
        
            
                
            
        

    

    
      SOMETHING KNOTTY, SOMETHING BLUE

      A SWEET WHY CHOOSE POISONVERSE NOVELETTE

    

    




      
        LILITH K. DUAT

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Content

      

    

    
      
        Skye

      

      
        Halo

      

      
        Severen

      

      
        Crux

      

      
        Skye

      

      
        Halo

      

      
        Crux

      

      
        Skye

      

      
        Severen

      

      
        Skye

      

    

    
      
        Afterword

      

      
        Acknowledgments

      

      
        About Lilith K. Duat

      

      
        Also by Lilith K. Duat

      

      
        The PoisonVerse

      

    

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2023 by Broken Wings Media

      

      All rights reserved. This book or any portion thereof may not be reproduced or used in any manner whatsoever without the express written permission of the publisher except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

      

      All characters engaged in mature situations are of legal age. This book is recommended for mature readers 18+

      

      Printed in Canada

      

      Kindle Edition – First Printing, 2023

      

      ASIN: B0C4PGLHJ6

      

      Published by: Broken Wings Media – brokenwingsmedia.com

      

      Cover design by Marie MacKay

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENT

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
          
            
              
        Wait, wait, wait! Is there anything we should know as a reader?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Something Knotty, Something Blue is an 18+ gentle but spicy omegaverse story set in the PoisonVerse. The pairing dynamics are F/F, M/F, and F/F/M/M.
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        This novelette is generally calm and safe but it does contain the following: mild physical and emotional abuse from a parent, discussion of drug use and sedation, rough passion, choking on the man that you love, toys, hair pulling, knotting, knot in the pink/knot in the stink, female squirting and disrespect of a milkshake. Phew. That’s quite a few euphemisms. Think I got past the censors?

      

      

      

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            SKYE

          

        

      

    

    
      "Oh, Skye, you've never looked so beautiful." Rhea stood behind me and fixed the last blue silk rose into my strawberry-blonde hair. Her eyes were glassy with tears and her chin trembled.

      "No crying." I ordered, as stern as I could manage, but my voice cracked. "Then I'll cry and I'll ruin my make-up."

      "You're right, you're right." Rhea fanned herself with her hands and blinked several times.

      "How are you feeling?" Laura, my nurse asked. "Tired? Dizzy?"

      "I'm fine," I answered, and that was mostly true. It had been two days since the end of my most recent heat cycle. I had been a late bloomer, so late that we were all certain I was a beta. But a few days after my eighteenth birthday, I finally perfumed. That was a year, and three gentle heats ago. This most recent heat though, it had been very rough. Probably because Severen had claimed me. But I had duties and expectations to my family. I’m a good girl with standards to uphold. 

      Good beta girls wait until marriage.

      So, for the sake of my chastity, I was put in a chemical coma so I didn’t “do anything I might regret”, as mother put it.

      I had been enduring a more or less regular sleep cycle for two days, and ingesting a soft chemical cocktail to keep both my scent and senses leveled off. My situation was a little grim; the constant ache of an unconsummated princess bond, and the drugs made me feel like I was stuck in a perpetual haze of jet-lag.

      It would all be worth it after tonight.

      Rhea steeled herself and fell back into the role of maid-of-honour. "Make-up and hair is done. Ready to get into your dress?"

      I rolled my eyes but couldn't wipe the sunny smile from my face. "Beyond ready." If this went on much longer I was liable to explode.

      Rhea clapped her hands, a loud smack snapping into the room. "Let's do it!"

      With Rhea and Laura to help me, I shimmied into a white lace, beaded wedding dress that hugged every curve. The bodice of the dress was a second skin and gave me a set of double Ds that nearly spilled out of the sweet-heart neckline. It all tapered and cinched me down to a slim waist. I knew Halo, Crux and Severen didn’t care about that, but I wanted to look beautiful for them.

      The skirt was all tulle and organza. Airy, breezy. Lifting it felt like nothing at all.

      I stepped out into view of the patio. There stood my mom, pulling a cigarette from her second pack of the afternoon. An empty pack lay discarded on the patio table.

      "What do you think, mama?" I used my smallest, most angelic voice, evoking the little girl who would curl up in her lap for stories and lullabies.

      She didn't respond at first. She took a long drag from her cigarette and said, "you know what I think."

      I dropped the skirt, and my smile faded. "Mom–"

      "Bianca Evercrest!” Thankfully, an undeniably put together woman burst through the door and strode into my suite. “You stop sulking this instant and give my niece all the fawning she deserves, or I will push you off that balcony myself."

      "Aunt Charisma!" I ran across the room and threw my arms around Charisma's shoulders. I hugged her tight as I could. "You made it."

      "Of course. I promised I would." She removed her stylishly over-sized sunglasses and stepped back to look at me. "Stunning. Just stunning. Of course, my designs always are."

      Charisma Evercrest, the biggest name in my family of old money and the first omega in three generations, a fashion designer and a duchess full of carefree wanderlust. Never tied down and never with one partner for too long. She was an enigma to everyone. I think maybe I was the person who knew her best, but that wasn't saying much.

      I hugged her again. "None of this would've been possible without you."

      "Oh, there was just something in the air that night." Charisma and I shared a knowing giggle.
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        * * *

      

      I met my mates while working as Charisma's assistant at a show. I was backstage, among unbelievable chaos of bodies and fabric and then I stopped. My senses were overwhelmed with cinnamon-sugar and plums, an odd combination that my rational mind would have never thought up, but at that moment it was all that I wanted.

      That was when I first saw Halo Kwan; half naked as another assistant tried to pour her into a dress. Instead, Halo looked right at me while her sugar and plum scent seemed to reach out and embrace me. I wanted to drown in it.

      "I'll help her," I found myself stammering, and Halo dismissed the assistant in favour of me. Two other latent scents crept through her silky blue-black hair. Freshly tilled grave earth with burnt pine whiskey barrels, what I would come to recognize as Crux's scent, and strong black coffee with wine. Severen's signature scent.

      I wanted all of it. For the rest of my life.

      Halo looked at me with electric green eyes. "You're Charisma's niece."

      She seemed so even and cool but I couldn't help but notice she was breathing deeper, faster. Had I been affecting her the same way she was affecting me? Her scent got into me, together with the others that mingled alongside. They all settled low in my belly and burned hot on my skin. I didn't want to put Halo into a dress, I wanted to rip one off her body.

      I never, ever imagined I would be interested in a woman, and that certainly wasn’t my mother’s plan for me. Even after I first perfumed, mother and father had decided I would reject any bonds and settle with a nice, uncomplicated beta boy, have two-point-five kids, a dog, and a white picket fence. He would get a job at my daddy's office, and I wouldn't have to work a day in my life.

      There was no way mother could have known how powerful the bond could be. No way any of us could have known.

      Halo leaned in, and I thought she was going to whisper in my ear. Instead, her nose trailed my neck, traced the line of my jaw, and flicked the lobe of my ear. Instinctively I knew that she had marked me.

      "Come find me after the show," she purred. 

      I could only nod.
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        * * *

      

      "A gift." Charisma placed a garment box on the table. I opened it, peeled back the tissue paper and inside was a lace cape lined with pure white rabbit fur. "Veils are so predictable."

      I carefully took it from the box, and Charisma helped to fasten it around my shoulders by the rose gold chain-and-clasp closure. "Flawless."

      "Perfect for a July wedding," Rhea said.

      I admired myself in the mirror. The luxurious rabbit was inspired and made me feel like a princess. I didn’t know lace could feel so silky and soft. Privately I knew Severen would think it the highlight of my ensemble. It felt almost like it was a part of me. It felt safe. Special.

