, I should play the part. At least being quiet and shy won’t be seen as suspicious behavior for an omega.
Lydia climbs back into the seat after pumping gas, and as we take off again I realize the familiarity of her presence on the air is calming me. It’s definitely the nerves about the whole game, a blank breeze of air conditioned emptiness while she’s out by the pump that replaces itself with the vibrant warmth and comforting, familiar texture of milky oats and almond. I give her a smile and an affectionate hand squeeze as she reaches for the gear shift.
I stare out the window, at the green and yellow of trees flying past as Lydia sings something resembling the correct lyrics along to the music she’s blasting. Buildings are getting sparser as we continue our drive, lush banks of leafy trees flying past the cracked roads. Gas stations and signs for roadside attractions mark the progress of our journey, slowly shifting from urban affairs into decidedly more… rural territory as we pass the final exit that leads to Albany. 
My fiance turns down the song as we get closer, nothing between us and the lake now except open road. She downs a frankly concerning amount of her energy drink in one go, and then points at the accessory my gut is currently twisted into ribbons over.
“You should put it on.”
“Don’t you want to?”
“I think you should, the first time, anyway.”
“Okay. Probably best that I’m already wearing it when we arrive…”
I undo the clasp with slightly shaky hands. It feels silly how apprehensive I am about this cheap little loop. But it isn't about the accessory, it’s about what it represents.
For the next week, this will be my collar, as Erin-the-omega, the character I’m playing for kink reasons. 
I close my eyes and bring it up to my neck.
Just a fawning, heat brained, matebitten omega, riding out her waves of need in a cabin by the lake. A persona. 
Nobody else ever has to know.
It closes with a small click. 
There is no momentous transformation or crash of lightning. I’m no different than before, just wearing a collar now. It fits snugly, slightly elastic. Present, but not constricting in any way. Comfortable, frankly. I suppose that made sense considering how notoriously sensitive an omega’s skin was.
Lydia takes her eyes off the road for a quick peek. “It looks great, babe.”
I’m still fussing with it. Where is it supposed to sit? It seems to cling wherever. I don’t actually have a bite to cover, of course, but an omega’s collar is pure symbolism in modern society. The upper trapezius is far more in fashion than the neck nowadays anyway.
My smallest finger just barely fits in the gap between the smooth material and my neck, and I run it around the loop until the buckle settles into a spot near the front, almost like a decorative pendant. This seems right. I leave it alone. 
Erin-the-omega wouldn’t think this was strange at all.
Hopefully I don’t need my ID for anything on this trip. It isn’t illegal to lie about being an omega, and nothing about wearing omega’s clothing even technically claims I am one. But random strangers would correctly assume that I was doing this as some weird pervy sex thing if we were caught. 
I finally break my silence. “Glad you don't judge me. At least someone doesn’t. I still feel like I’m being gross for this.”
“Exploring your identity? Gonna tap the ‘you would have been transphobic if you said this about me’ sign again. Be kinder to yourself.”
“This is a kink thing!”
“You’ve considered kink to be a part of your identity before. But I think you know damn well that this isn’t just a kink thing, babe. There’s a question you’re tiptoeing around.”
She’s right. There is a question I’m avoiding thinking about.
Because if you ask a question, that means it might have an answer.
A terrifying answer.
I make a little noise of discomfort, and I see her grip on the wheel tighten slightly in response. Fuck, Lydia is so protective. It’s a little distractingly hot.
“Erin. You know I'll be there for you if you do learn something about yourself, and it requires life changes for you to be happy?”
A calm sets over me with her reassurance, banishing a rising panic I didn't even realize was coming on.
“I do, yeah. Thanks for making it explicit though.”
“Good. There are no wrong answers to me. You know I’ll fight the world for you. I already see you as my mate, whatever the label is, whether or not we have done the correct rituals to prove it yet.”
I gather my courage, and take a peek in the makeup mirror. With the band on my neck, I sort of pass for a tall omega, I suppose. My puffy sweater hides the fact that my body doesn’t have the distinctive cushioned plumpness around the midsection most omegas have, which I’ve never been attracted to but always admired and found cute.
“See, Erin? Told you that you look great.”
I make a little grunt of noncommittal acknowledgement. Admittedly, a stranger who saw me and had no reason to suspect otherwise would probably just assume I was an omega, as long as I was next to Lydia. At a distance.
But I’m not a stranger. I only see myself in the face reflected back. I see every one of the tells that I’m a beta wearing a costume. It feels like anyone should see them from a mile away if they looked with any intent. 
And they would be looking. Lake George was not the NYC metropolitan area, there was no social contract to mutually ignore people up here. Hell, last time we came up to the mountains, that one crazy guy was definitely being pointedly weird about us being an interracial couple. Lydia had thought it was funny that he completely missed the fact that she was trans, but I couldn’t imagine how badly a Random Bigot Event might escalate now.
I hated having to think this much about how I was being seen. So many angles and things to worry about, so many complicated social dynamics to navigate. 
Lydia takes a hand off the wheel and squeezes mine. I realize I’ve been making a little whining noise with my secondary voicebox, something I rarely use since I don’t like my singing voice much.
“You’re beautiful, Erin. Don’t worry about what anyone else sees.”
I gaze back at her, and feel timid warmth in my belly. No matter what, Lydia loves me, and that alone was enough to settle some of my nerves. A deep inhale of the faintest traces of her pheromones on the air got me the rest of the way there.





  
    Chapter End Notes

    While Erin is nervous about them, no events of outright bigotry or hate will occur at any point in this story.


  


      

  












      Chapter 4
  



    Chapter Notes

      CW: early transition growing pains and dysphoria 







  The gravel crackles under the tires as we pull up to the cabin lot on the lakeside, surrounded by evergreens and autumn leaves. 
Fresh air rushes in as I open the door and unbuckle. The cabin is similar to the one we rented last summer, right up against a small dock for rowboats. Water splashes faintly in the distance, and trees flutter. The golden leaves trees are beautiful, catching the afternoon light perfectly. 
And none of it is what I’m focusing on most.
My collar isn’t exactly an intrusive garment, but I still feel hyperaware of the light velvet as we get out of the car. I timidly look side to side. It’s just the two of us, the alpha lady waving at us from the porch of the front building, some guy on a bike way up the road going the opposite direction, and a chipmunk poking at a fallen log, of course. I’m glad there isn’t anyone else around. There’s no way I could pass through a crowd without being noticed.
Lydia arrives on my side of the car and her hand comes to a rest in the small of my back, a gentle weight that immediately grounds me, and she puts just a little pressure on it to guide me to walk alongside her, up the wooden steps towards the grey-haired woman running the cabin lot, Mrs. Smith if I remember her name correctly from the emails.
“Ah, Lydia and Erin, is it? Hope you had a pleasant drive up! We just got your place ready.”
Lydia chuckles, speaking in the more feminine forced higher register she uses around strangers as she takes the keys. “Yes, it was lovely, the mountains are gorgeous this time of year. Thank you, Mrs. Smith.”
The unfamiliar alpha’s eyes move down to me, and she seems to pointedly inhale through her nose for a moment. I shrink into Lydia slightly, but the woman only smiles kindly at me.
“Oh, no need to be shy from me dear. You lovebirds have fun! Though I get a sense you won’t need my saying it.” She laughs, looks down at me, and takes on an even more maternalistically sweet tone. “And remember to stay hydrated, you!”
Mrs. Smith is clearly not trying to be anything but kind, but I’m still nervous about having anyone’s focused attention while in a flimsy omega costume. My fiance shifts just a little, almost imperceptively shielding me behind her, though I doubt she even realizes she’s doing it. “Oh yes, we have plenty of supplies. Erin, why don’t you go get your clothes and such? I’ll carry the big stuff.”
I nod, take the key from her hand and scurry off the porch as Lydia makes casual small talk with the alpha woman about hiking trails for a few moments. She starts to unload the car, only giving me a small backpack as usual. Lydia loves showing off how strong she is by carrying things for me, and it’s a little bit of outdated chivalry that I’m definitely not begrudging right now. 
The cabin is warm with a perfect humidity, a tall slanted ceiling with an incandescent fixture. The main room is spacious and open plan, kitchen and living room blurring together. 
I take off my shoes and leave them along with my jacket near the front door. 
It’s wood, wood, and wood, other than the stone around the fireplace. Bookshelves are full of kitschy decorations and occasional inoffensive nonfiction books. I groan at the patina covered ‘We bless this heat, but first we eat!’ sign above the sink.
I toss my backpack on the 90s floral print couch just as Lydia arrives inside with an armful of supplies.
“Why was… why did that lady talk to me like that?”
“Because you reek like you’re an omega who is going into heat soon, Erin. I wasn’t sure of it until today since your scents aren’t super strong, but you were just in a car for three hours and it had time to really settle.”
“Oh, fuck. Sorry, I-”
Her hand catches me before I can dig for the travel deodorant in my bag. 
“Babe. That was not a complaint. Don’t get rid of that scent. You smell amazing, it’s hot as fuck, your body is trying to drive me crazy and it’s working. I just need to get the cooler unloaded before I do something impulsive and get stuck knotted inside you for half an hour.” 
A tingling between my legs clearly agrees with her, but we would absolutely let our snacks all go bad if I listen to it right now. She pulls a few boxes and water bottles from the pile and stacks them on the stool.
“Go put these in the shelves near the nest so we have stuff within reach, okay babygirl?” 
With a little shy nod, I awkwardly pick up the stack and head towards the far side of the space, calling over my shoulder. “Then what can I help with?”
“I dunno, look at your phone, look pretty? Rub yourself all over the nest room. Pretty sure you’ll be thanking yourself for doing that soon. Pick your favorite stuff from the options, we can keep whatever we like.”
A comment that I’d rather help her unpack hovers on my tongue, but then she turns and I see in profile that she’s pitching a rather impressive tent in her jeans. Okay, point taken, it’ll probably be more effective to just let her do it without the distraction, so I grab the stuff she put on the stool and carry it towards the main bedroom.
On my way, I notice there’s a bathroom off the side and pause to take a peek. It’s a break from the otherwise all-wood rustic theme, with the kind of prep bidet usually made for male omegas. I might as well use that at some point when I have the chance. Lydia is far less squeamish than I am with her tongue, and since I’m only ever having one heat, not doing a bit of stuff back there during it would be a missed opportunity.
And then I see the nesting room. Much like everything else here it’s a bit of a retro style, a big oval with raised edges on a bed frame replacing the primary mattress. I can see a twin-size cot up folded against the wall as a courtesy, but the expectation that the two of us will spend the next several days curled up in the center of the room together is pretty clear.
Getting closer I realize the bedding is huge, at least twice as much area as our queen size back home. Unlike the kind of room we had last time though with a bed covered in gaudy decorative pillows, this is a blank canvas. A simple cotton fitted sheet that covers the base and runs around the raised edges.
Behind the nest, the wall is consumed by a huge wooden cabinet covered in drawers. Sound-absorbent foam panels fill out the corners, and a beautiful view of the lake outside is visible through a window with blackout curtains on either side.
I put the snacks and bottled water on a little shelf that hangs over the nest, clearly intended to be reachable even when a knot is already inside someone. We should get one of those ourselves, honestly, even if I’m used to the awkward tandem crawl over to the side table that is an occasional reality of sex life with an alpha.
I hoist myself up and in. The base is squishy yet firm. This I could get used to. But it’s definitely barren.
Sitting in the center of the nest bed just leaves me feeling very aware of how empty it is, other than some oversized foam pillows that line one side. 
I open one of the drawers on the cabinet wall and confirm that they all hold blankets and smaller pillows. Each drawer is labeled with a number/letter code. They clearly correspond to some kind of texture preference, and everything in each numbered drawer is definitely a specific kind of fabric, but it’s nothing I’ve ever learned before.
Have to start somewhere though, a nest is supposed to make you feel warm and enclosed and safe, and this basic cotton covered waterproof sheet is clearly not meant to be the full package.
However, I also have no fucking clue what I’m doing. I grab a blanket more or less at random from the 13J drawer and just throw it onto the spread. I find a 13O and correlate that maybe 13 refers to the satin material... 
Next I go for a pillow that feels… fine to the touch, a 6C. Even after trying a bunch of them, none immediately speaks to me as the clear match that just clicks. 
Well, guess Erin-the-omega isn’t very picky. I can make up for it in the shaping. Some sort of blanket donut, maybe? I remembered seeing something like that in a romance movie once. I gave it a try, lying down, but it all kind of fell apart. Besides, it already has raised edges and those movies are directed by alphas who probably don’t know anything anyway.
An 18S pillow up there, smaller 56A blanket there… Does… does this go here?
Googling ‘how to build a nest that makes me happy as an omega’ seems like a humiliating admission of total failure. 
Nearly my entire friend group is omegas, and I’ve always heard references to the particulars of nest building during a heat that were phrased in such obtuse ingroup language I mostly just tuned them out. I’m deeply regretting that right now, since all I really remember is a general attitude that you’re supposed to just feel when it’s right.
Another pillow, maybe. There’s a lot of open drawers now, and more stuff here than I’ll need. I really don’t know what I’m doing. It’s going to be a hassle putting back the stuff I dont need. Oh fuck, what if I mess up and put a 98X in the drawer for a 21D and Mrs. Smith figures out I’m not a real omega.
Don't worry about that now, just need to make it feel right.
Does this feel right? It doesn’t feel like anything, it feels like I’m a beta with a fetish playing pretend.
…Which I am.
Really, this shouldn’t be bothering me at all. 
So why am I fucking crying over it now?
“Erin?”
Lydia pokes her head into the nest room, and the moment I look up she practically lunges across the room to hold me.
“Babe, what’s wrong?”
“I’m just… it’s probably the hormone spike, I don’t know why I’m crying over fucking nothing.”
She gives me That Look. I swallow, avert my eyes, and tell the truth. “It’s the nest.”
I look down at the fuzzy bundle of number 14A microfiber I’ve been clenching in a fist and let it go, watching it slip back into the eclectic mix of blankets pooling around me.
“Oh sweetheart, nothing striking the mood?”
I shake my head and go back to squishing a 6B pillow against my cheek, trying to distinguish it from a nearly identical 6C before giving up.
“It doesn’t feel right. I thought…” I swallow nervously. “I thought I would suddenly feel something real I guess. I don’t. It’s just stuff. It’s fine. It’s not bad. But I mostly just feel ashamed.”
“What do you have to be ashamed of, babe?”
I let out a sigh and consider packing away the 86N weighted blanket. “I’m clearly just fetishizing the way you relate to my body as an alpha. Getting off to thinking of myself as an omega is just… crossed wires for that.”
“Babygirl, it’s okay,” she murmurs, pressing my face under her chin. My nose is right against where her scent is supposed to be strongest but she just smells normal to me. 
“Is it though? We went to all this effort and now it just seems stupid or perverse or-”
“Shhh no no no. Not at all.” 
She starts to rock me side to side, humming that goofy lullaby from a video game that nonetheless always calms me down when its coming from her. After a few moments of running her fingers through my hair, she speaks again.
“Do you remember the first time I tried makeup? I was so determined to do it myself. And I thought that vivid red lipstick would make me look good.”
“It… um.” I remember it well. How devastated she had been after trying to do something on her own and it not going how she hoped. “It wasn’t your color.”
Lydia chuckles and kisses my forehead. “You’re so polite, babe. I looked like a clown, and felt like one. Nobody ever taught me what I was doing with makeup because the world saw me as something I wasn’t and raised me accordingly.”
“I think you look pretty no matter what,” I mumble, letting the implications of what she said drip into cracks in a foundation I’ll examine some other time. I’m afraid to meet her gaze. She tilts my chin up and kisses me on the cheek anyway.
“Also, there’s probably another reason none of this is doing anything for you.”
“Hmm?”
Lydia grabs one of the blankets I’ve haphazardly strewn about and sniffs at it. “This stuff is all brand new. It’s probably not meant to build a whole nest from scratch, just to add new stuff to an existing set of marked nest materials.”
“I don’t have anything that’s already marked.”
“Well, we can start with the stuff we are wearing,” she points out, a voice of reason in a cyclone of emotions squeezing my chest. “Here, let me…”
Her fingers dance under my clothes and hers, and the little moans I make as she undresses me is a reminder of the fact that I am on substances that are highly potent aphrodisiacs. Before long we are laying naked in a pile of our own laundry, her arms under my legs and wrapped behind my shoulders.
“I feel a bit better, but I think that’s just because you’re here holding me like normal.”
She pulls me in for a deep kiss. Desire flickers on our lips and tongues. I can’t help but writhe a little in her lap.
“Well, there’s a pretty obvious way to break in neutral fabrics, if you’re still in the mood. Maybe make you feel better, too.”