      Rhea's phone buzzed and she unlocked it. "Be right back, maid-of-honour duties." And she hurried out of the suite.

      Mother stamped her cigarette out on the balcony railing and blew out a cone of smoke. "I'd like a private moment with my daughter."

      "I'll go see how they're fairing." Charisma squeezed my arm. "See you soon."

      "I'm gonna grab something from the waffle truck on the corner," Laura said. "Can I get you anything, Skye? Water? A snack?"

      "No, thank you, Laura," I said with a gracious smile. "Go get some air."

      The women left and I was alone with my mother.

      "You don't have to do this," Mother began. "We could leave."

      "I don't want to hear it," I threw my hands up. "Not again."

      She didn’t relent. “I still say you should wear your hair down.”

      “I’m not covering up the bite, mother.” I reached back and ran my fingers over the curved imprint pressed into my neck. It wasn’t a source of shame, but of confidence. Severen had claimed me and his teeth marks rested just below my hairline. “I’m proud to be Severen’s omega. I’m proud of him. I’m proud of the entire Heller pack.”

      “It makes you look-” She stopped herself from using a particularly cruel word. I imagine she wanted to say something like ‘whorish’ or ‘used’. "It's unnatural!"

      I whirled on her. "It's the most natural thing in the world. I love them. They make me happy."

      "You don't see what they're doing to you," insisted Bianca.

      "What they are doing to me? We're all going through this to make you happy. Make you comfortable. If we had our way we would have just consummated and it would be done. You always imagined a perfect wedding for your little girl so I saw to that. And they all accepted that. They waited for me."

      "They stole your life."

      "You made that happen! We didn’t complete the princess bond because I wanted your approval. And you made us wait. I've been suffering for months just to make you happy. I'm even taking the dumb drugs and sedatives your doctor recommended. You don't understand the bond. It's like… the most powerful magnet, an unrelenting aphrodisiac. I had to be sedated just so I wouldn't give in to the lust." 

      I wasn't the only one who had to figure out ways to work through heat or rut cycles. All four of us had our methods. Halo traveled halfway across the planet for work while Severen locked himself in libraries to write. Laura put me under sedation for the week and monitored my vitals. Poor Crux had endured even worse just to maintain control of himself and respect my wishes. Bianca wishes? I didn't even know anymore.

      "She broke your daddy's heart!"

      I rolled my eyes. This again. "They were fifteen! It was first love. Honestly it's more than a little sad daddy never fully got over it. And even if it had worked out, I would have never been born. Is that what you really want?"

      She looked scandalized. "Of course not."

      "Then what is this obsession about daddy and Halo? It's nobody's fault that daddy was a beta and that Halo’s aura manifested and that made her an alph–"

      Bianca covered her ears with her hands. "No, no, no. I don't want to hear about another woman's private business."

      "Oh, grow up!" I yelled, my frustration having reached the boiling point. 

      Bianca dropped her hands and glared at me, her mouth cut into a firm line. "She is old enough to be your mother."

      "At least someone's stepping up."

      Bianca slapped me across the face. Somewhere else in the hotel I could feel, almost hear, barely contained rage. Severen, usually so stoic and docile, wanted to tear her apart. Tempting as that was, I couldn't let that happen. I reached through the bond to calm him down. I could handle this on my own.

      “It’s never going to be enough is it? I didn't ask to perfume. All my life I have done my best to make you happy, be a good daughter. All of this, the wedding, everything. I'm doing it for you. But, you will never understand pack bonds. And you don't even want to try. You're never going to accept me as I am, or as an omega.”

      I straightened and opened the door. "Get out." My voice was ice. "I don't want you here. Leave."

      She picked up her purse and slung the straps over the shoulder of her mother-of-the-bride power pantsuit. "If you go through with this you're out of the will. Make your choi–"

      "Go." Daggers this time. I barely sounded like myself. I sounded like someone who pulled words from the bond half-formed in her heart and soon to be solidified. In my voice I could hear Halo's confidence, Crux's anger and Severen's stoicness. "Not going to say it again."

      Bianca blinked, like she expected her threat would sway me. "You're throwing everything away for a junkie, a broke writer, and a whore?"

      I said nothing. Hot tears of fury and hurt blurred my vision but I would not cry. Not because of her. This was far from the first time she hit me, but it would be the last.

      "I can only hope that, one day, you have a daughter of your own, and realize that a mother just wants the best for her little girl."

      I didn’t look at her. I didn’t want to. “If I ever have a little kid of my own, you’ll never know about it.”

      Bianca grabbed the knob and yanked the door so suddenly my hand caught a splinter.

      "Thank god your father died before he could see the embarrassment you've become." My mother slammed the door so hard the wall shook.
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      Walking through the hall of the hotel, I could feel the auras of my pack mates. Severen was simmering, like a volcano does, full of magma just waiting to overflow. A meandering, rolling, lingering destruction.

      Something happened. We could feel it through our pack bond with Severen. Something happened to Skye. Pain. Shock. Profound dismay. Someone hurt her. There was bile at the back of my throat and acid in my stomach. That hot, slimy feeling in a person’s saliva before they vomit. 

      I soothed what rage I could from Severen so he wouldn’t do something we would all regret. 

      As I passed Crux's room the door flung open. I grabbed the handle just in time and shut it before he could either see me or step out into the hall. To his credit, he was taking his share of Severen’s rage as well. He was just not as good at acting rationally as I was.

      "Stay there," I ordered through the door. "I'll deal with this." Just like always.

      Being the mediator, the calm one, is both incredibly exhausting and continuously aggravating. It's my nature to be steady and resolved, so I can't complain. It's like Crux says: how do you know any different when you've only known one way your whole life?

      Outwardly Severen was pack lead but I was pack conscience. Without a Yin to their Yan the self-destructive tendencies within Crux and the borderline misanthropic nature of Severen would have dissolved any pack before it ever claimed ground.

      The Heller Pack was unremarkable in all ways. We had alpha status of course but other than my semi-fame from being a mid-tier fashion model, we were just famous for being alphas. Although, this wedding-before-bedding fiasco did draw public interest and made a minor celebrity of Skye, the pure and virtuous good-girl omega. 

      Typically weddings were a beta thing. I never really understood why they even existed at all. My theory is that alphas and omegas have such a detailed system that betas wanted or needed something of their own. It was kind of fun to hold an elaborate party for all your family and friends and announce your pack to them. Kind of like a debutante ball.

      I rounded a corner and the hallway became far too crowded.

      "Hello, Bianca," I did my best to be courteous, though I could feel the thought of her pulse on my hands, and the useless struggle as I strangled the life out of her.

      Bianca looked me over. "Is that what you're wear–"

      I stepped to her, shifted my direction, and herded the woman so her back was to the wall. I didn’t need my aura to intimidate this woman. "I'm not going to tell you to leave, or never see her again. But if you ever hurt Skye, you will lose both hands."

      She said nothing, but trembled under the cold of my shadow. She shuffled sideways, once, again, then brought herself out of my dominance. She stepped quickly to the elevator at the end of the long hallway and mashed the button over and over.

      I continued to Skye's room, and knocked softly.

      "Skye?"

      "I'm okay." Her voice trembled. "We're not supposed to see each other."

      "It's all right." My voice was smooth and lyrical. "Open the door. Just a crack. You need to. I promise I won't look."

      It took a moment, but Skye did as I asked. The latch clicked and music from her favorite band, Perfume and the Alphabetas, wafted into the hallway.

      "Back to me, Little One" I said gently.

      There was a moment where she shuffled about with something but then I felt the sweetness of her scent by the gap of the door. I reached into the room and ran my fingernails down her skin, from the nape of her neck, to where her dress covered her up. My nails brushed over Severen’s bite mark. I envied him for having claimed her already. I ran my fingers down again, and Skye moaned softly, her body curling and pressing into my touch. The ache in her began to subside. 

      Being this close to her, wanting her so much and yet still never having her, it was maddening. Her scent was nearly overpowering. Between my thighs I became wet. My teeth itched and my jaw ached. I wanted so badly to sink my teeth into her perfect, soft pale skin and claim her as mine. 

      "Ahem."

      I glanced up to see Rhea standing there. "Am I interrupting?"

      "No, I was just leaving." I took my hand back from the door. Quickly, I headed back to my room, delicately sniffing my fingers. Skye’s scent lingered there and my frustration grew.
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      I looked down onto the city from the balcony of my room. It wasn't the fanciest hotel, there was a penthouse suite but that was for later. I watched the traffic below inch along the streets. Horns blared loud enough to reach my ears, an aggravating soundtrack, useful to feed my wrath.

      Then I saw Bianca emerge from the hotel. She looked left, right, then walked left. Fucking bitch. We were here because Skye wanted to please her, and uphold family traditions. It felt ridiculous, complying to that woman's requests and not doing what instincts screamed at me to do. But the second Skye's scent entered my world, I knew it would be impossible to say no to anything she asked. She sought her mother's approval more than she sought the satisfaction of bonding with us. Like we came second in our own pack. A pack Skye was new to. 

      I hoped with all my heart Bianca would get hit by a truck. A bike messenger. Fall down an open manhole. A dog piss on her leg.

      "I hope she steps in dog shit." Crux was standing on the balcony in the room next door. As we promised not to see one another before the wedding, we both looked down to the city below.

      At least, I assume Crux was true to his word.

      I smirked. "I was hoping for a car accident."

      "Oh, here comes one of those horse drawn carriages," Crux said with glee. "Maybe she'll get kicked to death. You know how to tie a tie?"

      I looked down at my own undone blue necktie hanging around my shoulders. "Even if I did know, I'm not allowed to look at you."

      We both laughed at the nonsense we were putting ourselves through. For her.

      "You could talk me through it."

      "I don't know how," I said.

      "Fuck," Crux breathed in awe. "Are we really this incompetent?"

      I knew this wasn't really about ties. "You okay?"

      He didn't answer. "Crux?"

      "I heard you. I'm alright. Just a little on edge. I didn't take anything today. Figured… y'know."

      "Sure that was a smart idea? If you need to take something to maintain, do it. No shame in it."

      Again, Crux was silent.

      "I heard you punching holes in the wall," I coaxed.

      "What did you expect would happen when you pumped all that bullshit through the bond? You felt something from Skye and it pissed you off. Hitting the wall was better than..."

      "I know." Honestly, Crux was handling himself remarkably well. Normally he would be tearing his hair out.

      "I could use a cigarette," he muttered after a moment.

      "I have most of a pack left. I'll leave it outside your door."

      "Thanks, man."

      I went back into my room and grabbed the smokes from my coat pocket. I went next door, placed the pack on the ground, knocked and returned to my room before Crux could answer.

      I pulled out my phone and unlocked it. I was greeted by a photo of Skye, smiling under a clear, cloudless afternoon. Her wind-strewn hair glowing gold in the summer sun. My gaze lingered on the photo as I debated whether to look up how to tie a tie, or release myself of pent up need one last time before I'd finally be allowed to complete the bond. Maybe I should actually try to work on my novel. But the way her silhouette stood out boldly through the sundress…

      Need won out. How difficult could it be to tie a tie?
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      You smell blue.

      Those were the first words I ever said to Skye. You smell blue. Fucking stupid.

      It was true though, that's what she smelled like. Blue berries, cornflowers, things like that. Her smell was so powerful that I could see it. Because I was born colourblind, and blue was the only thing that stood out in my otherwise sepia-green world.

      That was how I knew she was made for me. We belonged together. Pack or not, whether Severen and Halo were around or it was just Skye and me against the world, she was made for me.

      A few seconds after Severen knocked, I opened the door and snatched the cigarettes. I took one from the pack and lit it with a match from the hotel’s complimentary matchbooks.

      I took a drag, it barely helped.

      I'm nothing special. I'm nobody. Yeah, I'm an alpha but that provided no real guarantees. It still came with the risks of rejection, of bullshit politics. I can't even see right. I don't even get the perks of being a seer! I'm just fucking defective.

      Then, Skye came along and I thought, finally, I'm graced with a little bit of something good. The universe had deigned to grant me my due. A fuck up like me was permitted a little bit of perfection. Because Skye was perfect.

      It was the situation that wasn't.

      Not that it was her fault. Skye is a natural people pleaser, which had nothing to do with her omega status. It made sense that she wanted to please her mom. But, this forced abstinence was the most difficult thing we’ve been through as a pack.

      It was decided that she would be sedated for her own good, as if she were incapable of handling her hysteria like it was the 1900's all over again.

      But, it was easy, painless, all things considered, and it mostly worked except for one glaring complication.

      Me.

      Sure, she was asleep, but that didn't stop her heat cycles, just kept her from acting on it, and we all know the story of Sleeping Beauty…

      So, I sedated myself, too. I took harder and harder shit, letting the chemicals drown the nightmares where I become some sort of unrelenting monster.

      The thought of ODing or dying by choking on my own vomit wasn't near as terrifying as the thought of hurting Skye.

      All that ends tonight.

      Cigarette dangling from my lips, I studied myself in the mirror and run my hand through my blue hair. I look as tidy as I'll ever be, untied tie excluded.

      Another knock at the door, this one unexpected.

      "Yeah?"

      "It's Rhea. It's almost showtime. Need anything?"

      I rolled the cigarette in my teeth, crossed the suite and opened the door.

      "Do you know how to tie a tie?"
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      "We should just call the whole thing off." I paced back and forth along the length of my suite. "The whole reason we're doing this is because of her and she just left. This obviously doesn't mean as much to her as I thought it did." I groaned. "What am I doing? Weddings are a beta custom. Am culturally appropriat-"

      Charisma took my shoulders and stopped me in my tracks.

      "Darling, you can say it was for Bianca's benefit all you want but I know you." She nudged my chin up with her fingers. "You used to play pretend bride the moment you knew what a wedding was. You would show me drawing after drawing of your dream dress. This is your moment, not hers. Yours. So don't make it about anyone else."

      My heart sank. Everything laid out like that, with no pretense or obstruction, while I knew it was all true, it made me feel like a monster. "I put us all through hell to get here. What if they hate me?"

      Charisma adjusted one of the blue flowers in my hair. "They love you."

      I held myself. "Without Bianca here, who's going to give me away? Am I just supposed to walk down the aisle alone?"

      Charisma smiled. "I should have known you'd be the only person I'd walk down the aisle for."

      My eyes flooded with tears. "You'd give me away?"

      "It would be an honour," Charisma said.
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        * * *

      

      The three of them stood at the end of the aisle in a semi-circle and watched me walk to them. The three of them had never looked so beautiful.

      Halo was wearing a white silk cheongsam dress printed with blue vines and trimmed in the same shade of blue that we selected for the wedding. Her long black hair was twisted up in an elaborate bundle of buns and braids while the rest spilled loose over her shoulder. Three hairpins held the whole thing in place.

      Crux was clean-shaven, his blue hair fashionably messy. His suit clung perfectly to his long, lean body. Even from here I could see that his eyes were bright and focused. The blue in my bouquet and the flowers in my hair were electric to his vision. He always looked at me in a way like no one else, but it was so much more intense now. It was enthralling, and a little intimidating. I had to look away.