      

  












      Chapter 5
  



    Chapter Notes

      CW: they fuckin’ with a kink power dynamic







  Lydia is on top of me, and our lips meet and part, tongues twirling in a dance of carnality, her dick rubbing against my leg just enough to promise what comes soon. The more assertive she is in our makeout foreplay the more needy I feel. 
My body is more than seduced, dripping eagerly onto the towel under me, but she loves to relish in my desperation. It’s a cycle she knows how to keep me in even when I’m not on heat inducers, and now it’s like I'm being pulled into a whirlpool of dizzy, panting desire. 
She pulls back from the kiss, and makes a noise of appreciation at what she sees when her eyes open. “Fuck, you look hot in nothing but a collar.”
My face flushes even more as I remember I’m not really naked, which somehow feels nakeder. To wear only one thing makes the bareness of the rest of me even more pointed.
My lover’s hands roam my body, practically worshipping every contour and curve, all her favorite places. She appraises every part of me, squeezing at the stretch marks her fingers love to trace. Her lips press lower, tracing a trail down my jaw, my throat, meandering over my breasts, pausing to suck at a nipple before continuing down. When she grabs at my thighs and spreads them I flop back like a doll and tremble in anticipation. Oh my god, I’m so fucking wet.
“Damn, and here I thought you smelled good before,” I hear her growl once her nose is buried in my pubes. My alpha slides her tongue up and down along the nub tucked between sensitive folds of flesh, a sample of my eagerness to take her inside me. “You taste amazing.”
Even now I have to fight against an instinct to tense up from how overwhelming and hyperstimulating it feels. I gasp and clench my hands down into the pile of fabric beneath us, willing that impulse away from my pelvis up and out of my fingertips. 
She goes in for the thick, blunt lapping motion that drives me craziest and I gasp in an excited whine. I know that it’s more exerting and demanding than the fine-tuned clit fluttering that most girls would prefer, but she’s never once been anything less than eager to do whatever will pull the best noises from my throat. 
Lydia’s dominance has always been supported by her strength and size, but communication and practiced skill have made her my mortal weakness. She takes pride in her mastery of my body, and she absolutely deserves to.
Fuck, I can really feel it as a subtonal growl builds in her throat, running into the center of my pussy like a vibrator set to low, persistent and inescapable. 
“L-Lydia, babe fuck, oh god it feels so strong!” 
She presses down hard and swipes in a dashing motion up and down. I crest over the edge and make squeaking, gasping voices of bliss as the involuntary pumping contractions of an orgasm possess me.
Her hands press down on my thighs, and I rock back against them to ride it out, enjoying the resistance. I let her pull every possible drop of pleasure out of me. It’s exquisite, better than I remember and I don’t sense that overstimulating need to slow down like I usually would. 
Jitters work their way through my body as she helps me up off my back and into a kneeling position in the pile of fabrics and bedding. My fiance grins, reaches over to the side, and lifts a thick foam pillow that looks thick enough to support an entire… oh, it’s a sex pillow. She positions it on the center of the bed, drapes one of the blankets on top of it, and beckons me closer. I would normally use my mouth to get Lydia completely hard at this point, but it does not look like that’s going to be needed this time. 
“On your front, Erin.”
The subtlest growl of a subtonal lingers under her voice, which she only does when she wants to make me squirm. It doesn’t affect me psychologically like it would a real omega. But it’s still got some strong memory associations formed by years of hearing it in very specific contexts.
It makes me want to obey her.
It’s the command to bend over, the command to present myself, the command to submit to the pleasure she’s going to give me. But it’s also a well-proven promise that I’m going to love every moment of letting her take control of my body, and a deep trust that a safeword or a snap of my fingers will put me back in the position of equal partner.
I’m shivering as I comply with her direction, and drape my body over the microfiber. It does feel really nice. But two can play at the goading game and I like to put on a little show to rile her up. 
“Like this?” I stick my butt up in the air and wiggle it, then let my face sink into the pillow and grab the backs of my thighs and spread my pussy for her.
“Good girl,” she growls.
The tip of Lydia’s cock is immediately notched right at my entrance, ready to plunge. Her hand presses behind my shoulders, pinning me helplessly in place when I try to shift myself back to get her inside. Any semblance of playfulness is gone, I need her bad.
“Pleeeease,” I whine.
My cruel tormentor laughs, just rubbing the tip of her dick against me while teasing. “That’s a beta’s begging, Erin. Beg like an omega.”
“Lydia, put your cock inside me right now you fucking bitch-”
That earns me the expected playful slap on the ass. “Come on, Erin. Humor me.” 
The sting of her handprint against my skin does a damn good job of melting any resolve to be bratty at her.
“Please fuck me, Alpha! Please knot me!”
Lydia doesn’t make me wait a second longer. She’s gentle at first, as always, carefully pushing until bottoming out as my body adjusts to accommodate her. It feels like my body is tighter, tenser, even if I’m so wet any added lube would be pointless.
The familiar pressure and stretch begins to give way in favor of rolling waves of pleasure as she gently pulls out, then rocks back until her body presses into my clit. Warmth rushes through my core, pooling arousal. I clench and slacken my floor muscles in time with her, grasping at each press on the sensitive parts of my body that want more of her. 
I find it distractingly difficult to focus on anything but the way her cock completely and utterly fills me, and soon my legs become wobbly and it’s just the foam pillow holding me up. Each thump against the back of my thighs rubs my entire front against the blanket under me. When my little gasping noises go from overwhelmed to needy, Lydia starts to fuck me in earnest, carefully riding the line of what I can take as my body continues to warm up to being penetrated by an alpha in a way that a beta’s body isn’t quite as quick to adjust to as an omega’s is. 
I feel her slow down for a moment while realigning, taking the time to lean close and give me a kiss on the back. It’s a split second of non-verbal check in before she adjusts me slightly, pulling my hips back and knees forward. One hand grabs my breast and squeezes, the other stays behind my shoulder and helps her leverage her own weight with each thrust. 
Is this how it feels to get ravaged during a heat? She does seem to still be so completely in control of herself, but it’s probably because my scent is nothing compared to an omega’s, whether or not I’m wearing the collar of one.
Finally, my alpha’s nails dig into me as she snarls, thrusting erratically until the swelling of her knot stops her in place. Twitch after twitch as her body empties itself into me, that faint little tingling you always get from an alpha’s cum. The… mind control hormones or whatever.
I know exactly how her knot feels inside me, in every position and at every angle, but the familiar sensation is so much more. Each of her little throbs is a jolt of pleasure, the intimate calmness of being knotted raised to the level of total pliable submission by our experimenting with hormonal adjustment.
There’s a tingling I’ve never been aware of, though maybe it’s always been there. Something like a ghost of a muscle contraction happening inside me, further inside than just the pelvic floor muscles. The vestigial ring of tissues that would have become a proper tying muscle if I had presented omega, flickering feeble tenseness just behind where her knot is pressing inside me. 
It’s probably just my imagination.
But just the thought of my body squeezing around her like that, locking my mate inside me, still fills my chest with euphoric flutters.
We tumble to the left, and end up in the spooning position we usually do after doing sex from behind. I may have been freed from her pin, but all I can do is lay there and moan until she scoops me closer. The change in angle makes my toes curl, pressing toward my front and pushing against my g-spot. I end up with my face pressed directly into the pile of clothes she was wearing earlier, which I doubt is an accident. 
The arm on top of me curls around my belly like she’s protecting what’s hers, before finding her mark and attacking my clit. The other hand, whose bicep is now my pillow, curls forward until my nipple is caught between her finger and thumb and squeezed.
“Good girl,” she whispers with love before bearing down harder. “Good omega.”
I’m sucking in air through gritted teeth as she chuckles again, a sadist’s wicked delight at the sound of a masochist's blissful suffering. My own postorgasmic glow shines upon all intense stimulation and casts a shadow of pleasure, no matter how sharp. 
Everywhere she touches feels electrifying. I guess I am on sex drugs, but it’s crazy that this is what omegas feel naturally. I climax again fast, clenching around her cock in waves of orgasmic pleasure after only a second of her playing with nerves that are being pushed flat by her knot from inside.
“Fuck, Lydia… It’s… It’s so much!”
“Snap your fingers if you really can’t take it,” she murmurs against my ear as she works me towards another peak. 
Though desperate inhales against the flannel she was wearing on the drive up, I finally notice it. That warm fuzzy smell that I had only detected whispers of before, in the body oils behind her ears. It’s definitely the same natural perfume though, the kind of love potion that you only get from rubbing your nose in the hair of someone you never want to be away from, warm rosy almond flecks. It is the smell of home. It is the musk of my alpha.
 

 
The sunset is beautiful over the lake as we both half pay attention to a muti-hour video about theme parks playing from my laptop on the shelf. Simple microwave bean quesadillas are hardly a fancy dinner, but they’re just what my body needs after the sex earlier. The nest really does feel cozy now. It’s been an hour or two since we fucked, but my skin still has a pleasant buzz.
Lydia gives me a squish on the shoulder and I glance up towards the video, tuning back in as the narrator begins talking about a construction initiative in the 90s.
“I read online once that he was transdeg.”
I give her a dubious look through another mouthful of melted cheese and the tingling heat of spices that Lydia spent years building my tolerance for. “Who, the YouTuber?”
“Nah, that guy.” She points at the screen, where the face of Disney’s former CEO sits. “They had a string of betas after Walt left and the board was only going to accept an alpha, so-”
“Pffft, bullshit. There’s no way he was secretly transdes. And besides, even if it was true, that doesn’t exactly sound like a progressive uplifting affirmation of identity, just more pack elites being deranged for profit.”
“Eh, you’re probably right,” Lydia chuckles, and goes back to reading. But a free hand starts to drift up and down my spine, igniting little embers of sensual bliss left soaked into my entire body by our lovemaking.
“You know,” I mumble, “I think I get why so many of my bonded friends don't use suppressants. Heat sex is really fun.”
Lydia looks up from her book, The Third Designation by Simone de Beauvoir, and gives me a quizzical look. “Erin… I’m pretty sure you haven’t started yet.” 
I stare at her for a moment.
“I haven’t?”
“Yeah no, I don’t think that was the first heat spike, I think that was just good sex. Obviously we won’t know exactly for sure how the inducers will work in your body, but that seemed more like pre-heat to me.”
“Oh fuck, it did?”
She leans over and inhales through her nose from behind my ears. I bare my neck for her without thinking and get a kiss that makes me shiver as a reward. 
“Yup. You smell kinda like my omega ex boyfriend did right before it started. The first bout was supposed to happen on day three or four of taking them, and today was day three. Looks like it’s gonna be day four.”
Oh fuck. 
I watch as the final rays of sunlight streak across the rippling water out the window, appreciating the ways that the raspberry reds and deep oranges scattered from every surface, turning the leaves on the trees into a thousand little sunsets. The walking trails etch scars in the foothills. We were hoping to hike up there as part of the trip, and now I’m wondering what kind of condition I’ll even be in.
“Tomorrow night is going to be interesting, huh.”






      

  












      Chapter 6
  








  Lydia and I both hiss with awkward discomfort as she finally manages to pull her half-thick knot out of me and scramble for the bathroom, tripping over the blankets along the way.
“Sorry,” I call in embarrassment over the sound of her gasping with relief. I had woken up so horny I jumped her the moment the sun hit our eyes. Critically, before she had a chance to pee, which was never a good idea with an alpha. It always seemed like you'd gotten away with it, and usually you did, but you didn't find out until about minute ten of the knotting and then you were in trouble.
“Love you, babe,” she half-laughed, half-groaned from the bathroom. “One day we'll learn our lesson.”
“One day maybe, but definitely not this week,” I reply, wrapping myself in a blanket and venturing out into the kitchen.
I would expect to be sore right about now, all things considered. Lydia had still been locked inside me from round two when we finally passed out last night, and I made it less than a minute after waking up before getting her back in. But my apparently insatiable pussy is fortunately doing just as well for physical stamina.
And this is still only the pre-heat.
I put on a familiar video I've seen a thousand times and make the two of us some maple and spice oatmeal while she showers. I’d usually join her in the morning before work, but I'm not supposed to bathe as much this week unless it is for my comfort. Lydia wants to revel in my scent accumulating and… yeah, better to focus on the oatmeal before mating instincts consumed my higher brain functions again.
I steal a sniff of my underarms before serving breakfast, hoping she likes it. It’s normal as far as I can tell, perhaps a little sweet? I'm not sure what about it drives her so wild, but I couldn’t really describe why huffing her balls gets me going either. At least I know I'm not the only pervert in this cabin.
She's barely even done drying her hair when I finish devouring my portion in record time. I only slow for sips of coffee and to savor the abnormally rich and fragrant cinnamon, the sweet sugar and milky notes that pour out of it. Oatmeal just tastes better on vacation I suppose, and I guess the hormones are working up an appetite to prepare me for the oncoming storm. 
At least I can enjoy the view. Even in her exercise gear ready for the hike later, my fiance is gorgeous. I’m so lucky to have her. 
Her shirt is still unbuttoned, a line of chest hair running from the valley between her breasts down to a thicker tangle covered by her waistline. Little fantasies bubble and pop in the back of my head, of crawling under the table and burying my face in them while giving my alpha a mid-breakfast blowjob. I ignore them… this time.
Lydia sips her own coffee, unaware of my lingering eyes or the inferno lurking between my legs. She picks at her breakfast, and generally seems quite absorbed in another one of the books she brought. I peer over at the page, not that I'd be able to easily read it without my glasses, which are currently in the nest side table.
Before long, Lydia sets down her book, folding the edge of a page over so she doesn’t lose her spot, and drops two empty bowls into the sink.
“Anyway, let's make some sandwiches and see about one of those mountain trails, get what we can in while you still haven't pulverized my entire pelvis.”
We step out a short while later. It’s corny, but the morning light really does feel like it hits differently out here, a ray of warmth that breaks through the cool wind as we leave the cabin with packed sandwiches to eat at the top. As the two of us walk down the muddy path towards the parking lot, a new voice calls out to us.
“Good morning!”
We both turn, and see a cheerful balding omega man waving at us from the office porch, and I freeze completely as Lydia waves back. “Hello, Mr. Smith,” she calls politely as he strolls over.
He’s smaller than me, but about the same relative scale to Mrs. Smith as I am to Lydia. For a split second I become very self-conscious about the adornment around my neck before I remind myself that it’s all according to the plan. 
“How ya finding things? Nest coming along well I hope!”
Realizing he’s talking to me, I banish my imposter syndrome and blurt out a reply. 
“Oh yeah, it’s… the drawers are laid out nicely and you’ve got so many options in materials.”
He laughs. “I know, I know, the wife says it’s a little excessive to include the whole texture chart, you young omegas and your freeform modern styles just want the standard spread. Thank you for indulging an old man like me.”
“I couldn't make heads of tails of it, but I know to just let you omegas choose, I'll be happy with whatever as long as my mate is there,” Lydia adds with a smirk.
I cough, then nervously excuse myself and scurry to the car. Sliding into the passenger seat, I set my backpack down between my legs.
It’s not long before Lydia has joined me. She puts the key in the ignition and we’re on our way. “You doing okay?”
“Yeah I think so, he wasn’t asking about me was he?”
“Nah, he was just suggesting some shortcut on the private road. You’re fine.”
Her fingers cup under my chin, pulling me in for a breathtaking kiss that leaves me squirming after it ends.
“You’re right. Thanks babe.”
“Anytime, Erin.”
It’s a quick drive to the trailhead on the other side of the lake, and before long we’re on our way.
 