      To Severen. My pack leader. Wearing a suit that matched Crux’s, but it looked way more impeccable on him. There was a tie clip, and his cuff-links twinkled on the ends of his jacket sleeves like starlight. Always so quiet and mysterious. Though the pull between us is extremely powerful, I don’t think we’ve really said more than a few hundred words to one another. I always found that to be interesting. He’s an author, but is a man of few words. What would we talk about, starting tomorrow? I was taking the first steps to discovering just that.

      Charisma led me down the aisle, one step at a time.

      Am I breathing?

      I must be, mustn't I?

      I registered nothing except my three mates. I didn't even notice the officiant. I was vaguely aware of movement at my side as Charisma released my arm, handed my bouquet to Rhea and took her seat. Then, I was on an island paradise with three sexy alphas that were all mine.

      Words were said, but it's a blur. Drowned out white noise, gentle and soothing as waves lapping at a shore.

      The drugs used to suppress my hormones were wearing off, quickly burning away by heat rising within. A sweet flutter in my heart for now, and a tightening in my belly and a scorch on my skin in anticipation for tonight. My cheeks were flush, I could feel it. Electricity danced up and down my spine.

      "I understand the bride has written her own vows," the officiant said. Somehow that was what snapped me back to reality. 

      "Yes," I licked my lips slightly, to wet my dry mouth. I took Halo's soft hands and gazed into her teary eyes. "Halo. You showed me the world I'm meant to be a part of and the life I'm meant to live. I feel so lucky every day that you found me and brought me into this pack."

      She squeezed my hands before we let go, and I rested my sights on Crux.

      He stared at me with a wounded puppy expression in his eyes. Though he makes efforts to hide it, it's always there. To see it makes me want to rage at the world. 

      His jaw flexed under his pale skin. I could sense him awakening, his own chemical cocktail drying out, his aura chipping away at the blockade erected by powerful drugs I was too afraid to even name let alone touch.

      "I've heard that love is when you put someone else's needs above your own. You did that for me. We did that for each other. We go through hell all the time for one other. I know you'd never do that for anyone else. Neither would I."

      I knew he wanted to pick me up and carry me away from here. To lock me in a room and ravish me until we were both too tired to move. I wanted that too. I wanted it so much I forced myself to move on.

      Severen.

      I looked up at him, so stoic and unreadable.

      “I… wrote vows. But they didn’t sound right.” I admitted, watching him through my eyelashes. “You’re so quiet, but I think we're both learning we don't need words to know what we feel. You only speak when you feel you have something to say. Or are saving your best for your novel. You’re such a mystery. I’m excited to figure you out.”

      “May we have the rings, please?” The officiant said. 

      Rhea stepped forward. In her hands was a satin pillow on which rested four rings, all identical, except for size. They were an infinite loop of a four-strand braid, each strand a different colour metal: Blue for Crux, Black for Severen, Silver for Halo and rose gold for me.

      With tears in my eyes, I slipped a ring onto each of my alphas, each of my loves. Then, being pack lead, Severen took my hand and slid the ring onto my finger. It all felt so… right.

      “Now, by the power vested in me by the state of New Oxford, I now pronounce you, married and mated. You may kiss.”

      Severen kissed me first. He dipped me back a little and I couldn’t help myself, my foot lifted from the floor like in those cliche romance films. His aura seemed to surround me and his coffee and wine scent was all I could discern. His strong hands held me tenderly before he passed me off to an eager Crux.

      Crux did dip me! Slinging me in the hoop of his arms I felt secure and protected as my body arched then came down, only to be cradled by his embrace. His tongue slid against mine and I swallowed down his cigarette breath. This dramatic flair was just a small catharsis through which to release his tension. Tonight, he wouldn’t be so careful. The thought set a purr rip loose from my throat.

      He brought me back to my feet and I found myself in Halo’s arms, my chest touching the silky bust of her dress, her heart hammering against mine. She stroked my hair and lifted my chin. She kissed me softly, the top lip, then bottom. Her mouth was so soft and velvety against my own. Halo was a comfortable constant amid Crux’s mania and Severen’s aloofness. With her, I could weather anything.

      Halo broke the kiss and whispered, “I get you first.” She kissed my nose, then rested her forehead against mine. Then, the rest of the world came back to me and I was aware that Laura, Rhea and Charisma were all clapping and cheering.

      I did it. I had become Mrs. Skye Heller.

      Halo took my hand and pulled me down the aisle with my husbands trailing after. 

      Husbands. Halo insisted on the word. She didn't want to be a "wife" or a "spouse", so if she had to play along with the beta custom, she insisted on "husband".

      Our entire seven-person wedding party gathered at the steps of the hotel, where the photographer was waiting. He switched people in and out all around me. One moment I was standing with Laura and Rhea, the next with Severen and Crux. The photographer tried to catch some cheesy shots of them both kissing my cheeks but we all refused.

      "OK," the photographer lowered his camera. "Now, the mother of the bride?"

      I faltered. Stupidly I peered in the distance, seeking Bianca out. I imagined her having a change of heart and galloping up the hotel steps, hands waving, chirping "I'm here, I'm here!"

      Even if she had, I could never accept her back. She couldn't just walk out on me then pose for pictures, pretending she had been supportive all along.

      But, the little girl in me still sought her out, still wanted her here.

      Charisma adjusted the cape on my shoulders and fluffed up the rabbit fur. "May I?"

      I smiled and nodded, and my aunt, who always had my back, stood beside me for some photos.

      With each flash of the camera, the anticipation grew. I could smell the scent of my alphas surround me, their auras luring me from this pageantry and to some welcoming nest I've yet to make.

      The photo session was over and I hugged Rhea and Laura and Charisma.

      "I'll see you at the reception." It was the truth when I said it, but as soon as the words reached their ears, we all knew it was already a broken promise.

      We went up the steps, heading back into the hotel. When we reached the lobby, I looked back at Charisma, Rhea and Laura. I threw my bouquet in their direction. It soared in an arc, petals and leaves fluttering weightless in the breeze until it came to rest in Charisma’s arms.

      The look of shock on her face was priceless.

      “Maybe not a duchess forever, auntie!” I laughed, and Charisma’s shock turned to playful anger. I blew a kiss to my wedding party and followed my bride and grooms to our floor.
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      There was a reception booked, bought and paid for but the four of us never attended. I presumed that Skye's guests enjoyed it though.

      The honeymoon suite was glorious. Probably. Neither Skye nor myself really bothered to take it in at the moment. The only thing I registered was that our suitcases had been neatly lined up in the closet.

      “I feel like I’m floating,” Skye told me as we entered the honeymoon suite. She couldn’t stop running a finger through the fur of her cape. “I’m so…” she paused to ponder the words. “At peace. Comfortable.”

      “I’m happy to hear it.” I removed the comb ornaments and the black hair that had been pinned up spilled like a waterfall. I sensed that the sight of it made something inside Skye come unhinged. Not in a bad way, but in a way that a starving person might look at cake. No one ever looked at me the way Skye does, and I could say that as a fact. I know a look. It's my job to serve a look and be watched. Admired. If there was an entire theatre full of people staring at me, the only one I would feel would be Skye's.

      Right now, I had become her whole world.

      She said my name in an aching voice.

      "I'm going to shower," I said, offering a piteous smile at her disappointed little whimper. I searched through the luggage for my bathroom bag and my silk robe. "Order some food, get comfortable. I won't be long."

      I didn't give her a chance to argue as I went into the bathroom and turned on the shower. I pinned up my hair to keep it from getting wet, undressed, and stepped under the warm falling water.

      After a few moments, I thought I heard something. A rustle, maybe. I opened my eyes. "Skye?"

      No response.

      I hurried to finish my shower, pat my body dry and reached for my silk robe. My hand grasped empty air. I glanced at the hook on the wall. I was sure I had hung it there.

      Wrapping myself in a fluffy towel I stepped from the bathroom.

      Sky was still in her wedding dress. She sat on the bed, surrounded by fabric.

      The lace curtains had been removed from the windows, leaving only the heavy drapes that would block out the wandering eyes of the curious. The skirt of her wedding dress was a cloud around her. Strewn on the bed as well were several of Severen and Crux's clothes. I saw a streak of blue; the embroidery of the silk dress I had worn while saying our vows. I also saw my silk robe and the fur and lace cape. On the floor, our suitcases were open, emptied like carcasses that had been abandoned by scavengers.

      I don't know what Severen was always complaining about, writing is easy.

      From the pile of lace and satin and cotton, Skye looked at me with pride. Or at least self-satisfaction. "Did I do it right?"

      I smiled. "It looks like you finally made your nest."

      Skye brightened. Unlike most omegas, she never managed to make a pleasing nest. Being sedated through her heat and bed-ridden, she had trouble with the idea that a bed could be a cozy thing. For her, a bed, sedation, and sleep were just necessary evils on the way to this evening. Maybe now, because we were finally here, she was able to truly let go and make herself comfortable. 

      With a grin, I went to the luggage and grabbed a mini backpack from my suitcase. 

      Skye eyed the bag with curiosity. "What's that?"

      "Something fun." Bag of tricks in hand, I unclipped my hair and shook it out, dropped the towel and walked to the bed in my best sell-the-moment hip swaying walk.

      As I got near, Skye's scent seemed to fill the room, like I was walking through a hedge maze made up exclusively of blueberry bushes.

      I rested the bag on the nightstand and crawled through the mass of lace and tulle and satin.

      “Does this mean you want to keep the gown on?” I drew a figure eight around her breasts with my index finger. 

      "Is that alright?"

      “Well, I know my way around a dress. And I do enjoy a challenge.”

      We kissed and I reached down, hand slowly gathering up the breezy tulle skirt of her gown, dragging it up her sleek legs that were covered in silky stockings. She tried not to squirm as the soft fabric slid along her skin.

      I lay naked along her body and our legs intertwined. Her silken stocking rubbed along my naked thigh and a shiver ran through me, then her, traveling through both of us like an electric current.

      Our eyes met, and I was lost in the endless blue of hers. She pulled me into a kiss. I don't know why she tasted like sugar to me. She pressed against my thigh and rolled her hips, her slick arousal glistening on my flesh.

      I took her example to heart, reached down and pulled her knee to bend so I could better ride her thigh.

      She purred as we lay there together, pleasuring one another. Her fair skin flushed, turned rosy and almost seemed to glow as a warmth rose within. A passion that came in waves, rising and falling like the tide. Soon, Skye would lose most, if not all her senses that made her a thinking, rational creature, and she would just be something made of pure primal lust and need.

      She could feel it, she knew it was coming.

      Her nose traced the crook of my neck as our hips rolled together. “Please, Halo.” Her voice was a needy, pathetic mewl, desperate and craving and weak. “I want it. Do it.”

      I let out a breath of slight reluctance. Skye would have to turn around and that meant no more delicious grinding against her svelte thigh. But biting her, bonding to her, claiming her would feel so much better, and make what was to come that much stronger.

      "Turn around," I said, and she did, swimming in the hills of fabric to get onto her stomach.

      I kissed her between her shoulder blades as my slender fingers walked one step at a time down the satin laces of the corset ties along her back. I untied the bow, then one by one I pulled the ribbon from the eyelets. Gradually the bodice began to part open like a cocoon and expose Skye's naked body.

      I dragged the dress down her slender back. She lifted her core so I could pull it over the curve of her perfect ass. I left a tiny nip on the left cheek and she practically chirped.

      Skye put her knees under herself and propped up her ass. Between her closed thighs I could see the bud of her sex, petals closed, spilling tiny crystals of dew like a leaf after a thunderstorm. 

      I ran the flat of my tongue against it and felt the contours, the little creases, the flesh swollen with desire. Her blueberry scent was so strong I swore I could taste it.

      She was panting again, harder now, each sweet hot breath ending in a tiny mewl of need and pleasure as I licked and sucked at her dripping pussy.

      I kissed back up her spine, teasing her. 

      On instinct she lowered her shoulders and craned her neck. “Please, Halo,” she begged. “Claim me.”

      “But your skin is so perfect,” I said playfully. “I would hate to marr it.”

      “Halo!” Skye whimpered.

      I ran my tongue across Severen’s bite mark, feeling both a little jealous and incredibly grateful for it. Yes, it was his right as pack leader to get first bite of the apple as it were, but I was the first to lay eyes on her, to smell her smell. She was here because of me.

      I bit down on her neck, under the arc of Severen’s shimmering bite, using it like an archway to frame my own. My bite was sharp and dainty, using just my incisors.

      As soon as I broke skin, a flood of pure ecstasy took me. Everything was Skye. I could feel her, hear her, see her. Only her. Everything I had ever done, ever been led up to this moment. I wouldn’t just protect her, I wouldn’t just destroy anyone who hurt her, I would find a way to bring her the stars from the heavens if she asked me. I had never realized how incomplete I had been until now.

      When I pulled back I saw a neat, tidy, precise little dash razored into her skin. Barely enough to bleed yet it reached deep into her. The red of irritated skin was overtaken by a serene sort of gilding, as the connection wove its way through Skye and tethered the two of us together, until death. Skye was completely blissed-out as the hormones flooded through her body. She squirmed and twisted under me and I knew she was ready for the little surprise that had been waiting in the bag.

      She whimpered when I left her and went to the night stand. I opened the bag and pulled out the toy; a double ended strap on.

      The panty part of it was made of soft leather, and buckled along the hips and down the thighs. The toy was pink-purple, veined, with an already swollen knot at the base. In the seat of the panty was another phallus for the wearer. For me.

      I returned to Skye and rubbed her between her sodden thighs. I collected her hot slick juices in my hand and rubbed the toy until it was coated in her.

      Her glossy eyes widened as she watched me step into the device and ease it into myself. I let out a shuddering breath as I took it inside and my body instinctively clamped down on the toy, locking it within myself like a hostage. I settled for a moment, then finished securing the straps.

      On instinct, Skye rolled onto her back and parted her legs. Her ankles were still tangled in the skirt of her gown but she opened up for me.

      I lay my body against hers and with a roll of my hips, rubbed the toy along her slit to soak it in her wetness.

      She held me close and kissed me as I slowly pushed into her. Though she was ready to be mated with, it was still her first time, and I had to go slow due to how tight she was. 

      Good girls don't explore themselves. It's dirty. Shameful.

      She put her hands on my ass and pulled me closer, pushing me deeper inside. With each movement the part of the toy that was anchored inside me rubbed against my walls pleasurably. 

      Skye wrapped her legs around my waist, the skirt of her dress flouncing over my ass. She rocked her hips in mirror to my movements, taking in a little more each time.

      The knot repeatedly crashed against her swollen pussy lips, against her clitoris, over and over like a battering ram to a castle door.

      "Please, Halo," she panted. "I want all if it."