 
The way up the hike trail is beautiful, even if I’m a bit distracted by intrusive thoughts of Lydia tying me to a tree and slipping my sweatpants around my knees to blow off steam. 
It’s nice to work the mild aches from our elevated sexual output out with the exercise, and the path we picked out is exceptional. Soft pine needles scatter across the mild elevation, and the air is incredible, that kind of mushy wet leaf and mud smell fills my lungs with every step.
We find a lookout point and take a breather to enjoy the fruits of our labor and eat our sandwiches. Nestled between a huge cluster of ferns and trees with golden leaves the view is practically framed, the lake far below us shimmering in a dark blue.
Lydia’s outdone herself again. Even with supplies hauled across state in a cooler and toasted whitebread she’s managed to make a really tasty lunch for us. Tangy tomato slices and mozzarella cheese with just a bit of hot sauce and basil to tie it together.
I nuzzle against her, enjoying the calming scents of my lover and the cool autumn air. It’s nice to get away from the bustle of life. It’s so quiet up here.
When I open the water bottle to clear my mouth, Lydia wordlessly hands me today’s heat inducer pill. Fuck, that really is gonna happen soon.
For the first few pills it was like nothing when I took them, but some time between yesterday and today things started to kick in, and now as I let it digest a little part of me is analyzing every sensation like a kid who just took a sip of liquor. 
“Maybe we pop into town on the way back?” Lydia suggests. “Some stuff is probably already closed now that it’s September but the town is hardly dead. And we are going to Flapjack Pete’s at least once, that place is fucking incredible.”
I swallow another bite of my lunch anxiously at the idea of being surrounded by so many unknowns. I lean closer against her, suddenly overcome by a need to be held. “Um… yeah. Maybe.”
Her arm wraps around me automatically, and I can see her eyes flicking side to side cautiously. Usually her getting into a subconsciously protective state is more distracting than anything else, but right now it's exactly what I need to feel safe, and I nervously elaborate.
“I’m still anxious about what anyone we might run into would think of us. I was worried for a moment there that Mr. Smith was onto me.”
“Yeah, passing is a bitch,” she replies as she chews her sandwich solemnly. “But remember, there’s nothing for him to be onto. You’re a girl about to go into heat, riding it out with her alpha. The details are our business and ours alone. You heard what he said, young omega. This sort of thing came up a lot in that book I was reading this morning, actually.”
“Oh? What are they, anyway?”
She puts her sandwich down, and starts to stroke my hair while humming a deep soothing sound. “Queer theory, among other things. Filling some gaps on designation crit, since my focus has mainly been gender specific.”
“But isn’t that most of what queer theory is? The gender part? Women who like women, and people who don’t fall into neat boxes?”
“Depends how you define it, I guess? It kinda opened my eyes to how that stuff operates, and how the construction of normativity is much more complicated than I realized. This author, an omega who is triangularly bonded to two other omegas, would argue that you and I are closer to societally typical than I realized… it’s interesting to think about. That though that lens we are practically straight.”
I stare at Lydia like she has three heads.
“What do you mean, we’re…? I am literally such a lesbian that what I thought was the one exception just turned out to be a woman.”
She chuckles and kisses me on the forehead. “You’re homosexual, sure. But do you have any attraction to designations that aren’t alphas?”
“No? What’s your point?”
“I don’t have a point I’m trying to make, just thinking aloud. But our relationship doesn't exactly challenge expectations, you know?” 
I feel myself prickling up a little, but she means well. “What the fuck are you talking about? I was also raised to think the only normal relationship I could ever be in is for me to be with a beta man specifically.”
“Well yeah, but your parents are insane fundies, I’m talking about even liberal society. I’ve been reading about how alphapatriarchy basically constructs every ‘normal’ relationship as having one person that’s the dominant male alpha and another that’s the submissive female omega. The pole and the hole, the knot and the tie. If a stranger can do that on sight, then we are seen as straight, with varying dilutions of how confusing we are in that framework.”
I lower my voice to a near whisper. “You’re literally transgender. We are not straight.”
She laughs to herself. “Yeah, and that makes it even easier for them to map me as the alpha man in the relationship.”
My heart hurts for her, but I know her moods well. When she's making jokes about it, she's not looking for reassurance. I squeeze her thigh anyway. “Well, they’re stupid, and wrong.”
“Damn right. But like, if we were a cis lesbian alpha and beta pair we would be the ostensibly queer couple they put in the ads your company makes for shallow progressive points… and to get the freaks like your family who think anything but alpha/omega and heterobeta relationships are against god’s will to give them free advertising by smashing their coffee makers on camera or whatever. But like, uh, as I keep saying all week, I don’t think you meet the criteria for a strictly cis beta currently.”
I decide to backpedal the conversation away from that final point.
“I guess… I guess in a way we are… roleplaying a more normative relationship. I just never even thought about it I guess? These are questions I've never even considered.”
She laughs. “Of course you haven’t, you’re white.”
I shrug. “Guilty as charged, I suppose. I might need to take a peek at those books, then.”
“Yeah, just slot some theory in mid heat between rounds.” She laughs, and helps me up.
We walk a little closer to the old log that acts as a safety barricade and really take in the view. Lydia points down to a little spot on the edge of the water. “If you squint super hard, you can see the lakehouse down there where I’ll be ravaging you later tonight.”
“Pfft, not if I pounce you first. That little cabin looks so small from up here. Kind of crazy to see how far we’ve come.”
“And we’re only half way through.”
“The hike, or the preheat?”
She grabs my hand and leads me back to the trail, a meandering path that leads us back down.
“The hike, babe. Honestly, let’s skip going to town today and just head back. The way you smell, preheat’s almost over.”






      

  












      Chapter 7
  








  I couldn’t help but press myself up against Lydia’s body as soon as we were in a confined space. It was far too late to think about the consequences of a long walk and the kind of sweaty pungent pheromones it would produce. Maybe if this wasn’t our first time doing this we would’ve thought that through.
At first I thought that it was just from the physical exercise, but I'm definitely starting to feel the symptom that gave the heat its name by this point. Humid warmth radiates from my scalp, flushes my cheeks, and pools in my belly. It makes me needy for touch. Smooth cool reassurance from another’s skin. The comfort of familiar fabric on my sensitive flesh.
I wrap my fingers around the band of her pants, unbuckling them while keeping my face as close to her skin as possible. 
“We shouldn't do this here Erin, babe let me just…”
“Need it!”
Sliding my cheek down her tummy, the smell was even stronger. I wanted it, needed it so badly. 
“Fuck, this is crazy-”
“Neeeeed it please.”
My nose presses firmly into her pubic hair and I whimper. It's so perfect, that gentle musky almond and oat tang, creamy and pungent and burning with deeper marinated juices that says more than her words, betraying how much she wants it too.
Lydia falls back against the seat, and I kneel down between her legs, finally letting my tongue slide around the warm tip of her cock.
It isn’t enough, still not enough. I open up as wide as possible and plunge, taking her rapidly hardening dick as far as I can.
I start to bob forward and back, and with each expert application of my tongue some part of my brain purrs with satisfaction at the knowledge I was pleasing my alpha. Now the smell can really get into my system, nostrils back against her mons, nowhere else for me to go for oxygen. 
She groans and twists from the stimulation. Her fingers dance on the back on my head, twitching and trembling as I work on maximizing the surface area of my tongue against the underside of the head of her dick.
I might be putty in her practiced hands, but I’ve memorized her weaknesses just as much as she has mine, and that knowledge was more in the forefront of my mind now than my own damn name. It's what’s making the spreading embers on my nerves flicker with delight.
“Shit fuck fuck fuck Erin sweetie you have to- I’m gonna, but my knot, honey pull back!”
I finally release her and sputter up, trading my mouths fixation on her cock for her tender clenching balls. They get a less… aggressive treatment, lapping licks and swirls that help disguise how embarrassingly desperate I am to nuzzle and sniff and soak in their musky girlsmell. 
Fuck, she's always smelled good there but every drop of the sweat and her natural body aroma that was trapped during that hike is melting my fucking brain thanks to the flood of chemicals the heat inducers have brought on.
Lydia pumps herself a couple of times then clenches down on her shaft while I diligently work, spraying a jet of cum against her own belly with a loud gasp. My mouth quickly slides up and closes around her tip so I can gulp down every drop. 
I feel woozy from the intoxication of it all, licking up and swallowing what I would usually wipe away. Sucking every salty, bitter, addicting bit of her cum off of her fingers. Murmurs of need and begging let her know just how urgently I need her inside me. Need to please alpha, need to make alpha cum inside me.
“Fuck, okay, fuck, we need to get back to the cabin now,” Lydia pants. The undertone of sexual satisfaction in her voice makes me giggle happily.
My body starts coming back to a semblance of consciousness when she plugs in my seatbelt in the back, rolls down a window, and starts driving us away from the hiking trail parking lot back to the cabin. 
Lydia reaches back with her right hand for me to hold while trying to focus on the road. Fuck, I need her so bad. Desperate mewls are nearly the only thing I can vocalize. My grip around her wrist is only tightening, and she opens the remaining three windows to make it back.
She drives right up to the cabin, parks, whips around to the side and lifts me out of the car, kicking it closed behind her and carrying me inside. “Gonna give you just what you need, babe.”
Even as she carries me through the cabin door, I'm rubbing against her, making begging noises, squeezing at her tits. An animal, needy arousal driven to desperate heights for her touch.
Lydia kneels, tosses me down into the dense pillows of the nest, and pulls her clothes off as fast as she can. I use whatever presence I’m capable of to not rip my clothes as I tear them off of me too, then roll around naked in the soft blankets, making keening noises of arousal and want until she joins me.
I launch into a giddy sensory squirm, rubbing myself against her body, rocking my hips against her, getting high off the concentration of her scent in the nest. Her hand grips at my waist, helping steady me as she presses me down onto my back. I spread my legs and hump the air, trying to tempt her to take what's hers. 
My alpha’s lips tickle mine, gentle teasing brushes from my love that turn into a smile as she presses down, and our tongues dance. It’s a passionate, intimate kiss, hot breath on sensitive cheeks and need, so much need. She's slow and measured, contrasting my frantic writhing.
I break and run my wet sex kisses around her cheek, down her neck to her clavicle, harvesting all I can of her, siphoning off as much of my quivering heat as possible into her secure touch. 
My alpha. 
I want her to be inside me. I need it. I'm beyond more than single words, but “Please” is repeated over and over. It’s not enough as I sniff, it’s not enough as I nuzzle and kiss, it’s not enough to press and pant and whine, I want to inhabit the same molecules as my lover. Sex might not even be enough, I need her inside my skin.
I squeal with delight when Lydia just positions herself above me, ready to fuck me. I'm wetter than a swimming pool. She's not making me wait, not this time. Nothing more is needed and I'm already begging in every way I can. 
“Good girl, good girl. Gonna give you what you need. Gonna take care of you, just like I promised.”
Finally she sinks inside, and my pleading turns into a loud whine as the tips of my folded knees touch nesting material. My thighs clench and wiggle just to enjoy the inescapability of it, a little performed huff that makes her grin and growl. 
I feel every shudder and twitch and breath inside me, god I’m so sensitive. I’m completely present and hyper attuned to the moment. It seemed impossible that anything could fulfil the intensity of my desire, but it is, and it does.
Alpha pulls me in against her chest, tucking my head under her chin, pulling me into the shape of her body where I fit perfectly. Each long, slow thrust tempers the heat’s desperate wanting. My nose is pressed against her neck, and I take a greedy inhale. The musky sweat of hiking clinging to her hair and neck overwhelms me completely. 
I open my mouth to pant and mewl, but what comes out of me is a loud purr of contentment. A warble distinctly beyond the typical noises any beta would normally make.
Yes… More…Thank You Alpha
“I’m trying baby, I’ve got you, I’ve got you.”
Fuck, I feel so tiny pinned under her. Her dominance over me is usually so much more cerebral, laced in games and humor and teasing. This is rawer physicality, leveraging the fact of her enormous strength advantage in a way she almost never does.
Alpha’s thrusts get harder, and her hand grips my shoulder, thumb resting gently on my collarbone. A noise of need escapes me, and I curl my own more slender fingers around hers.
Then push them up.
She hesitates as I put her hand on my throat, looking up with her in total submission. “Harder,” I moan, and after a hungry growl she squeezes.
The breath after she lets go is like a drug, her smell filling my lungs all the stronger for the enforced absence. I clench down on her dick, convulsing and gasping with blissful satisfaction. Confidence growing, Lydia relinquishes her hold and stretches out her arm until it’s fully extended above me.
From this position her… I shift down ever so slightly until her armpit is directly over my face and whine in complete blissful delirium. My brain is being overwhelmed by a primal source code that I never had the capacity to interpret until now. Her love, her hunger, her protective nature, each of them play a different note in the smell of her body oils.
“Good omega, good omega!”
The strength of her command pushes aside my doubts. I wasn’t taking a risk at rejection, merely obeying as she applied the label to me by force. For tonight, I was an omega.
Her pounding picks up pace and I cum for the first time, hot wet slick removing even the smallest ounce of friction, yips of enjoyment hiccuping out of my lungs every time her body presses into me.
But it’s not what I need. I need to harvest her enjoyment. I want to know how happy I make her in the language of our bodies. I find the words.
“Please cum in me, Alpha. Please, knot your omega!”
I’m building back up, no refractory, and she’s allowing herself to take what’s hers, the arm that isn’t burning me in her scent curling around my waist to leverage my body more deeply onto her. A sharp inhale through clenched teeth.
Alpha roars her enjoyment as she finishes inside me. She spreads me open, locking her throbbing cock as deep inside my hypersensitive flesh as she can go. It's like a rose tinted memory of being knotted for the first time by some girl on prom night all over again, overwhelming and aching and pleasure beyond description.
The inferno of need feels sated as my pelvic floor muscles tighten around her, a pulsing pattern I've never felt myself make automatically before.
Each little clench shoots me closer to a climax far stronger than the first, like every burst is a mini orgasm all on its own. 
The euphoria eviscerates all conscious thought from my mind, nothing but the tactile sensation, the bliss, the closeness, the inescapability, the smell, the safety. Just breathing feels amazing, and I daintily cross my ankles behind her back. 
Alpha holds me close, the most precious thing in the world. We lay together, mated and locked, her rumbling growls of reassurance met by little squeaks of comfort and contentment from me.
The tingling glow fades slowly, over the next few minutes, from crackling fire into twinkling embers of pleasure. Clearly I’m not quite returning to my old baseline, my sense of smell still feels too strong, my skin still a bit too sensitive. But at least I can think clearly enough to talk again.
“Lydia, you better not tell me that wasn’t the first spike.”
My lover laughs, pressing her nose behind my ear, scenting me even as she checks herself. “No, that was it. Is it. The first spike of a heat. How was it for you? That was incredible for me.”
“Amazing. Holy shit, I came just from being knotted?”
“Some people can, yeah. I mean, most omegas can. But why would I stop there?” With an evil grin, she reaches over to the kink bag on the corner of the nest and pulls out a vibrator, followed by nipple suction toys. “Let’s see if I can beat my old record for most orgasms I've given you in one knotting.”