      At her request I shifted my knees and reached down. I stroked her little clit, and welcomed the chorus of pleasure moans. Her scent seemed to burst forth anew. Fresh droplets pattered on the sheets. I pushed, past the resistance, past the barriers, and felt the knot pop into Skye. She cried out, this one action triggering a new ecstasy in her. Her back arched off the bed and I wrapped my arms under her and rolled my hips. I didn't pull back but I wanted to rub against her walls as much as I could.

      We were both rewarded with two more orgasms, violent and blinding, then I knew my time was nearing the end.

      I collapsed onto my bride, my omega, my mate, and cuddled into her soft chest that rose and fell as she fought to catch her breath.

      "That was unbelievable," Skye gasped. Her eyes fluttered closed and I eased the toy out of her. She was already nodding off. She would need time to rest before her heat took over completely. It wouldn't be long now.
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      My phone buzzed in my pocket and I read the text from Halo.

      She's ready for you.

      I practically ran down the hall to Skye’s suite.

      I was still in my suit, it seemed right even though I was pretty sure Skye would not be in her gown. Maybe sexy lingerie? Maybe her reception dress? Women did that, right?

      I skid to a stop in front of her room, my dress shoes scuffing along the hotel carpet. I cleared my throat, adjusted my tie, tried to calm my twitching erection and lifted my fist to knock.

      I could smell her through the door. Blue. And the chemical fuckery that was an omega lost within an incomplete bond.

      The door opened, and with it, a whiff of that captivating perfume. Halo stepped out, wearing the complimentary hotel robe tight around her glistening body. Her ebony hair, usually always so pin straight, was messy. She had a very satisfied smile on her cupid-bow lips.

      “It was worth waiting for,” she told me, kissing my brow. “Have fun, but don’t be too rough with her.” Then, she headed for her room. In her hand was a crumpled BetaButter’s Waffles bag. Good, Skye had been fed.

      I walked into the suite and closed the door behind me. The lock clicked. I don’t know why, but I expected Skye to be asleep. Instead she was sucking a milkshake through a straw.

      Replenishing her energy, like every omega knows to do.

      She took one look at me and swallowed quickly. “S-sorry.”

      “Do what you need to do,” I told her as I slid my feet out of my shoes. 

      “I’m good. I’m ready.”

      “Skye–”

      “Crux,” she smiled at me. “I’m ready.”

      If the sensible side of me tried to protest, tried to rationalize, it was smothered by her scent; how it filled the room, called to me. I had the ridiculous mental image for a moment, of hands of smoke and steam and scent beckoning me like in cartoons. Like I could just full-body float weightless to her. 

      I had to keep my right mind for just a little longer. I had to be civilized, not the kind of monster that gives alphas a bad name.

      Skye held the milkshake out to me. “Want some?”

      I had intended to say no, thank you. “You know what I want.”

      With a smile a little too dirty for a good girl, Skye threw the plastic cup away. It slammed into a wall somewhere and splattered pureed chocolate all over the place. 

      I climbed onto the bed and kissed her, hard. She kissed back, sinking into her soft, silky nest. She was tearing at me, at my clothes. Did she want me even more than I wanted her? I didn’t think that was possible. 

      It was getting too hard to think, to focus. Images and instinct were all that burned through, in glimpses.

      Skye was under me, her back to my chest, the curve of her ass pressed to my naked hips. She ground into me, sliding against my length. I grabbed her hair and pressed her into the pillow. She reached back, fingers clawing at her ass-cheek, spreading herself, holding herself open and presenting herself to me, her begging muffled by the bedding.

      Halo’s bite mark, a tidy little slit, like the flourish at the end of a signature etched in golden ink, teased me. So neat and orderly, not the mess that I was. Severen’s bite, like a shimmering gateway or a fortress protecting us all.

      I leaned down over Skye and sank my teeth into the nape of her neck.

      I didn’t let go.

      I rushed into her, or she pulled me in, maybe, and we were moving as one. Mouth full, jaw locked, I could only breathe through scoffs and growls. My teeth broke her skin and the saliva that dripped through my molars was slightly pink as it slid around her throat like a necklace.

      She grabbed my hand that clenched her hair, but not to free herself. Instead, she intertwined our fingers. Our wedding rings scraped against one another, I could feel it. Hear it.

      I’ve never heard or felt anything so clearly as that.

      Jesus, she was slippery as ice and as warm and tight as an embrace. She flexed, her muscles working me in a way I never even dreamed of. I could feel myself just constantly seeping into her, my cum flowing into her like a cracked dam of strong drugs and pills and suppressants. A dam being fucking washed away with every thrust.

      My hips hammered against her ass, hard enough to bruise. A small non-animalistic part of me thought maybe I was being too rough but she bucked into me, demanding more. My teeth were still sunk into her skin. 

      Skye screamed into the nest and convulsed as she found sudden release, her scent bursting in a cloud, seeping into every pore on my skin. The way the scent overtook me seemed to force my own orgasm from me. I spilled into her in a rush.

      When her body finally went still, I relaxed my jaw and released her from my bite. Skye lowered her hips, sliding me out of her. She turned to face me, her blue eyes glittering with lust.

      She wrapped her arms around me, and pulled me into a kiss. She didn’t care that my lips were wet and maybe a little bloody. She sank into the pillows, reached a hand down, and grasped me. 

      Skye took me inside again and broke the kiss, gazing into my eyes. She had the most beautiful, brilliant blue eyes.

      Her legs wrapped around my hips, ankles crossed, her heels pressing into my ass. The pressure of her legs just spurred me on further and I wouldn’t have been able to stop myself even if I wanted to. Not until Skye asked me.

      Thankfully, she didn’t.

      "I want it all," she gasped, answering a question I had but was too witlessly fuckdrunk to ask. "All of it. Everything! Give it to me!"

      Omegas were supposed to be submissive, obedient, and here she was telling me what to do. Her words, her demands drove me wild. Before my brain could catch up, my knot had swelled almost completely. Seeing Skye throw back her head and scream in delight as I pushed it inside was the most beautiful thing I had ever witnessed. She thrashed as another orgasm cascaded through her body. My knot fully formed and I was trapped inside her.

      Her muscles wrung me out, worked along me. Her body craved the seemingly endless font of cum that streamed out of me.

      I couldn't move, it was all up to her now and she knew it on instinct as she flexed her lower half over and over and over. Her fingernails trailed up my back and I fell into a full-body shudder. She kissed my lips and stroked my hair and told me things, like how good I was.

      I collapsed onto her chest, a pile of shivers.

      I wasn't strong, and I wasn't cruel. I was weak.

      And that was alright.
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      I was on the verge of passing out when Crux tenderly pulled me to sit up. He took my hand and led me to the bathroom. The essence of him slid down my thighs with every step.

      He turned on the bathtub and steam rose from the pooling water immediately. Then, he poured in oils and scented bath salts.

      “I didn’t know you were familiar with this kind of spa therapy,” I teased.

      “Not normally, but I did my own research.”

      I got into the tub and eased into the warm, sweet-smelling water. I didn’t realize how achy my body was after the workout I endured.

      Crux took the detachable shower head and rinsed out my sweaty hair. He lathered shampoo into my locks. His fingers trailed tiny tingles all over my scalp. I throbbed between my legs, the hot water deliciously intense against my exhausted body. 

      “Are you going to treat me like this every time we fuck?” I asked him.

      “Probably.”

      A thrill went through me. I settled a little further down into the tub, inhaling the scents of soap and oils and shampoo. And grave earth and whiskey barrels. I closed my eyes. I was absolutely zen.

      I soaked for a little while, while Crux combed out my damp hair. He pulled the plug, then rinsed me off and pat me dry with an unbelievably soft towel, kissing parts of me as he did so.

      “Anything else?” Crux asked.

      “I’m gonna dry my hair and redo my make-up.”

      “In that case,” he kissed my neck. “I’m going to take a nap.”

      I smiled and watched him zombie-walk back to my nest.

      He was asleep before he even hit the pillows. I couldn’t resist, and sneaked over to get a glance at him. It was the most un-troubled I had ever seen him. His aura was often described as off-putting. Oppressive. When you smell grave dirt the natural association is being buried. Now his usual heavy aura was calm. Settled. Resting in peace.

      I brushed some of his blue hair from his eyes then carefully dug through my nest, searching until I found what I was looking for, a silver satin slip-dress. I tiptoed back to the bathroom, dried my hair and let it fall free, then I did my make-up. I slid the dress on, the fabric looked like liquid mercury when I moved, and cooled my warm skin.

      Before I left the bathroom I brushed my hair aside and admired my neck in the mirror. The three bites, gold and sunlight pressed into my skin for the rest of my life.

      I’m not covering up the bite, mother.

      I gathered up my hair and twisted it into a quick but stylish updo, letting a few strands of berry-gold in front fall free to frame my face.

      I put on some strappy white sandals, grabbed my phone and room key, and left the suite.
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      We almost got caught, myself and Skye, when I bit her into the Heller Pack. Halo had told us to meet for dinner at Kirriman’s Noodle House, told us she had a surprise. 

      That surprise was Skye.

      She was the most beautiful creature I had ever seen. Even standing next to Halo, a professional model. I wanted her then and there. The blueberry scent drowned out the extra spicy noodles which now tasted like cardboard and felt like mush because all I wanted to bite into was her. I could barely even say anything because she was all I could think about.

      Two days later, she brought us to her family home in Citrine Hills and introduced us to her parents.

      It didn’t go well.

      Bianca probably thought she was bringing over one guy, not two guys and a woman, all alphas.

      The look of absolute disdain brought Skye to tears and she went to compose herself.

      I found her in her childhood bedroom and I kissed her. Held her. Promised she would always find a home with us. I asked her if she still wanted this, wanted us. Wanted me.

      "More than anything," she had said. Then, she brushed her hair over her shoulder and turned her back to me. I bit her.

      It was like biting into a peach. Soft, luscious. I wanted to devour her, tear her into little pieces and eat her all up like the big bad wolf.

      I could have taken her then, and by god I wanted to, it took almost everything within me not to.

      “Please,” Skye had said as she clung to my shirt and pressed into me, kissing my mouth and inhaling my scent. “Please. Please. Please. Wait.”

      I did. I stopped. Every instinct wanted us to keep going and I could smell it on her, she felt the same.

      She told me she had traditions she was expected to uphold.

      She told me she owed it to her family to wait.

      So, we waited.

      Months and months of pain and self-control.

      I hadn’t been able to write one paragraph since I met her. I should be bitter about that, but I wasn’t. How could I be?

      I was in my room, sipping a scotch when I heard her walk in. She had a key to each of our rooms, and us to her suite.

      Her scent hit me first, drifting through the room like a gentle breeze.

      Instead of turning to look at her, I sipped my drink, the ice clinking around in the glass. She came into my vicinity and touched my aura that I couldn’t help but extend toward her. It crept against her figure almost like a living thing. 

      She put a hand on my shoulder. I put my drink down on a table.

      “Did I keep you waiting?” she asked.

      No. I knew she’d come.

      I turned to her, took her hand in mine, and walked her out onto the balcony.

      "What is," Skye's breath caught in her throat when she saw the set up. "...Severen."

      On a table was a bottle of pricey champagne chilling in a bucket of ice, and two glass flutes. The table was even decorated with one of the centerpieces she had chosen. The bouquet of pussy willow and baby's breath just looked like a bundle of sticks in a box gathered together with blue ribbon, but Skye said they were perfect. She called them rustic. I didn't think we were rustic people. Conspiratorially, she confessed to me that her mother would hate them.

      Tiny defiances.

      Towering over the centerpiece and champagne was the four tiered white wedding cake. A cascade of blue flowers and a shatter of pale blue sugar glass fell strategically down the levels of the otherwise flawlessly smooth white fondant. I had watched Skye ruminate over it for what seemed like weeks. She taste tested so many damn cakes.

      "You worked so hard to plan your perfect wedding, and didn't even get a chance to enjoy it." I whispered in her ear. She dabbed at the corner of her eyes with her knuckle.

      "The others should be here for this," she said.

      They made their choice. They could have been patient and enjoyed all the pomp that goes with a wedding. Instead they decided to skip all the memories and go right for the end.

      "We'll save them some slices." It's not like the two of us could eat the whole thing on our own anyway.

      I navigated her closer to the table and took hold of the long bladed cake knife. She wrapped her fingers around mine and together we sliced through the top tier.

      I plated the first piece and handed it to her.

      "No."

      "What's wrong?"

      She smiled. "You're supposed to feed me the first bite." She lifted a finger and her eyes turned deadly serious. "But don't you dare smash it in my face."

      Why would I do that? Without questioning it, I cut a bite from her cake and she willingly opened her mouth. I fed her, careful not to spill a single crumb. She closed her glossy pink lips around the fork, pursed them slightly while looking up at me. That's something magnetic about her. She always gave you her full attention, her focus. The two of us were always the only ones in the room.

      She fed me in return. The cake was delicious. White chocolate and vanilla with cream cheese frosting. Tiny black flecks of vanilla bean dotted the fluffy white cake.

      "How is it?" Skye asked.

      The soft, gentle tang of the cream cheese still danced on my taste buds. "Best cake I've ever had. Impeccable choice."

      Her smile and her scent filled the night.

      We finished our cake and I popped the champagne. I poured two fizzing glasses of bubbly and we toasted with a chime of crystal ringing into the city.

      When our drinks were empty, I pulled my phone from the pocket of my dress slacks and scrolled through the music app. I hit play and the speakers in my hotel room came alive with the first few notes of The Sweet Scent of Freedom, by Perfume and the Alphabetas, one of the few ballads in their otherwise rather grimy discography. 

      Skye’s favourite song. 

      It was about a couple, who were beyond the bounds of pack laws. It never gets into detail if the lovers are alphas, omegas, or even betas. Maybe some strange inter-class combination. What matters is their love, their connection. One day they smell like shampoo, one day chocolate, one evening, sweat and damp dog. It didn’t matter what they smelled like because they loved each other for who they were.

      It was a song about freedom, and that’s why Skye loved it so much.

      If I listened to it through her perspective, I loved it, too.

      I turned to her, and her face was alight with a glowing smile. “Clever," she said.

      I lived for her praise. Her validation.

      I offered my hand and she placed her palm in mine. Tears glittered in her eyes as I took her in my arms. Together we swayed to the music.

      Skye slid her hand under the breast of my suit jacket and rested it over my heart. She looked up at me. "Are you happy?" She asked, her voice so quiet, a near whisper. 

      I gazed into her innocent, seeking blue eyes and nodded.

      "Say it, please," she told me. "I need to hear you say it."

      "I am exceedingly happy," I replied languidly. "I'm at peace and calm and I feel whole. You make me happy, Skye."

      Content, she turned in my arms and rested her back against my chest. She brushed her hair to drape over her shoulder and I saw them. Halo and Crux and the lustrous marks that they left under my own. Halo with her trim, neat efficiency and Crux with a drive so deep his bite seemed to go directly into Skye, like a needle, and bronze her skin. And me, always in front. Pale gold. I would protect us all from anything.

      They were my pack. I was their pack lead.

      Skye rubbed her ass against my crotch.