      

  












      Chapter 8
  



    Chapter Notes

      CW: Passing use of “mommy” as a kink title, and peeing in a shower followed by joking about peeing and autistically debating what body parts are humiliating to be peed on while giggling like idiots. if those are a dealbreaker to you in this sapphic transgender 4 transdesignation story i don't know what to tell you lol







  I clench my thigh muscles and keep rocking myself up and down in Lydia’s lap. The morning sun is warm against my bouncing tits, though hotter still is any skin that indents under her fingers. Gripping, groping, tugging, she grabs and pulls, holding me upright as I ride her cock.
The first heat spike may have ended, but my baseline physical responses feel like I normally would after an hour of foreplay. Residual hormones flooding my system, and of course those building for when the second round started later today.
Oh, and we remembered the bathroom first this time.
I might be riding on top, but it's a hell of a lot harder to feel in control when she keeps grabbing my collar and pulling down while I call her Mommy. Sometimes it’s just a whimper of letters that almost sound like the word. She knows.
The position gives me something beyond positionality though, stimulation, and for that it’s unparalleled. Hips rock, and the most sensitive parts of myself brush into the soft plush of her skin. Her morning rasps whisper words of love and desire, all the sweeter for their babbling nature. I love hearing my name on her lips between kisses, even as my ability to hold myself up for our lips to meet weakens.
It’s not enough. There’s no force short of magic that could bring me as close to her body as I want to be, rolling and pressing, whining in the swell of pleasure. The willing seduction of my body brings up instinctual responses. 
I bare my neck for my alpha. An extension to the right, a display of submission and trust for my partner. My bones shiver as her tongue runs across the trembling flesh in a tease so overwhelming that it almost pushes me over the edge. She wants to claiming bite me, and I would trust her to. Only our mutual desire for it being on our wedding night stays me begging to tempt her.
But all that means is her bites can’t break the skin, and she is very good at pressing with a gentleness that can save our special moment for when we are ready while still giving me the feeling of having my alpha’s teeth on my throat.
Finally I cum as my nose buries itself in her armpit, and she croons, letting me know that I’m her good omega. The knot twitching inside me is hard to disagree with, especially given the supporting argument of her mouth gently sucking on my neck. She pushes the collar up slightly, which means I at least will have some help covering the mark she just left on me. 
We collapse in a knot-linked pile of limbs and sweat, happy and relaxed. I bask in the oozing wetness of what she’s filled me with as I lay on top of her. Lydia fumbles like she wants to try to slip her hand in to touch my clit, but she already made me cum with her tongue once and I'd rather just keep nuzzling my entire front against her belly and tits.
She cups my ass instead, stimming with the jiggly flesh. It makes her twitch inside of me. I definitely feel the tingling of her cum leeching submission hormones into my bloodstream or whatever it is, but I just like the intimacy of having her deep inside while our bodies are in total physical contact. Though I am grateful for the water bottles on the shelf within arm’s reach. 
“We should get a shelf like this for our bed back home.”
Lydia chuckles and starts to stroke my hair with the hand not currently using my butt as a stim toy. “You mean your nest?”
I bury my face in her neck, cheeks red. “Our nest…”
Lydia kisses me on the forehead. “Of course, Erin. Our nest.”
I make a little happy hum, and bask in the afterglow until she, my malignant, cruel tormentor, rouses me with the indignity of having to talk about something remotely emotionally involved before I’ve had my coffee.
“So, how was the first heat sex last night? Everything you wanted?”
I squirm a little just thinking about it. The way my thighs twitched and gave way. Phantom flickers expressing the desires of a nonexistent tie. How I held her close after, all the same. I’m blushing quite considerably by this point.
“Yeah it was. It was, um, really something.”
She smiles, stroking her fingers through my hair. “Great. What can I improve?”
“Um…” It’s always been her nature, when doing anything intimate, to treat failure and improvement as part of the process. It was a framing that always made me feel like feedback was something she craved, that I could always speak up about any issue without fear of her getting mad. In her words, needing safewords and steering was a when, not an if, and she had proven she meant every promise. But that didn’t mean I could always think of anything to complain about. “I want more,” I confess with a small giggle.
She chuckles. “I take it you felt safe, then?”
I nod and nuzzle in closer. “Completely. It was intense, and it was really exhilarating to feel… your instincts too.”
“Good. I figure I might take an edible tonight if you feel good with that.”
I shudder a little at the exhilarating thought of her being less inhibited, and nod shyly. It's hard not to get lost in passing thoughts of her making love to me in increasingly rough and dominating ways.
Some minutes later I happily cling to Lydia as the morning shower starts. As much as we both want to just let our scents linger, the patrons at the diner we are going to for breakfast probably won’t appreciate us smelling like heat sex. Given that it’ll be my last chance to huff until later I nudge her underarm with my nose until she lets me sniff.
Fuck, she smells amazing. How could I never detect this before? It’s like a hit of pure security and comfort.
There’s something new playing with the same instrument as her familiar milky juicy aroma. The closest frame I have is the sichuan peppers we like from the authentic Chinese place we order from sometimes. Hot but vibrant and fresh and numbing. Fuck, she has a warm sticky gym kind of sweat worked up too from our… activities. 
I feel a pang of embarrassment once I realize I’ve been in there for over ten seconds. It isn’t my fault though, she’s the love of my life and I’m on heat inducers. I’m allowed this pervy indulgence.
Lydia’s fingers trace around the waterproof collar that circles my neck, teasing smile curling at her gorgeous face. “Looks like someone is still feeling it, huh?”
I nod back shyly, and bashfully scamper into the stream of hot water so I have an excuse for the burning pinkness of my cheeks.
This shower is bigger than ours, more meant to be shared, and yet she’s still much more on my body than she would be back home. Soap clings between our bellies and breasts. We spend more time kissing than washing. 
She breaks away from a dizzyingly erotic kiss, my back pressed against cool textured tile, and murmurs in my ear.
“Fuck, I can’t keep myself off you. We are never going to get clean at this rate.”
I nod, and apply a bit of soap to her gorgeous tits, then ask a question.
“Do I smell different to you?”
“Hmm. A bit. I’m not much of a poet, and you’re kinda covered in my scent right now. Uh, speaking of which, I have to, uh…”
Lydia leans down and kisses me, and the stream of hot water on my lower body is joined by another spurting jet of focused, warm fluid. 
The aroma ghosts over me, pungent tangy ammonia and saline. There isn’t much to speak of, easily drowned out by the soaps and steam, but it’s definitely there. The fluid runs from its target point around my genitals, through the folds of my skin, and then down between my legs. It is, I have to imagine, exactly how it would feel to completely lose control of my own bodily functions. And yet I know for a fact that I’m not the source. Her fingers lightly brush around the dimples of my hips in affection.
She pulls back from this kiss with a sweet smile beaming down at me. I look up at her in shock. And horror, definitely horror, definitely not anything else.
“Did you just… pee on my cunt?”
“And leg,” Lydia replied with a smirk.
I’m very embarrassed. It isn’t like she’s never done that to me before. No, I’m mortified because the thought of her doing it is… turning me on now. “That’s a bit… humiliating,” I grumble, less a complaint than a deflection from my own feelings.
Lydia kisses down my belly, and starts to wash my legs, clearly taking every opportunity to run her soapy fingers through my pubic hair. “It's not meant to be humiliating! I was kissing you the whole time. That was a fully uh, as equals. And you know what slick is, right, like there is urine in it.”
“I am not… slicking,” I huff.
My mortification is met with further casual elaboration, tinged with bemusement. “Trust me, you squirted on my junk plenty. And I didn't think that was humiliating. Like, I think humiliation kink is really in the intent, you know? That was intimate to me.”
I can’t help myself but laugh at the absurdity- I can tell when she’s teasing me and this isn’t that, she genuinely doesn’t see it. “You know it's different!”
“It wasn’t on your face like the last time, that one was definitely humiliating. And we were both standing. I think anything above the bellybutton is, like… that’s its own vibe,” she murmurs ponderously as she continues down to my feet, exfoliating and pampering.
Thumbs press into the bridge of my foot and I’m melted butter, firm rolling from the pads that’s supported by her fingertips bridging around my ankle. She runs around my toes, between and across them, finding and extracting tension with alarming efficiency. Firm squishing feels incredible on my calf. Then she sets my leg down, and repeats it all on the other side.  
“I can’t believe you’re doing piss philosophy in the shower. And worst of all, I’m encouraging you. Even worse, I think you might be right. Maybe.” What I don’t tell her is how this being humiliating is part of what makes it hot. I’m looking to win this debate after all, not throw it entirely.
She has to pause to laugh, and stands up to start shampooing me. “I think I’m onto something here. Anyway, what did it make you feel like, then? Besides embarrassed, I mean. Which you really don’t need to be.”
“It… it felt like my alpha was marking me as her territory,” I confess with a flustered whine that warbles as her fingers knead against my scalp. 
Swirling like the tentacles on a jellyfish she strokes and kneads with her fingertips, lifting the weight of my hair up and away so she can wring every ounce of tension out of me. She’s like a living version of one of those metal head massagers. One of the many things I love about her.
“Marking my territory? Hmm. Maybe a little.” Her grin flashes as she drinks in the moans extracted at the ends of her fingertips. “But what's the shame in being marked as an alpha’s? Not like you aren’t wearing a collar already.”
“Everyone treats being an omega as… you know. Lesser, I guess.”
I feel her fingers twitch, a protective reflex she probably isn’t even aware of. “And if anyone treats my girl as anything but a gorgeous, competent woman I'll set em right.”
My chest flutters as she continues to condition, then rinse.
It’s intoxicating, how deeply Lydia loves me, how full and genuine her commitment is even when her instincts drive her to be in a more assertive position. So few alphas actually deliver on the so called natural protector role. It’s regressive, sure, but when she does, when she shows how her designation’s inclination for dominance could be built on respect and not subjugation… it’s exhilarating to feel so helpless and yet so safe with her.
I’m idly reminded of the post-coital shower we had together a few weeks ago, that set this whole thing in motion. She had driven a chisel into my armor then, and it felt like she was prying a shell open again. A rush of air that breaks a barrier from the inside, like when I need to ask her to open a jar and her casual strength wins a battle against the pressurization of all that has been sealed within.
She turns off the water, and kisses me out of the stupor.
“Come on, babe. Time for pancakes.”






      

  












      Chapter 9
  



    Chapter Notes

      CW: alpha commands, passing use of the word Mommy, THC edibles







  My short legs feel shaky as my alpha and I walk across the parking lot, and I can't help but fidget with my collar until a waitress leads us to sit down.
The faint guitars of some ancient rock song plays in the background, somehow both complimenting and clashing with the half century old Swiss lodge theming this place seems to be slowly discarding with each renovation. Still it comes through, and the table seems more vibrant than ever in all its 70s wooden glory.
I slide into the booth at the pancake restaurant, and Lydia sits next to me, rather than her usual position across, protectively boxing me in between her and the wall. 
I'm glad. I couldn't handle not being this close.
We’ve been to this place before, last time we visited Lake George. I don’t remember the trinkets on the walls being quite so colorful, or the smells so inviting. 
The waitress puts two menus in front of Lydia. She glances down at them, and raises an eyebrow as she looks at me out the side of her eye, waiting for me to act.
Nobody will actually care if the alpha isn't the one who directs orders. I always order for us, and nobody thought that was weird- hell, I used to occasionally get mistaken for an omega a lot even before my neck was adorned with a collar.
But… I know she knows what I want. And I'm not sure my voice is going to be what someone expects from an omega woman and…
“Um, you can choose,” I mumble as quietly as I can, taking a little twisted thrill at the show of deference and trust. She silently points a finger at the waffle with strawberries for confirmation and I nod.
I press myself in tighter against her after the waitress leaves. It’s a lot more of a public display of affection than I’d typically make, but a lot more in line with the omega I’m supposed to be right now. Her hand strokes gently up and down my arm, grounding me just enough.
I half pay attention with her as we look up together at one of the TVs on the wall, which is playing that show where a bunch of billionaire alphas get pitched ideas to invest in. It's capitalistic reality tv trash and I am a raccoon, it's a massive guilty pleasure for both Lydia and I even if we detest everything it stands for. One of the ‘sharks’ goes on a long ramble about how smart collars for omegas are a booming industry and I fidget with the flimsy fabric around my neck. 
“You wouldn’t want to control me like that, right?” My voice is a nervous bid for reassurance.
“Fuck no. Those assholes are insane. And also… fuck, he valued that stupid concept at a quarter billion? Really?”
I nod, and feel little tingles of warm trust soothing my nerves. Probably doesn't hurt that my brain is still full of whatever hormones get produced when an alpha cums inside you.
“Yeah, I've seen this episode before, it's brutal. Also, imagine having to charge something while it's around your neck. How does that even work? Smartphones are bad enough but they're at least so useful it’s worth it.”
Lydia snorts with amusement. “I’d throw both of ours in the lake if you didn’t need it for work, honestly.”
I sip my coffee and give her a disapproving look. “Hold on a second, I have Stardew Valley on there. You can't throw my farm in the lake.”
“Okay fine, the doom scrolling rectangle wins this time. Your save file is safe.”
The belgian waffle lands on the table a few minutes later, and it looks divine. Quickly I dig in, satiating my appetite. The plume of whipped butter on the top is so creamy and salty I sigh in bliss. 
After the first bite I go for the little metal jug of syrup, and oh god, it’s warm, sweet sticky steam filling my nostrils as I drizzle it into the little squares that are already filled with smears of butter. 
It’s so big I can’t possibly imagine finishing it. Thankfully Lydia will probably end up poaching a bit, as she often does. A little dessert from my plate to accompany the eggs benedict that have arrived for her.
The second bite is surreal. Surely it can’t be this good. The syrup is smooth like water, but dark and sticky with a smokey wooden vibe. I pierce a little strawberry slice with my fork and add it to the next one, a sharp juicy sourness that slices the richness into shreds. 
Why did I never notice how outrageously good these are the last time we came here? 
“I’m almost angry that someone could make something this tasty and then keep it all the way up here in the middle of nowhere, people would line up for hours and make viral videos about this waffle if it was in Brooklyn.”
She chuckles, spearing a single bite, though not eating it.
“Yeah, back when I was a kid and went camping up here we always said the same. There's something about this place.”
“Adirondack mountain water maybe? I think there are a lot of springs that are really pure and maybe have unique minerals.”
“Could be the atmosphere. Same waffle served back in the diner back in Ossining probably doesn't taste nearly as good. And I mean, any meal tastes better with my sweet little omega practically trying to climb into my flannel. Open wide.”
A blush burns on my cheeks, and for a moment I pull away in embarrassment, but her grip around my shoulder is like iron and keeps me where I am. 
“Sorry, I’m…”
“Nothing to be sorry about, Erin. Open wide.”
A rush of goey heat surges in my belly as I obey. It’s like a force is pulling me toward her like elastic. The glint in her eyes draws me in like deep pools of safety, Something to stare at as she… Fuck, she’s still feeding me more… But that nice fuzzy feeling is so…
She snaps her fingers. “Wake up, babe.”
I blink. I’ve finished the entire plate. I take a sheepish sip of my coffee.
“Uh. fuck. I just spaced out really hard,” I practically whisper.
She laughs. “You sure did. By the way…” Lydia sets today’s heat pill on the table, and I nod and swallow it. “Good omega,” is the whisper in my ear.
I squirm and watch as she finishes the last of her own meal.
The waitress returns, putting down the bill distinctly in front of Lydia. The alpha.
That trained impulse to grab it rears its head, but I ignore it this time and let her pay. She’s using the same bank account I was. It makes no difference. But it is a difference to me. 
It’s not just that Erin-the-omega would do that, it’s that I apparently like being seen as that demure, loyal omega hanging off her alpha’s arm. It’s stupid, and regressive, and if I really am transdesignation or whatever it’s a terrible thing to lean into for the hit of validation, omegahood is not just being demeaned as an identity!
And that’s all irrelevant because it still makes my thighs twitch and my chest flutter a little.
Lydia definitely notices, but says nothing until she’s stood up to let me out of the booth. “You need the bathroom before the drive back?”
Yeah. I nod, and make my way to the back of the restaurant to look for the bathroom. She sees it first, but then pauses as we reach it.
“Ah. Right. Guess I can’t go with you.”
I look at the bathrooms and pale at the trio of restroom doors.
Men- alphas and betas.
Women- alphas and betas.
And then of course, the third door. 
Omegas and children.
There's no dodging the question now.
I walk forward, glancing nervously at the other patrons. The dull chatter, people eating, forks clinking against plates. 
No one is looking at me.
I can do this.
The handle turns under my hand. A glass clatters against a table, making me jump, expecting someone is about to tell me I’m going the wrong place. But nobody does.
The door closes behind me. It’s quiet now.
I use the bathroom. 
I walk out.
The same fuzzy wall of noise greets me alongside my fiance’s smile. It’s the casual sound of people existing in parallel, none of it pointed at me. It’s its own kind of overwhelming, at least until my alpha’s hands are back on my body.
Lydia and I leave, and the waitress waves goodbye with a friendly grin as my alpha holds the door open for me.
 

 
We put away our things in the cabin and walk down the dirt path to the long wooden dock that stretches into the lake. Trees provide shade that covers it in a beautiful way, and we can admire the mountains and sky above. All the boats are out for the day, and it’s calm and quiet. 
Lydia finds a perfect spot and leaves our socks and shoes at the edge of the treated wood platform. I sit down on the wooden ledge, legs dangling down near the water. It just barely touches my bare toes, cool in a way that I welcome. My lover plops down beside me, and leans her head on top of mine. Her legs are long enough that her feet sink all the way to the ankles, catching the hem of her jeans with damp spots as we look across the vista together.
Trees slice the landscape in half, rich viridian evergreens peppered with leafy yellow giants that swell with the slope of the hills. Mirrored in the water their reflections shimmer in a breathtaking distortion, faint clouds of cool grey and stoic white only making everything else more precious feeling. It seems so vivid.
I scootch closer to my love until the sides of our bodies are smushed, every breath shared. Her arm goes around my shoulders, and our fingers intertwine. We exist together, breathing the same autumn air in comfortable silence.
Each of us is being slowly, comfortably pulled by the chemistry in our bodies. Lydia popped her THC gummy as soon as we got out of the car, and my heat inducer should hit at around the same time.
It’s funny, to feel the opposite of dread, but not quite excitement either. The feeling of something inevitable coming over both of us. And the more wiggly she gets, the more it stirs in my belly. How vividly I remember being out of control and how soon that sensation will return to me, and how amazing it’s going to be.
I can tell it's starting to hit her from the stimmy flutters in her fingers and the rocking side to side. Our culture pushes such a stoic, serious idea of what alphas are supposed to be, and I love getting to see her silly side. It makes it all the more attractive when she does take herself seriously, to know that she so easily couldn't. At the same time, I’m starting to feel like my sweater is too warm, and theres a radiating tension inside my belly. It won't be long now.
We look out into the dark waters and I see a flicker of movement.
“Is that a fish? A lil’ fishy?”
She nods, staring off into the middle distance. “Yeah. Definitely a fish. Or a crab. There’s a whole like, ecosystem in there, a whole cycle of creatures living and dying. You ever think about how we are like, the same self replicating process that crawled out of a steam vent or an asteroid or whatever? Like the same chemical reaction perpetuating itself… Alive in little blooms, for billions of years. We were fish once. One day, maybe those fish will be the humans.”
I giggle like an idiot at her stoner wisdom. “Ha, right, of course. I think I saw another over there…” I point at the spot, and she leans over.
“Oh? Right there?” Lydia squints. “Hold on, you’re not tricking me so you can push me in or something, are you?”
“Never. Never ever.” 
“You said that last summer before you pushed me in, I’m pretty sure,” my alpha ponders, stroking her chin thoughtfully.
“I think you’re too high to swim this time, Lydia.”
We laugh, a bout of giggles capturing her, until she’s laughing about the fact that she’s laughing, and then I’m laughing again too, both our hands wrapped in the other’s. She lifts my hands, which feel so small in hers, and resumes babbling what she seems to think are profound revalations. 
“It’s so easy to forget how exciting holding your lover’s hand is. It makes you vulnerable, like. These are our tools, you know. Our hands. And yet we do it because it feels good. We like holding hands, as people. because it feels good. That’s so beautiful and romantic, you know?”
I just about die laughing.
“Fuck, babe. You’re such a goofball and I love you so much.”
I feel the warmth within me rising. My fiance may have forgotten to look for the fish, but that’s okay. She sets her sights on me instead, and I feel her in every way you can feel someone you care about.
“You’re so soft, and small,” Lydia giggles, hand slipping under my sweater to squeeze at my tummy. “So squish… I'm gonna fuck you soon, heh.” 
I can't help but snort in amusement, from both how she babbles and the ticklish sensation of her fingertips.
“Well… You're squish too, and big, and smelly,” I retort, sticking out my tongue, barely able to take my pretend insult seriously through my laughter.
“You like the smell.”
“I think realizing I was turned on by the scent of your balls was a major inflection point for my entire life, actually.”
She fails to think of anything to say to that and just kisses me instead. Sparks are building in my abdomen, a warmth that a crisp fall breeze over the water is doing nothing to dispel. I kiss her back and lick at her lips to invite her tongue into my mouth.
In a few seconds, her hands are groping and squeezing at me like the dough when she occasionally makes homemade bread. 
I squirm a little and put the latent energy into returning the touches, needy little grasps and swirling fingertips in my favorite places. Then she hooks her fingers into the elastic of my collar and pulls down. Her lips latch and suck at my neck and all I can do is tremble and moan.
“Mommy, we’re outside, people can see,” I tease between sharp inhalations. 
She pauses and looks around, clearly having entirely forgotten where we were. Not that anyone would be likely to notice us making out on a secluded dock.
Our lips meet and break, tongues dance in hedonistic swirls. My breaths are getting higher and whinier as hers get deeper and more guttural. I run my fingers through her hair, against her scalp, intimate, needy.
“Fuck, you smell hot,” comes her growl against my ear. “It’s… earlier than yesterday? I think? That was yesterday?”
Nodding, heavy lidded eyes and reddening cheeks that have nothing to do with the cold air. “Yeah, yeah. I feel it. I’m getting worked up so fast.”
Lydia stands up, and I’m treated to the extremely funny sight of protruding jeans.
“Fuck, we need to go inside. I need to fuck you, right now, please.”
“Yeah,” I agree, pulling my toes out of the water and getting to my feet.
She tries to carry me, nearly trips, and we barely manage to avoid getting dunked into the lake. Stumbling and laughing, we run back towards the cabin, ready to enjoy heat night two together.






      

  












      Chapter 10
  



    Chapter Notes

      CW: anal sex, alpha commands, egg drilling







  I moan and writhe under Alpha, my breast and her mouth meeting and parting as she grinds our naked bodies together. She’s on top of me in the nest, clumsy, high, and horny as hell. The dick rubbing against my leg feels hard enough to break bedrock, and since I took a quick cleaning detour in the bathroom it could potentially be going anywhere. My body certainly feels eager for anything. 
My fingers dance on her skin and I babble in the tone of affection, no full words reaching my lips. My butt eagerly wiggles deeper into the eclectic stash of nesting fabrics that surround us. 
Her mouth releases with a wet pop, and I scrunch up my eyes as the overwhelming pleasure is replaced by the sensation of air. My body needs her, wants her. She grins a primal smile down at me.
“I like it, you being like this. Fuck. I’m trying not to push you on anything, but you… fuck. It’s irresistible.” Lydia’s slightly high ramble is cut off as she remembers to kiss me again. Then she has to stop to continue, fingers fumbling adorably on my clit. “Erin. I’m gonna want more after this heat. Even if it doesn’t mean anything, and it’s just our secret… I want this so bad, babe.” 
I nod frantically up at her as I clamp my thighs down on her hand. “No, fuck. This can’t be the only time. We’ve barely started, and it just feels so right. Every year, at least. Maybe a few times a yea-eahh!”
My own yelp cuts me off. Two fingers are now curled inside me, with a third resting against my asshole both intimidatingly and promisingly. It’s so much stimulation, and it’s made all the more overwhelming by my twitching overactive muscles. My body is ready but my mind needs to submit to her touch. Her voice is a husky rasp now.
“Good girl, good, fuck, I feel like I’m being entitled to your body to think of it like that but… Fuck, I’m glad to hear that.”
The fingers not inside me curl into my hair, gripping me and pressing my nose into her neck where her thought-melting scent glands are. I’m bombarded by the smell, numbing peppers and workout sweat and milky musk melting my brain until it grants her the submission that lets me relax.
“Alpha, Alpha, Alpha!” I don't have anything to say, no meaning to convey that the noises of pleasure don't already communicate. But just making the sound feels good. Addressing her as my Alpha feels good.
“Fuck right I’m an alpha, and I want my mate in heat. I want to take you every way possible. I want you to know you're completely mine. Here, let's work you up to it…”
Lydia adds more lube and I'm taking her finger deep in my ass. Yeah, I have a feeling she wants to do more than just rim me. But I know anal sex with Alpha feels good, even if it’s overwhelming and a little uncomfortable, too. I crave that mix of pleasure and submission, more now than ever. 
“I trust you, babe. I’m going to marry you, dummy. That butthole’s gonna be your wife’s butthole. You wanna fuck it, huh.”
“Yeah,” she confesses.
“Well, just be gentle.” 
“I’m maybe gonna be a little rough after.”
“Green. Gentle at first,” I chirp up at her lovingly. 
Alpha and I giggle like idiots for a minute until it becomes growls and moans that escalate. I climax on her fingers, driven rapidly to the edge by my own wetness being rubbed into the hole we got ready in the bathroom. 
“Yeah. You know I’ll start gentle. I’m gonna make you love every moment. I can’t have this taste of my mate’s heat and not want more.”
The hunger in her voice resonates deep in my G-spot. Fuck, I felt that. A full on command subtonal. Fuck. My heat means I can actually feel it. There’s a rippling sensation in my skull that can only be compared to a finger holding my chin in place, keeping my eyes locked forward. She demands my attention. She deserves my attention. 
My throat warbles as I answer, in what couldn’t possibly be a purr.
“I want it too. I like being like this for you. For my Alpha.”
My lover’s fingertips curl forward hard for a moment at the squealing tone of my addressing her, and after one final clenching of my satisfied pleasure she flips me onto my front in an all fours position. I can do nothing but squeak as the air is tossed from my lungs.
“Good girl, needy and desperate for me. Driven crazy by my scent, huh? Fuck, you're so hot.”
My Alpha’s tongue against my hole thrums with satisfaction, swirling hot wet writhing pleasure of the most irresistible and pervy variety. She knows how much I enjoy this guilty pleasure.
It is the pleasure I can’t escape from, a tongue that remains patiently pressed against me no matter how much I buck, whimper and whine. And I do, I writhe on a perfect precipice, enjoying the sensation that isn’t overstimulating like oral on my pussy or overwhelming like her dick will be in a moment. Long pulls, rapid flicks, daring plunges, each works me up more.
Alpha pulls herself up again, grabs a sip of water, and then opens a lube bottle. A generous dripping coats the dick I’m about to be accommodating. I wiggle my butt against her, trying to entice my lover with the sway of my hanging tits.
Her hand comes down on the back of my neck, pressing me lower, face flat into the pillow with my ass still in the air. 
“Mine.”
“Yours,” is my muffled warble into the wonderful nesting surface. I don’t resist, or fight, simply submitting completely to the person I trust most in the world. I love Alpha, she loves me. 
Lydia’s grip is firm, controlling, but not aggressive, not rough. She’s only really applying pressure to the back, not choking me. Pressing my face into our nest is a statement of power. Of my place when she ruts me. I’m going to take Alpha’s cock in the ass like a good omega, and she’s going to make sure I love it.
She would never harm me. I’m hers.
My body feels like it’s buzzing as she lines herself up, a familiar pair preparing for a less familiar form of dominance. But I am her well-trained counterpart, and I know to tilt myself slightly back for her initial moment of penetration. I part for her like I was made to take her, and my cunt remains dripping and eager even as it’s not what’s currently on the menu. 
But she’s still big, and her fingers could only prepare me so much and-
“I-I, fuck, I'm tense, Alpha, I want you to make me give in,” I beg.
I can hear the grin on her voice as she commands my body to surrender. “Relax, and then remember to push back at first.”
Lydia has teased me with a command or two before, set dressing to a fantasy. I have reacted in kayfabe, performing my submission with diligence. 
This is nothing like those times. Words spill from her mouth and worm into the part of my brain that makes my heart flutter, my blood pump, my muscles twitch. My response is automatic and wholehearted, eager compliance only catching up after I’ve already slackened. It feels incredible. 
Oh fuck shes inside me oh fuck I was not prepared for it to feel this good-
Alpha repeats herself. “Relax, and then push back.”
I obey and she keeps her promise. Gentle at first, until I feel her balls against me.
Relax, then push back. Go limp, and then struggle. Feel how her cock dominates me. Whimper, whine, moan. 
“Relax for me, Erin. I don’t wanna hurt you.”
“You can be rough,” I moan. “Green!”
“Good omega.”
Her next thrust is hard enough to make me scream. It’s everything. It’s pain, pleasure, empty, full, docile and pliable, active and obedient. It’s the approval of my Alpha. My lover. I gasp as something that started as an idea becomes a manifest destiny.
I love her so much.
And then I find out that I can cum from anal when I’m in heat. 
A dopamine flood of bonding hormones and love chemicals. Another step down the path of associative training, another indulgence in a self reinforcing cycle of enjoying every moment of my debasement for her and my pleasure. 
It’s what anyone who dates alphas quickly learns to love. You are taught to submit and then learn how amazing it is. Always, it caught me by surprise, but with no woman as much as Lydia. How my body craves to be dominated, yearning for her to control me.
Alpha is all too happy to oblige. My leg is moved and folded, adjusted to get the perfect position without my input. Her fingers grip down on me, while her thumbs press little massaging circles that reassure me of her care.
I can feel the rasping in her breath. Alpha is close.
A blurry fuzz consumes us, loud and buzzing. Alpha is singing her pleasure in a frequency I never appreciated before, a humming growl that builds and builds as she thunders through her climax.
She falls down on me with a crash, and I howl from overstimulation as she starts to expand while her knot is only halfway inside me. I’d normally pull forward so her knot just ended up outside of me, but there is no question in my mind. I need her knot more than I need air. I push back instead, and let her get pulled inside me with what feels like a pop.
Getting knotted in the ass is intense, forcing me to arch my back down and press my face into the bedding to accommodate her as deep as I can. I feel tiny, helpless.
Clarity returns, and with it my heightened sensitivity to smell and touch. My nest is so wonderful, humid sex leeching into every porous scrap of blanket around me. All of it takes a back seat to Alpha though. Her fingers on my head. Her bulge stuck inside me.
The ache of holding myself at the painless angle has me whining within a few seconds. My hips are shaking as she quickly flops to the side and pulls me into a spooning position, cradling my body from behind. I spasm a little each time she throbs, pumping little spurting pools of her sticky liquid pleasure inside me.
I could live in this space forever, I think, floating in the endorphins of overwhelm and satisfaction, pressed against her. It’s as close physically as two lovers can ever get. 
“Good girl… good omega. Fuck.”
Lydia fumbles for a moment, and then I hear the click and the buzz of a vibrator. It's placed between my fingers and guided down, the thrumming sound muffled by my thighs and drowned out by my moans.
I crash through peak after peak, and the clamping down only makes her knot in my ass more imposing and overwhelming. My knees are getting numb. Nerves are compressed and firing sparks, like I'm being short circuited, rewired. 
Orgasms break through overstimulation to create more overstimulation that the next round of orgasms breaks through all over again. I whimper and whine my affections. She responds with her own. What a good, safe, loved omega I am.
Alpha’s hands massage lovingly down my back, squeezing my shoulders and hips.
We have all the time in the world, and we take it.
 

 
It was easy to say when the first round of sex was, since we paused to clean ourselves off after doing butt stuff.
The second was me bent over the kitchen counter, screaming her name against the wood and tile.
The third was us going down on each other, with a little break to cuddle after.
The exact bounds of the fourth round onward were subjective. Sex blurred into itself. She dozed off while knotted inside me at one point. It was warm and safe and overwhelmingly blissful.
What might be the seventh round finally ends, and while my body is still absolutely flooded with my own bonding chemistry, I feel a bit more lucid. The second wave of heat is over. 
I’m drenched in sweat, sticky everywhere, and feel wonderfully achey inside. The tingling inside me is stronger now, a paradoxical coolness against the fading heat of my body.
I’ve been fucked full of yet another few doses of those alpha mating hormones, and via several administration methods. Including the one whose lining is supposedly far more receptive to certain hormones than swallowing or vaginal absorption. Fuck. Our bodies can’t help but follow the elaborate dance of chemical messages and programmed responses.
I’m being omegafied.
There’s no way I'm not, you can’t take heat inducers and do multiple rounds with your alpha partner without accepting your limbic system is probably going to make some minor tweaks.
But I don’t just want to be omegafied.
I want to be an omega.
Her omega.
Not some fetish kept hidden, not as a promised secret, but authentically and honestly. And I could be. Fearlessly loved as her omega as I loved her as a trans woman.
It’s not like I imagined it at all. I don’t feel like I’m about to take the proud stance of some perfect transdeg activist declaring her principled position or some other equally cheesy empowering thing. The feeling that soaks into me is instead the intimate honesty of someone who cannot hide behind excuses or half measure any longer. 
It’s the equation of consequences vs this incredible feeling, and I just don’t care anymore. This feels good and real and honest and I don’t want to give it up, fuck the world and everyone else in it except for Alpha. Lydia. My champion and future wife.
A tear forms at the edge of my eye. Lydia notices instantly, eyes wide. “Erin, are you okay?”
“Babe. I’m a trans omega. Or, I want to be.”
Her eyes are full of love and light and warmth. “Oh, babe. I… I had suspicions, and they’ve been growing bit by bit for years, but fuck. I’m glad you know. Fuck, it’s gonna be amazing to be the real you. My omega. My Erin.”
Alpha squeezes and grips and appraises my body, and then she remembers to raise her arms and let the trapped girlsmell out. Oh my god, I’m going to be so turned on by her scent soon. I’m going to end up with at least a weak tie. I’m going to tie her. I’m going to tie my Alpha.
I make a wavering happy whine bordering on sappy tearfulness as the excitement refuses to contain itself within me any longer. She squeezes my hand in recognition and gives me a fat kiss on the cheek.
“I can’t believe your dick in my ass is what made me realize though. We can never tell anyone this was the moment.” I chuckle, nuzzling into her side.
“Eh, sometimes you gotta drill an egg open.”






      

  












      Chapter 11
  



    Chapter Notes

      Content Expectations: mistakes, but its gonna be okay by the end of the chapter :)







  The next morning is the first we don’t wake up fucking since we got here. It’s been a quieter day, and we’re sprawled out after a lunch of sandwiches on the nest, blankets strewn about as I nurse a midday cup of coffee. I’m using Lydia as a pillow while she gives me affectionate squeezes and pets my hair and plays with my collar. 
I’ve been a little out of it. My notes app is full of coming out messages I’ll probably be sending once we leave this little tourist town and rejoin the real world. There’s a dull horror to it, in a way. To accept this about myself means I’m going to have to tell everyone, and then live with the unsexy logistical realities instead of just indulging in the fantasies.
Fucking doctors appointments. More daily pills, procedures and doccuments and headaches and upkeep on my body. I know Lydia will help me, she’s already been through it from another angle. 
Some idle googling has at least told me that her claiming bite and just being around my alpha’s pheromones should help my body stabilize once the transformation is underway. I‘m lucky to have Lydia, lucky in so many ways. To already be a fairly omeganine beta, to work for a queer-owned company that already has another transdesignation employee, to be white, it goes on and on. I almost feel guilty for the advantages I have, but I can’t help but fixate on the downsides. The what-ifs and fears.
My alpha’s enthusiasm is a light in that storm. She is taking every excuse she possibly can to mention my designation. Omega this, omega that. It’s at once silly and endearing and just a little annoying, but I know I was the same back when I started loudly mentioning my girlfriend at every possible opportunity. I take a sip of my coffee, and break the comfortable silence we've been sitting in since finishing eating.
“What were the odds we’d end up together when neither of us knew. I mean, I guess queer people can spot each other before we can spot ourselves.”
Lydia gives me a small kiss on the forehead and squeezes me tight. It feels grounding, how small I am in her arms. “Yeah. How do you feel about it?”
“Uh. A little overwhelmed. What about you?”
She smiles. Of course she does.
“Fucking god, I have an omega fiance. Babe, do you know how amazing and wonderful it is? I’m gonna have an omega wife. I’m gonna be my omega’s wife!”
The dread cracks with a smile. Her phrasing, awkward as it is, emphasizes the symmetry of the situation between her gender and my designation. A helpful reminder we’ve already been down this road once before.
But there’s a worry that’s been stirring in my belly all morning, as she gushed in her eagerness to support me, an implication I dared not ask but need to know. “I was wondering, if you… you always preferred an omega?”
“Uh, I mean, yeah, I guess. I thought you were the one beta for me…” She lets the words die as she picks up on my trepidation. 
“Oh,” I say quietly. “I… I’d never heard you express that preference before.”
It wasn’t like I had cause to ask before, but I guess I’ve been making some assumptions that I shouldn’t be, about her designation preferences. It was pretty obvious that she wasn’t terribly interested in other alphas, whenever we watched movies together my swooning over certain stars was never met with agreement, only teasing support and abstract agreements. I figured betas and omegas were on even footing.
“Yeah, I mean. I’ve kind of always treated you like my omega. I guess now we know why. I must have just known.” She smiles, but there’s a nervousness to it. 
“Heh, yeah, I guess,” I answer hollowly. I’ve never taken her for someone with a more traditional outlook. Is she settling for me? Would she be happier with a real omega instead of someone like I am?
I finish the last of coffee mug number two, and set it next to the empty plate that carried my lunch. A long, quiet moment passes, just staring at the empty foil tab of today’s heat inducer where I’ve left it on the side table. 
Just a few days ago, it had been a fetish object, or at least I could convince myself it was. Now it might be my forever reality, depending on how my body responds to HRT. I can’t help but feel some mixed resentment towards it now, for providing what my body should have naturally. I wonder if under the positivity, Lydia ever feels the same about her feminizing hormones.
She strokes my head, and gives me a little smile. “Babe. I can smell that you’re nervous, and I’ve been there. I asked you to marry me when I thought you were a beta, this is only gonna be better. Like, do you have any idea how much restraint it’s taking not to flip you over and take you right now? The only thing stopping me is, you know. The gravity of the revelation you’ve been through.”
“Sorry, I…” Fuck. Would the perfect omega Lydia saw in me let her alpha stew in my midheat scents? “I could suck you off.”
“You… want to go from drafting emails to blowing me?” She sounds skeptical. “You took the heat inducer already. We can just wait until it’s natural.”
“Yes,” I answer. “It probably won’t be long anyway. Why not now.”
Lydia gives me a scrutinizing look, but an alpha is easily led by her knot. “Well, I’m not telling my omega no to heat sex.”
She unbuttons her pajamas and lies back, letting me dictate the pace. There is some spark inside me at that sight, that hint of control she’s giving me. We’ve always been occasional switches, but I tell myself that’s beta behavior. I should get used to the strictly submissive role. She’s done so much for me, tolerated and celebrated so much. I should revel in it and be grateful for it.
I position myself properly, and start to lick at the head of her penis. She hardens fast, thankfully. Conflict bubbles up inside, the dissonance of finding myself and struggling in the mess to figure out what it means. I’m not really in the mood for this. But I’m an omega, I should act the damn part.
Well. I guess I don’t have to act. I pull her out of my mouth, and mumble a question.
“Can you command me to suck, Alpha?”
She visibly hesitates, but temptation wins. “I love you, Erin. No matter what. Now be a good omega and put that mouth to use.”
Suddenly, the haze of well trained obedience takes over, newly empowered by the heat. It feels correct to put my mouth to use and suck. I’m a good omega, I obey Alpha. Just like I’m supposed to. 
I’m not having a ton of fun. But I don’t need to. It’s compliant, mechanical, it’s fine. 
It’s fine.
It’s not great. My jaw is sore as fuck after last night. But my mouth keeps lapping almost frantically. I can’t disobey my Alpha’s command. What kind of omega would I be to ask for her to command me and then disobey her?
I’m supposed to make my mouth useful for… because I want to, because… I can snap my finger to stop at any time, but… I can’t, because I have to, fuck, fuck, Alpha can’t be mad at me, no no no-
“Red,” Lydia yelps as she pulls my head back, voice tinged with fear. “You’re crying, babe, what’s wrong?”
My eyes snap open and I start openly sobbing as I see the look of panic on her face. “Fuck, fuck, fuck, I’m so sorry-”
She dives down and encompasses me in her arms just the way she knows helps calm me down, voice flat and soothing, but only compelling me to listen by virtue of my trust. “Hey, I’m here, I’m here, it’s okay, Erin, tell me, Lydia, what just happened.”
“I- fucking omega bullshit! I couldn’t stop myself!” I pull away from her, and my hands find the collar around my neck and rip it off, breaking the clasp open with a snap. I throw the fucking thing across the room and bury my face in her chest with shame. “It was supposed to just be a game. A silly roleplay. Our little secret, not… not who I am!”
“Erin,” Lydia whispers carefully. “Was that a command making you do something you didn’t want, or fear a trans omega won’t be good enough? Because if it was the first… We cannot do a claiming bite. I can’t have that kind of power if it makes you feel unsafe. That’s not what I want from our relationship.”
“What kind of fucking broken omega am I about to be that says no to a claiming bite?”
Lydia looks heartbroken, but the strongest pushback is the wince she’s making. “We don’t need it, Erin. I don’t need the damn scar to prove you’re my girl if you aren’t comfortable with it.”
Our eyes meet. And in that moment is an entire history, conversations about the realities of her overpowering strength. The claiming bite wouldn’t make anything new possible, and most importantly, I trust her.
“I… I want to, though. I want us to do that special bond, how could I not. But… why do you even want me if the only part of an omega I have is the obedience drive. I can’t tie you, I can't make those little noises they can, I can’t produce scents that an alpha is supposed to want, it’s why every alpha I was ever with eventually…” My shoulders start to heave. “I thought you wanted a beta and clearly I’m something… If you wanted an omega you could get a real one. Not some half approximation of…”
“I wanted you,” Lydia responds firmly and uncompromisingly.
I sniff, and realize I’m making an argument she once made in a panic about being afraid I would prefer a cis woman, how absurd it felt. “I’m… fuck. Internalized transmisomegny is a bitch…” I attempt a little chuckle. “And I think I need to learn how to spell it now, too. Fuck.”
The tension of the moment shatters as she snorts with laughter she can’t keep in. “Sorry. Fuck, I shouldn’t laugh, I’m… This is a serious moment.” 
I cough and nod, unable to help myself as I join in giggling. “No, fuck. It is funny, though.” The laughter peters out into a long sigh between us. A breath of trust. It’s going to be okay.
“And, uh. What the fuck do you think you’ve been doing to me, babe. You smell incredible, the noises you make drive me crazy, and I know what your tying pattern is, even if the muscle is still weak I felt it. And this is just the start. But-” Lydia pauses for a moment. “Even if there was no such thing as hormone replacement therapy you know I’d love your body all the same and you’ll still be my omega, no matter what.”
I squeeze her in a hug as tight as I possibly can. “What if after the heat ends I change my mind? Are you going to be unhappy? I…”
“No babe, no… of course not. I love you for you, I promise.”
“But… but there are so many other omegas out there. I love you so much… don’t you deserve the best?” I don’t say the words real omega, but fuck, it is the implication.
She growls slightly and clenches her fist, then takes a deep breath and calms herself.
“There are other omegas out there, but there’s no force on this earth that could make me give a damn about them. Especially not now. You are my omega. Mine. I could never want anyone else. None of them could ever possibly compare to you. My sweet girl. My Erin. My mate. All mine. No matter what happens, you’re never getting rid of me.”
A dam finally breaks at the sounds of her tender possessive pouting, and I slacken into her chest, sobbing tears of joy. I would not be her beta, just like she would not be my husband. And I remember thinking how much hotter she’d be as a woman, so early in the relationship.
She holds me like that for a while, humming soothingly until the tears slow, then wiping my face off and giving me some water, followed by blankets to ball up and cling to.
Some proper part of me knows I shouldn’t want a confirmation that my fiance preferred what I was going to be to who I was trying to be but… No. It’s okay if she would be more attracted to an omega than a beta.
Because I’m not a beta.
I’m an omega.
And I always have been, all of me. Even…
Even that part.
I glance at the bag of kink gear sitting against the edge of the nest. We’ve been too busy with the raw sensation of our bodies to do much beyond me throwing the title of Mommy around. The embers of heat are stirring inside me already. I can feel them, but they’re not some external force. They’re me, they’re mine, and I don’t just have to be one kind of thing forever.
“When I said I wanted to suck you off. There was a part of that I wanted. I ignored it because I was getting in my own head and thinking about what an omega is supposed to do rather than like, what you and I love about each other.”
Lydia smiles and kisses me. “So, everything?”
“Besides everything, stinky. Like a specific thing that was turning me on that I ignored but shouldn’t have.”
She snorts with amusement, but nods. “Yeah? Tell me about it then, I’m tentatively green to rewind and try again on that.”
“It was the part where you did what I said. It felt… different than before. That’s part of me too. My Alpha bending to me as her omega. Doing what I say because I deserve it.”
Her eyes flick to the kink bag too, then back to me. A grin curls at the edges of her mouth, because she knows exactly what I’m thinking. “It has been a while since I was your puppygirl, hasn’t it.”
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  The kink gear bag spills open, bags of toys and bottles rattling around. I pull the rope out just to get it out of the way, there was no chance either of us would have the attention span for the other kind of sexy knotting with the next wave of my heat ready to spike.
Then I find it. Red, with a thick black buckle, the kind built for an actual dog. It’s near the bottom, buried in the silicone and metal sediment of other toys used more recently. I pull out my own as well, which is nearly identical but smaller and pink, still attached to a leash.
She can’t take her eyes off it, except to glance up at me, and then back.
“So, how do you want me to,” Lydia makes awkward hand gestures, unsure of where she should be. “Like. You’re in charge, what should I do?”
“Um. On your back, I think?”
The hesitation and uncertainty hovers, tension playing out in the knuckles as I squeeze the pink loop in my hand. I steel myself and pointedly unhook the chain leash from my play collar, then.
I dangle the black and red fabric, buckle undone, and let it glide across her chest. I drop it between her breasts with a little thud. “That metal part is cold!” She scoffs.
“All a part of my sadistic game,” I giggle. “Now put the fucking collar on for your mate, puppygirl.”
My Alpha’s fingers grip tight. I see it there, in her eyes, for a split moment. That the swirl of mating pheromones I am putting off fuels her instinct to take control of her omega, to be in charge. And then she breathes in, smiles, and controls herself instead. “Yes, Ma’am.”
The mood lifts, and then settles gently into place. She puts the collar on, need growing, urges bubbling. 
I grin back at the woman whose strength dwarfs mine, who is bent to me by loyalty, not force. Choosing to defy the expectations placed upon us and give me power in this moment.
“Good girl.”
The way she twitches when I say those words makes me giddy, and now we’re both showing restraint.
My body fits so naturally with hers as I get on top, straddling her tummy. I run my fingers in light swirls around her skin, the feather touches that drive her wild. She makes such noises, as light and vulnerable at the touch from my fingertips. I tighten my grip on the leash ever so slightly to remind her I’m in control. It’s all symbolic, but that doesn’t make it any less real.
“Hmm, you like that, don't you, sweet little thing. Well. Not little.”
I reach behind me, sliding my hand down the shaft and between her legs. She whines as I cup her balls, the faintest of possessive squeeze. 
“Guh, fuck,” my fiance gasps out, vulnerable and trusting I wouldn't hurt her just like she wouldn't hurt me.
“These are mine, puppy. My heat is almost here, and you're going to empty them into me.”
Gentle strokes up and down through the frizzy hair, and she grins eagerly. “Yes, Ma’am! All for you.”
My neck is bare, hers covered by the collar that marks her as mine. A pulse beats within my breast, asserting a desire to possess and dominate my alpha. To make her fuck me, to be in control of her. My Alpha. Mine.
I let go and slide down, splaying over her chest so that her dick is rubbing against my folds, but at the wrong angle. Enough to tease, enough for her to feel my heat against her shaft, but denied entrance.
It feels wonderful to rock my hips back since my clit is pressed against her base. Her nose is against the top of my head and the smell of my arousal is clearly driving her crazy.
“Fuck. Erin you… Ma’am I wanna fuck you so bad. Please?”
There’s an instinct tugging inside me too. A desire to be pressed down, bred, mated, knotted hard. I try to push it away at first, but… no. I want to engulf her, twist my partner into a panting spent mess who can’t pull away, locked inside of me, helpless to do anything but shoot that wonderful hormonal soup into me while I ride out every orgasm she’s able to give me.
That isn't contradictory with being an omega. I don't have to give anything up, I get everything. 
The chain rattles as I tug it, and even if the difference in mass means I’m more pulling myself towards her than her towards me, the gesture is what matters.
“That slick little omega hole wants you so bad,” I tease against her ear.
“I'll make you feel so good,” she promises. Her hands are starting to tremble a little at the strain of keeping herself in check. “Fuck. I always forget… Is this how it feels when I do this to you?”
Oh, I should make it worse.
“You're going to give me what I want, when I want.”
I straighten up, and position myself so that her tip is notched just barely in the right place, actively holding myself up above it, grinning like the devil at my increasingly desperate alpha.
“Please, please, please!”
“Good girl. So close you can practically taste it, huh? But can't fuck me yet. I didn't say so.”
I want… something. It's hard to place exactly what, but I'm sure I'll come across it as I tease her. I know there's a chance I push her hard enough she flips the script, and frankly that's okay. I'll be an incoherent horny mess soon enough. But she's being such a good girl right now, biting her lips, digging her fingers into my ass, and not taking what she wants so badly.
Her dick throbs as I rub myself against it. She could so easily grab my hips to slam me down, so easily take over. The tension in her muscles fills me with satisfaction. It’s her own strength holding her down, keeping her obedient. Her strength belongs to me.
Nobody else. Never. Mine.
The haze of power spills off me in swirls of cloying sweetness, and I need something. Need it. Need it.
And then, in that swelling of power in my chest, it clicks what I need. What I’m missing. 
The bond.
A roaring fight or a solemn vow, it didn’t matter where, but a lifetime in a society bent to an image had told me it could only be one kind of way. Conquest by an alpha, wrought upon an omegas body. They would know. The omegas would lie down and the alpha would take them. 
All the plans we’ve made collapse instantly in my mind. When you know, you know. 
And I know. 
We were never like the others. Lydia and Erin. Erin and Lydia. We play to our own tune. It’s why I love her so much. And right now I need her. And it doesn’t matter what we planned, just like how it doesn’t matter what society planned. 
All that matters is our love. 
I can’t take one more second. 
So I don’t.
“Bite me, Alpha,” I command, tilting my head to the right, baring the trapezius along my neck. 
She’s practically drooling up at me, struggling to stay over the waves of her own rutting response. “I… I’ll go all the way,” she fights out, covering her own mouth with a hand to guard against her own temptation.
I knock it aside, and push my shoulder against her lips. “I know. Do it. Make me yours, make me your omega.”
Her breath is short and sharp, voice a whisper in my ear, fingernails digging into me like claws as she desperately tries to maintain composure. “But the wedding night.”
“That was a beta’s idea of romance,” I snarl at her. There is so much I could say, to convince her, explain why this is the correct choice, but instead of logic, a tone I didn’t realize my throat could produce hums under my command. “Bite me, now.”
Her Irises dilate, black pits as reason leaves her. Lydia could control herself, had fully tamed her own instincts.
But she can’t stop herself from obeying her omega’s plea to be completed.
And then her teeth are inside me.
My eyes fly wide, mouth gaped in a bloodcurdling scream.
Oh fuck, it hurts.
It hurts so good.
My heart pounds like the thrill of a soaring weightless ascent as canines find nerves, signals connect in flesh, and something plugs together in my brain.
She bites down harder, growling her subtonals into the broken skin, and the vision in half-lidded eyes goes white. My ears are ringing, everything collapsing down to a point as my limbic system responds to a signal it has been waiting for since my earliest sexual awakening.
I wondered what it was like all my life. Nobody can properly describe the sensation, and those who try so often mix in politics and bullshit. The pain signals mix with an involuntary electric buzz of something buried deep where my neck meets my shoulder. The two send a pulsing signal to my mind like the moment before an orgasm, some payload asking for release. 
I smell my mate, my Alpha, her soft almond and tingly pepper sweat. I hear her growling loss of all control. I feel the love of the one who means everything to be. I feel the trust in her, the safety I feel in her arms no matter how powerful she is, no matter how easy it would be for her to hurt me in a way I didn’t want.
I fall apart.
Everything is in free fall, no sense or meaning, just the two of us together, forever, and the curdling squeals of my delighted pain coming from somewhere far away. Our hearts synchronize. Our breathing synchronizes. Tears of satisfaction flow. I love Alpha. She understood who I really was all this time. 
I slam back into my body with a triumphant scream, hyperpresent. I feel everything through the adrenal soaked lens of the moment itself and also through the eyes of my future self, knowing I will look back on this for the rest of my life. 
My beloved is allowing some doubt to creep in. Lydia, in all her sweetness, pulls her head back with the beginnings of panic in her eyes. “Fuck, fuck, sorry, fuck-”
I silence her with a kiss that tastes like copper and love, then pull away and give her a heavy lidded grin. “Wasn’t a mistake. I promise.”
“Um, do you want to do me too?”
I glance down at her neck, then shake my head. “Wedding night, once my body has all those changes from HRT,” I whisper, then latch my lips onto her skin and suck hard without biting down. 
She giggles as my tongue tickles her, and her involuntary motions nearly send me flying, a reminder of the raw strength my Mate carries. Finally, the squirming really does bump me to the side, so I yank the leash and bring her with me. 
Lydia follows my lead and we roll in the nest, until I’m pressed under her. My protector’s arms box my head in, her exposed armpits and hanging breasts smother me in her scent and I purr happily. The fresh bite radiates a satisfied warm ache up my neck, and she seems momentarily shocked by the sight of me under her, now marked as her mate.
A perfect moment floats, her eyes on mine, framed by her dark hair spilling down. It’s heaving chests and ragged breaths and the growing pheromonal pressure that will take logic and reason away from us soon. But we have this instant, frozen in time, and share a pair of giddy grins like it’s our first kiss all over again. 
“I love you, Lydia. My woman, my Alpha.”
“Fuck, I love you too, Erin. I think I might be the luckiest alpha who has ever lived.”
“Good girl.” I reach down between my legs, and line her up to finally take what I had teased. I had her claiming bite now, it only made sense she got to take what was hers. “Now knot your omega, puppygirl.”
She slides in, never forcefully, but always relentlessly, and I gasp, more aroused than I’ve ever been before. Slick spills between us, and she’s rutting. 
“F-fffuck,” I whine, “you’re so good for me. Good to me. My special girl. My- my good Alpha.”
She breathes out through clenched teeth, rock hard and fully present. Our eyes lock, and a million I love you’s are exchanged in a glance. 
Hot, sticky musky love builds higher and higher at my command.
“Harder! Harder!”
Like a rubber band pulled until it suddenly snaps, she can only resist for so long before something more primal takes hold. The thumps of skin on skin pick up pace, every thrust met by a moan that’s shoved out of me.
“Good puppy, such a good puppy!”
Games of power and dominance slowly melt into the mating frenzy as animal instincts take over. Little whining noises leave Alpha’s mouth as she suckles on the collarbone spots that she wants to bite. She knows it would be absurd to give me another, but her body wants it. 
At some point I take the leather handle of her leash and slip it between her teeth like a bit. It stays there for a moment, maybe two, a sweet symbol of a rein returned, less practical in the face of human urges to kiss and warble.
Lydia spits it out and doubles down her humping. I grip onto her shoulders, sucking in oxygen, a foggy scent marked miasma of her tingling almond and my sugary omega heat. 
A growling roar builds high in her throat and a squeaky purr in mine as we reach our summit, and she swells. I twitch on her knot, no tie, but something as I cum right alongside her.
Finally, with a bite bandage stuck to my neck and a body full from my sweet girl, we collapse into the nest one final time, letting strips of soft fabric fall around us, permeating in the smell of mad love, becoming something new.
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  The heat doesn’t end that night, and I wake up aflame the next morning. I’m nonverbal, touch starved even when she is inside me, hungry for dick and chocolate in equal measure, beside myself in arousal. Unreasonable, demanding, and hedonistic, I am a hurricane of desire that Alpha just barely manages to harness.
It’s dominating, it’s overwhelming, it’s affirming. I learn a lot of embarrassing things about myself as she does things to my body I never saw myself enjoying and I love every moment of them. I can feel the soothing mental balm of my bond making me less afraid to experiment, more adventurous, more hungry for our shared pleasure.
Insatiable does not even begin to describe it. Reality has collapsed to a point, all that exists is humping and rutting and stuffing our faces with food Lydia can quickly prepare while I whine for her touch.
Rutting, grinding, humping, choking down protein bars and water and running to the bathroom in whatever breaks we can manage. Alpha takes her little moments of careful, sweet care of me between the rounds of rough, ass-bruising, possessive sex.
My Mate’s body is heavy and sweat drenched and irresistible. I hum in something approaching satisfaction as my face presses against her chest, lips stimming with small brushes on her skin.
No amount of physical contact would be enough to satisfy me fully though, no penetration deep enough. I need her inside my skin. But it helps as she takes more control. Binding my hands with rope, giving me half of one of the weed gummies to make me even floatier, clamping her hand over my mouth and making me breathe breath after mind melting breath of her underarm’s body scent.
Somewhere in my head, as I climax on her fingers with my face stuffed under her crotch, I notice she didn’t give me another heat inducer pill today. But that’s not where the bulk of my focus is, no. Soft sweetness and sweat, light cedar wood and musk, overpowering and inescapable. Cotton salted cream and grape tannin. Bicarbonate alkaline. Scents I was always aware of that now override everything.
My Mate. I’m her omega. It’s… admittedly very hot that she probably accidentally bitched me, but the old faint discomfort at that concept has been erased by the knowledge it was what I really wanted the whole time.
I mumble whichever title or term of endearment feels the most correct in any given moment, and she always meets me where I am. 
Our sleep patterns care for nothing but our own cycle, the rhythm of our union. And slowly, it starts to break, light peeking between clouds. “Love! Love love,” I mumble.
“I love you too, baby.” Lydia replies, hair frizzy but gorgeous all the same. 
“I feel… Fuck, this is… this was amazing.” 
“You’re such a good omega. Do you need…” she begins to move my underwear aside.
“Thank you, babe, but I think I’m okay for now. Maybe we shower?” My voice is dry, but I find a water bottle.
“Absolutely.” 
We walk to the bathroom, conjoined at the hips, and wash off the best of it. It’s the final day now, but they allow for a late checkout.
There’s definitely a slight limp in my step as we carry our bags to the car. It’s a satisfied ache, nothing that won’t fade in time. The forever mark is the one in the spot where my neck meets my shoulder, and lacking any replacement for the fashion collar I broke, I’m wearing a wide necked sweater that shows it off. 
A few weeks ago, Lydia promised this would be our dirty little secret.
Now, I want everyone to see. 
I’m proud of it.
She gives my hand a squeeze, and I give one back.
It’s time to head to the owner’s lodge to drop off our keys and check out, and there’s a little desk set up in a small entry area to what is clearly their home.
The husband of the couple, the chipper omega who looks about ready for retirement, greets us as we step inside.
“Heading out are ya! Hope everything was to your satisfaction.”
“It was lovely thank you, couldn’t have asked for a better place.” Lydia places the keys down on the table, the metal from the old keychains jingling.
He looks up from his record book and glances in my direction. His eyes squint, then widen in excited recognition as his eyes lock on my fresh claiming mark. “Oh! I didn't realize you two weren’t mated yet! Congratulations!”
I blush, running a hand over the healing mark. “Thank you.”
He chuckles, dropping the keys into a drawer. “Yep, hardly the first to treat our spot as a humble chapel o’ love, heheh. Maybe I should start hanging up pictures of the happy couples. I think my phone has a great camera on it…”
“Um…” I awkwardly answer. 
“No,” Lydia says with a firm tone that I can tell is masking her trying to not laugh.
“Yeah… I hear ya. On second thought, maybe some things are best left a secret. Welp, you’re all set to go. Safe travels, we hope to see you back soon.”
We make our way back out to the car, Lydia’s hand in mine. The weather is perfect for open windows on the drive. Some things are better left a secret, but I’m not one of them, and I know it’s going to be hard, but nothing can truly get me down when I have her by my side.
“I was thinking,” Lydia begins, eyes still facing the beautiful lake.
“Dangerous. Terrible idea,” I interject. 
“Yeah, I know I’m bad at it, but hear me out.” Lydia grins, and lifts my wrist. “Maybe your real day collar, we go more modern and practical. Something on the wrist.”
“I’d like that.”
We take one final glance at the cabin, and I’m already looking forward to coming back here some time. Maybe on our honeymoon, or anniversary. Lydia pulls the car out, and we hit the road.
 

 
The trees blur outside as we make our way through the wilderness, highway cutting through it in a sharp line. Wrappers from gas station pretzels and Mac n Cheese bites fill the cup holders. My claiming bite mark is a bit sore, but I can’t help but poke at it.
The playlist rolls into a familiar upbeat song that we’ve listened to a million times, and I gulp down the rest of my soda in excitement. “Yes! You’ve gotta sing along with me this time.”
“Erin…” now she’s the one getting flustered instead of me.
“C’mon! You know the words,” I giggle.
“There aren’t any words! This is an instrumenta-”
I start belting over her with nonsense. “Song so-songy song, this is the part where…?”
I pause, grinning, and she finally joins in. “… I sing along.”
“Woo! yes I knew you remembered the words. Okay second verse.” I could feel her rolling her eyes, but she joined me for another round of blissful nonsensical rambling. “Singy song, wiggle woo. Sing for one, sing for two.”
I rock side to side in my seat, happily breathing in her scent filling the car. It may not be driving me crazy with my heat over, but it still fills me with a pleasant buzzy contentedness. “Okay Lydia, now drop a solo.”
“Please don’t make me do that.”
“You have to, Alpha! I’m your omega, you can’t say no to me. I let you knot me like fifty times this week.”
Lydia gives me an incredulous snort and a side-eye as she turns onto the highway. “Let me? Let me? You little brat, you begged me for it! Do you have any idea how sore my fucking dick is?”
I cackle and start swinging my fingers like an orchestral conductor. “Don’t care! Three two one, go!”
My beloved fiance awkwardly growls out an attempt at rhyme to the clashing backing track, some orchestral song from a video game that she liked. 
“My name’s Lydia and I’m… Fuck, I can only think of one thing that rhymes with my name, uh… I’m here to sing… and that’s my thing. My omega likes my voice, and… she made her choice? Can I stop now… no I can’t… ant.”
We both break into laughter, and I feel myself purring, a little warbling noise that was still weak, but distinct. She grins, and rubs my cheek with the back of two fingers, an affectionate gesture that only makes me hum louder.
“Now, that’s the music I like to hear. It’s only gonna get sweeter, too. Once you’re transitioning on more than just the placebo effect from me fucking you.”
I nod, and sigh a little at the reminder that we are on our way back to the real world now. A lengthy to-do list sits in my notes app, and I’m dreading what a hassle it’s going to be. But it’ll be worth it. I want to have the things that modern medicine can give me, even if I know Alpha will love me no matter what. It’s for me.
She dims the music, and lets me jump into the task. I make a lot of phone calls before I run out of stamina at around the halfway mark home, but I have several appointments to show for it.
“Feel good to get that moving?”
“Thank fuck for informed consent,” I answer. “I thought this shit was gonna be a draconian nightmare. It was way harder for you.”
“Yeah, since a cis woman doing a beta to omega designation transition won’t affect your fertility they mostly won’t care,” Lydia remarks casually. “Though speaking of weird methods, did you know that apparently swallowing an alpha’s urine has a bitching effect? Like, early forties transdesignation care involved-”
I hiss at my alpha, turning bright red. “This is not the forties! I can get a fucking pill, you pervert!”
My alpha giggles to herself, in a way that promises only evil things in my future. “Well, I figured since you already like doing it occasionally anyway…”
“Lydia!”
Finally, we pull in back at our building, and make the trek over to our apartment.
The living room smells different as we open the door. The usual pile of blankets I like curling up in when we watch videos together is suddenly feeling a lot more like a nest than I realized.
“There were a few signs, huh.”
She laughs, and kisses me on the cheek. “Yeah. A few.”
I flop into the seat and she curls into place. My claiming bite still radiates a faint sensitivity, but I like it. It’s the start of something amazing.
Nine Months Later...
My wedding gown billows as Lydia carries me through the door. My Lydia, now my Wife. It had been a small affair, just our closest friends and family. Hers by blood, mine chosen. But for us, this private moment after was always the main occasion.
Lydia tosses me down on the nest, and I laugh as the air is knocked halfway out of me. She carefully unbuttons her suit and my gorgeous dress joins it in as careful a pile we can manage. Music plays from the speakers as she sets her phone down, a jazz remix playlist of the songs we bonded over at college so long ago, as such different people. 
My skin is already buzzing, and the scent of her sweat being freed is accelerating matters. I had taken tonight’s heat inducer at the reception, giggling with the other omegas as I unwrapped the pink sparkling package and downed the tablet with champagne. I haven’t needed them since starting HRT, of course, but why wouldn’t I make it all line up for my wedding night?
The haze is already coming over me as Lydia climbs on top of me, omega scent pouring off my body like flowers and bubblegum. Heat pools in my belly, a warbling little purr in my throat as I let go and bare my neck for my Mate. She kisses my claiming scar, over and over again, leaving a dark hickey as a reminder of who I belong to. Who she’s bound to. But my Wife doesn’t have mine yet.
The instinct to mark her as my Mate heightens as her tip notches in place. My eyelids droop and my mouth latches onto her collarbone, guided by raw instinct to settle in the place that leaves my shoulder pressed tight against her neck.
I purr, my little hum of love and devotion. Promising myself to her in the candied musk pouring off of my sweat.
“I’m yours,” Lydia whispers, permission followed by explicit command. “Mark me.”
And then I bite down.
Alpha howls at me, pinning me in place, then presses down fully, bottoming out inside me as her wife for the first time. I cling to her like a lifeboat as she thrusts into me with a frenzied rut, a show of force to promise her mate she will always protect me.
One hand tightens against the back of my head, the others’ fingernails digging into my thighs and bending me down like folded paper. I suck on her skin and breathe deep through my nose, Alpha’s scent is everywhere, and I still can’t get enough of it. My heart pounds, and an overdrive of cuteness aggression rips through me. I clench harder, taste copper, taste love, taste our bond forged in trust and communication.
Something primal steals her sapience away from me, leaving only urges and movement, a cycle of squeezing, ripping, biting, thrusting, whining, hugging. We’re soaked in sex and sweat and musk, drool and a few little drips of her blood. It feels eternal and precious.
Then finally, as her motions get shorter and faster, tension breaking over a crest, Alpha snarls, and her knot engages. 
I let go of my seal on her skin and scream as my body responds in kind, the muscle that HRT made fully functional months ago. This isn’t the first time I’ve tied my Alpha, but it's the first time I’ve tied her as my Wife. 
My ankles lock behind her back, rocking back and forth to grind out every drop of the orgasmic bliss of my own tightening around her. Slamming contractions that make air hiss between our teeth, my body milking her for every drop and trapping it deep inside. An omega’s natural response to greedily hold every drop of her Alpha’s fluids. 
Her voice rumbles against my ear. “I love you, Erin… my omega… fuck…”
Lydia crashes down after a minute of shared ecstatic bliss, and the exhaustion of the ceremony finally hits us both, all at once. 
“I love you, Lydia. My wife,” I whisper, and she’s still locked inside me when the nest starts to fill with her little sleep murmurs. I nestle my nose into the crook of Alpha’s neck, beside the little red dot of my bite underneath her neck, and my breathing slows to meet hers.
Before long, I fall asleep, basking in the satisfaction of her pulse, her pheromones reminding me that this is just the first night of this heat, and I only have more to look forward to tomorrow, and the next day, and the next day.
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      Chapter 14: Epilogue One
  



    Chapter Notes

      Surprise, there's more! We felt like writing more of these two, and probably will again. Treat this like a little slice of life oneshot if you want.







  “I’m sorry ma’am, but this is an omega only train. I won’t tell anyone you’re on here though, as long as you stay nice and quiet…”
Lydia snorts at my teasing and steps onto the traincar. I’d planned this date to the city transit museum with vague notions of fondling her on a subway car, but mostly to try and bring out a sense of childlike wonder. There are so many sides to my Wife that I adore, and it isn’t all about the cocky alpha she portrays in the bedroom. As soon as I found out about this place, an old subway station turned museum, I knew it was perfect. 
Not only did it feature a nerdy topic we’d both love to sink our teeth into, but it was also located in the same area of Brooklyn Lydia grew up in, and it had some relics from when she was a kid that I really hoped would be a blast from the past. Not that she’s an old timer or anything, but look, we’re not exactly teenagers anymore either. 
When she started giggling nostalgically over a particular old subway turnstile and babbling about metrocards and the old orange and yellow seats, I knew I had been right. But then we took her down a floor, and she squealed when she realized that the museum had a line of old restored subway cars we could actually step onto like time capsules of decades past.
Lydia scootches closer to the wood paneled wall of the antique subway car, until she’s pressed up against the vintage ads for war bonds, boxed soap, or some ancient heat tonic. 
Then, she giggles. “Erin, are you going to run that same gag on every single train car in the museum?”
I burst out laughing, “if it gives me an excuse to fluster and feel you up! I have to confess, I don’t actually know many other omega train facts to use for my nefarious flirting purposes.”
She steps off the relic from the 40s, and I take her hand and lead her over to the last train car on this side of the platform, right at the very end of the museum. Lydia fails to suppress a squeal as we step onto the car, and it does indeed have the orange seats she had been so excited about upstairs.
“Erin, this is the exact one they used to run when I was a kid, the all-designations Q line. Oh my god, I used to take it down to Brighton Beach with my grandma every summer…”
“All designations huh? Guess that means they allow omegas like me?”
“I mean, they always allowed families on most of them, you're a mated omega. They wouldn’t have separated you from me even back on those old timey ones. You’d be expected to stay with me and watch the kids.”
I put on a slightly sultry voice. “Guess we will have to have some of those soon to complete the picture.”
I’m not on birth control anymore, and while it's not guaranteed that an alpha can knock up a trans omega outside of a heat… we are both open to finding out. 
Lydia blushes, and pulls me onto the empty piece of her history. A mischievous grin alights her face as she sees the car is empty. “Yeah, yeah, shut up and kiss me, you dork.”
 

 
Keys tumble onto the table, shoes are kicked off, amid giggles and laughs. It’s hard to get the jackets off while maintaining at least one point of contact, but I don’t want to stop holding her hand. We had a lovely dinner after the museum, but now it’s late, and we go through the usual rituals. Brushing teeth side by side, taking nighttime meds, all the little tasks of our entwined life.
I throw my clothes in a hamper, and don’t bother putting on anything else. We usually sleep naked now, especially in the summer, we’re too hungry for each other’s skin not to. Lydia stretches, extending her arms up above her head while reaching to hang up her dress. Her underarm ends up an inch from my face, and ghosts of memories of all the humiliating times she’s stuffed my face in her armpit while I orgasm make my eyelids droop just a little.
I’m so used to her movements, her playful but forceful manipulations of my body, that I don’t even register what I’ve done until it’s already happened. 
Without any instigation or force from her, I unthinkingly lean over and inhale the rich well of pheromones oozing out from the thatch of curly hair nestled in her armpit. 
It has that familiar warm numbing peppercorn dominance, smothered in the cooling cream of blended oats that make me feel dopey and in love. All of those more subtle signaling pheromones are wrapped in the main odor though, a full day of activities condensed into a girls locker room sweat that radiates off her hairs in a warm wave. 
She immediately looks down, catching me before I even realize what I’m doing. 
“Did you just…?”
I whip my head around and blush deeply as I make it seem like I was simply adjusting myself.
“What? No no, I just um… I was stretching! Yes, just stretching…”
“You really are doing such a bad of hiding that you're a pitslut.”
“Wait well, no! I didn’t do it!”
“Yes you did, and I didn’t even make you this time.” Her grin widens. “And you liked it!”
I bury my face in my hands so she doesn’t see my burning cheeks. “I didn’t like the sweaty smell! That would be so… vulgar!”
“How do you know that you didn’t like the smell if you didn’t sniff it?”
“I know that um… well it’s just from when you made me do it those other times, that’s the memory I’m thinking of.”
Lydia tries and fails to not laugh. “The other times. Uh huh.”
“Yes. That was the time when I didn’t like it. I was just… it didn’t smell good when I didn’t sniff, because I didn’t! If I did then you would definitely have made me do it, but I didn’t so… Maybe I was just uh… I was investigating your lovely skin! And happened to breathe.”
She dims the overhead light down to low, and something in my hindbrain registers a mote on the air. A scent every mated omega learns to anticipate and, to some extent, dread.
My Alpha is aroused.
I can't help but lower my shoulder slightly as I take a step back from her, the backs of my thighs stopping at the lip of our bed where the nesting pillows rise up. I fix my posture, and in doing so I bare her my bite scar like a presentation of my belonging. Quiet, reverent docility as she looms over me.
My Wife tilts my head up and kisses me, gentle, sweet, filled with our love. But I know more is coming with the tang of her hunger. Her intentions drip from each breath, biological signals her body puts off to tell mine that it is about to be mated with. A warm feeling engages in my lower abdomen as omega biology responds to stimuli, but the mind still flusters as she pulls back with a devious grin.
“You really love riling me up, huh babe. Here I was, ready to go right to sleep.”
“Heyy, come on-”
The faux protest is cut short with a shove that sends my ass crashing into the nest, and excited squeak finishing that remains of my sentence. And then she’s on top of me, kissing up my belly until she can suck at her claiming bite and render me helplessly floppy. 
My alpha climbs back down my quivering body, and buries her nose between my legs, inhales turning a teasing hum into a growl. That tingling continues in my belly as sensitive inner parts shift subtly, preparing slightly for the ordeal I’m hooked on enduring. 
“Just not too rough,” I breathe out, granting redundant spoken permission for what is always hers to take. My confession will be rewarded with intensity. It always is.
“Of course, just the way my bitch likes it.” Then she stops making noise with her mouth and I start making loud ones.
Lydia’s gotten… a lot more physically assertive as the hormones reshaped me. Her hands always seem to find themselves on the soft, protective tummy fat that bunches around my hips, tracing the stretch marks I otherwise might be self conscious about. 
The motions of my Alpha’s tongue on my clit takes me apart. It feels like I’m always hungering for her, thank god I’ve become so perfectly responsive to her. We were always inclined to have sex a lot, but my pheromones can compel her to get horny as easily as hers can mine, so if either of us has thoughts that drift in a certain direction… I'm going to end up with her inside me pretty fast.
Two, then three fingers make sure I’m open for her. I’m beside myself, dizzy as she shifts back up the nest to kiss me with a mouth covered in my own fluids.
I taste needy. I am needy. I make little begging purrs so she stops teasing me and indulges what she claimed over two years ago.
“Yeah, yeah, I know, babygirl. Now, miss pit huffer-”
The instinct to deny and protest manages to peirce the haze of an omega’s surrender. I manage to screw up my face and hiss a counter. “Sorry, I don’t remember that time, maybe you’re misremembering some other omega sniffing you?”
I cannot admit to it, not after insisting I wasn’t into it for so long. I feel like I’m catching fire with arousal. Because of the thing I definitely didn’t just do.
“Erin. You’re an omega. You’re allowed to like scenting me. That’s not even weird compared to half the stuff you’re openly into.”
“It’s like I said… I didn’t not like it, because I didn’t even sniff in the first place!” 
She reaches into the nest, lifts one of the pairs of boxers I keep hidden under the plushies. Before I can try to pretend I didn’t put it there, she vigorously rubs it against her armpit hair with a truly evil grin, just as infuriatingly gorgeous even as she plots my demise. 
“No no nooooo!”
The fabric muffles my aroused whine and giddy protest, pressed over my mouth so every drop of air must be contaminated with her girlsweat and pheromones. As expected, the well-used trick has the usual effect of melting my brain into soup. It’s not fair.
Then she starts going down on me with her underwear still pressed over my face and the association between pleasure and her scent is branded deep into my hindbrain yet again. 
Oral never used to feel this good, it was always too overwhelming or too much of a chore for my partners before Lydia. She actually cares about making it feel good, and that’s a dangerous passion for her to have while her panties wrap around my nose. 
“Erin. Relax for me baby.”
I will my muscles down from their usually clenchy, twitchy state and disobey my thighs' urge to clench down on her head. She laps in the wide slow puppy licks that have a real shot at making me cum, and I moan into the fabric.
Agonizingly, cruelly close to climax, she suddenly stops and pulls the cloth off my face, leaving me crashing down a stairwell of unscented air and sexual frustration. 
“Lydia, you fucking bitch…”
She laughs like a jackal and I’m rolled onto my side, and she slides in right behind me, capturing me inside her arms to fruitlessly wriggle away.
“I’m gonna put a baby in you. Beg, Erin. My precious, breedable little omega. Mine.”
“God dammit!”
“Got you now, huh.”
Dignity and my politics go out the window whenever she acts this possessive of me. The words spill out, quiet at first, then louder and louder.  “Please…”
“Please what?”
“Please Mommy! Please fuck me!”
“Yeah, good omega. Begging your Mommy for her knot? Fuck, I can’t tease you any longer.”
I’m denied a single moment of groping as she uses her hand to line herself up, and then it’s time. Grunting breaths against my ear, pressing in, sliding inside. I twitch around her once and my body goes a little limp, submitting instinctively to my Alpha. 
Her arm hooks under mine as she bottoms out inside me, and curls around and behind my neck. Her thumb rests threateningly across my windpipe, but the pressure is more safely applied to the muscle on the back. She’s not squeezing my throat, just teasing me with how little self preservation my body has left when it comes to letting her rut me whenever she wants.
I’ve been trained that it feels best to let myself be vulnerable to the absolute, rewarded time and time again for it. I thought I knew what sex was supposed to feel like before, but second designation puberty hits deep in ways you don’t expect. I never fully appreciated how good it feels to have someone pounding you from behind with their hand fully enclosing your neck.
Our nest sings sensory familiarity against my fingers, Even more so when she lifts her arm up high to bathe me in the intoxication of her girlsweat. Her teeth come down on my skin, not hard enough to break skin, but enough to set the bruise that so often adorns that exact spot alight with a dull ache of pleasure. The crushing force of her jaw gives me a new erogenous zone at will.
My toes curl, muscles clenched down on her as a wave of pleasure is stimulated out of me. It’s a good angle, We’ve found spooning to be our favorite position for sex lately. It gives her hands access to my belly, breasts, and neck. It’s definitely easier to stay knotted when you can just keep lying down. I’ve gotten surprisingly used to falling asleep still clamped around her, her bicep having more use as a pillow than the rim of our nest.
I’m a very spoiled omega, that’s for sure.
This is the place where it all comes together, every facet of my life as an omega. The parts I vocally love and the parts I pretend to hate. The bite, her cock, our love, and most of all, the space. Alpha fills me, stretches me, and carefully adjusts anytime why whimpers go from pleasured pain to unfiltered overwhelm.
My Wife’s thudding pulse, the rising pitch of her moans, and the weight of her scent in my head tells me she’s close. My tying muscles flutter, a reflex to tease and invite her to push deep inside and mark what’s hers with a flood of the hormone laden fluids my body desperately craves.
“Please, Alpha, please!”
“Fuck, fuck, good omega, good girl, fuck, I’m gonna-”
A squeal of pleasurable overstimulation is forced out of my mouth as her knot locks behind my tie. Tears roll down my cheeks. It’s an endorphin rush, a neurochemical flood that bonds me to her so tightly. Every time my Alpha knots me now, it feels like falling in love all over again. 
“Fuck, Lydia, you’re gonna knock me up,” I softly giggle.
“One of these…. could be… the one,” comes the growl as her teasing, panting breath rolls over my ear. All I can do is squirm as her grip tightens over the fat pouch that now hangs on my belly. 
A nest is a precious spot, every fabric perfectly chosen based on primal instinct, but there’s one part that has to remain open. The top of the nest, the spot where we both crawl into it. And Lydia fits so perfectly in that nook, the protective roof above me. She is the nest, the place that loves me as much as I love it, that puts just as much care and dedication into me with each pressing roll of her hips as I put into the construction of the walls and sides and layers of blanket. Blankets that soak in our scent, in the sweat I definitely didn’t sniff.
She blocks the lamp light like a lunar eclipse and sighs, the faint growls of satiated lust and protective care on her lips.
Finally, I drift off to sleep, still tied to her, purring with contentedness and full of love.
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          This story builds on and shares a continuity and significantly-queerer-than-omegaverse-typical worldbuilding with  several other stories! Check them out!
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