      I leaned down and ran the tip of my nose up her neck, taking in the latent smell of the breath of my pack-mates. The divot left by Halo, the pockmarks impressed by Crux. 

      Skye leaned harder into my lap and my hand sneaked into her dress to cup her breast. I trailed a sprinkle of nips and kisses along her shoulder. She reached down and hiked up her dress. Neither of us had any desire for foreplay. I unbuckled my belt and unbuttoned my trousers with one hand. I tugged myself free, my anatomy already straining and reaching for her. I gathered her heated slick against my palm and coated myself.

      With a needy groan she bent forward more, almost a right angle against me but only so she could jut herself out more toward me. She dropped her back, lifted her hips, and exposed shining, dewdrop perfection to me.

      I pushed inside, treading where Halo and Crux had already been.

      The bond between myself and Skye ignited and my aura moved like a miasma, like a tide, rolling over us both into a cocoon of only she and I. Sealed in a sarcophagus of our shared passion. Mummified.

      She reached out and grabbed the balcony railing. God, the way she moved. She moved with experience. She moved in such a way that part of me was surprised tonight was her first time. It didn't matter. She could have happily, willfully fucked every single person in New Oxford and I wouldn’t care. She was mine now, and she'd only move like this for me and my pack from this night forward.

      This wasn't the wild frenzy brought on by an unconsummated bond. Instead, it was a pair of newlyweds enjoying their honeymoon on a warm spring night. Overly sensitive, it was easy to bring her to climax. But why would I ever stop at just one?

      The night could have gone on forever. We stole little fragments of time with each orgasm. If we worked hard enough, we could have stopped the world, I’m almost sure of it.

      Somehow we found our way to my bed. I was sitting up against the headboard, propped up by the crowd of pillows. Skye was curled up in my arms, tucked into a precious little ball. I lifted her and lowered her and thrust into her, each stroke of my cock chasing little songs from her throat. She cuddled into my chest and allowed herself to be taken like a proper omega.

      “I want to knot you,” I whispered in her ear and she shuddered, still tucked into a small bundle of omega in my arms. She nodded.

      I continued my rhythm, but slid my hand between her thighs and stroked her, her slick all smeared nearly up to her hips. I toyed with her little clit, the rough pads of my fingertips stoking a fire like she were a match-head.

      I growled in her ear, "Are you ready?"  She knew what I was asking and could only nod. “Then clench yourself on me like a good girl."

      She panted like an exhausted puppy but flexed herself around me. I groaned and my knot swelled and rubbed against her pussy lips. I pushed inside. All of me. She stretched around me and took me in completely. She was so warm and tight. She trembled, her insides fluttering with the smallest of quivers, giving me the best fucking sensations.

      Skye clung to my shoulders, nails pressing little brackets into my skin as she came again, mewling, eyes glazed, but her hips moving on their own as she lazily rocked on my lap.

      I rolled so we were on our sides, her back at my chest. I moved what little I could to rub against her constricted walls. “That’s a good girl, Skye. You’re a perfect little omega. You’re so fucking tight.”

      My affirmations affected her just as powerfully as the physical and she came again. We stole another few moments for ourselves. She took my hand and placed it on her clit, urging me to stroke it. Another moment, filled with her cries and a shuddering burst of my own extreme pleasure. 

      Our time had run out, we couldn’t steal any more of it. It had caught up to us, and I was finally spent. I fell asleep, still locked inside my omega bride.
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      The door to the balcony was still open when I woke up. Birds were chirping and the sky was becoming a dusky blue. I heard Severen breathing at my back, his arm around my hip. I carefully pulled myself off his now soft length and squirmed out of the bed. I found my slip dress, though I didn’t even remember taking it off, and put it on. I found my shoes, also unsure when I took them off and held them in my hand. I took Severen’s dress shirt, and went to my room.

      Crux was gone when I walked in. I had the entire room to myself. I set the alarm on my phone for eleven in the morning then fell into my nest, hugging Severen’s shirt.

      The alarm went off after what felt like seconds. I turned it off and texted my mates. “BetaButters in 30? Shower first.”

      I started the shower, and paused in the mirror to admire the three marks running down my neck. They were so perfect. How could I have ever doubted this was the right thing?

      I showered quickly, did my hair and light make-up, put on a baby blue sundress and met my mates at the waffle truck.

      “I’m starving,” I said when I saw them, and kissed each one in greeting. I ordered a french toast waffle and chocolate shake.

      We ate together in the park across from the hotel, the late-morning June breeze was so nice. I ate quickly though, and told them to come to my room in twenty minutes. Then, I left them there, wondering exactly what I had in mind.

      Twenty minutes later, the door to my room opened and my mates walked in to find me kneeling naked in my nest, my legs folded under me. I could already feel the slick dripping against my heels at the sight of my alphas.

      Halo was the first to act. She came to the bed and kissed me, her hand massaging one of my breasts. Her tongue danced against mine and she tasted like syrup and chocolate from her breakfast. My nipples were already hard.

      She broke the kiss. “Undress me,” she ordered, and I eagerly obeyed, unzipping her leather jacket and unbuttoning her expensive blouse. She whipped the sleeves from her arms and I kissed her flat tummy as I undid the belt at her waist while she discarded her bra. I unzipped and unbuttoned her jeans, pulled them down and kissed the crotch of her panties. She kicked off her boots and stepped from her pants. I pulled her panties down her thighs and she pushed my head to kiss her naked pussy.

      I licked her, my tongue spreading the petals of her open, her heat a dangerous draw for me, like one of those flowers insects drown in. I could drown in Halo. I wanted to.

      I sucked on her clit, probably a little clumsily because I’ve never used my mouth on another woman, but whatever I was doing, I was doing it lovingly. And judging from her moans I was doing a good job.

      I glanced over at Crux and Severen, to see if they were watching. They were. Crux had his dick in his hand and was slowly stroking it, already at full mast. The sight of it caused a new small flood of my slick to seep. I liked being watched.

      I looked up at Halo and gave a needy whimper. She pushed me down lightly on my back, with my heels still trapped beneath me. She attacked me, tongue and lips and teeth bared down on my sex and my back arched off the bed at the ferocity of it. Her tongue plunged into me over and over, her teeth gently tugged at my pussy, her lips trapped my clit. Her fingers were in me, over and over, the braided texture of her wedding ring rubbing thrills against my walls. I screamed a climax, but Halo wasn’t done.

      She mounted me. One of her legs over my hip, and she took my leg and braced it on her shoulder. Her pussy kissed mine, which was so incredibly slippery. She kissed me, her tongue in my mouth, tasting of me. She rocked her hips, grinding her pussy on mine, her breasts rubbing mine, our nipples grazing and tweaking against one another, our folds slotting together. She pressed down on me, grinding out a sort of pleasure I never knew women could do together. 

      I threw my head back and screamed again as a full body shudder rolled through me like a wave.

      Someone took my hand and wrapped it around themselves. Panting, I looked up to see Crux, using my hand to jack himself off. I nodded and stroked faster. Halo had returned to eating me out and I sat up so I could take Crux in my mouth. I looked up at him adoringly as I bobbed my head along him, forcing myself to be a good girl and take him all. I knew he wouldn’t hurt me, I knew that if I choked he’d pull back. But I wanted to be a good girl, so I didn’t let myself choke.

      Halo’s attention drew a moan from me and that seemed to please Crux, who echoed my moan. I smiled up at him the best I could, but my mouth was full.

      This time it was Severen who took my hand and wrapped my fist around him. I worked him in time to my attention to Crux and my eyes rolled in pleasure as Halo sucked hard on my clit, forcing another orgasm just as Crux pushed himself deeper down my throat, his shaft pinning my tongue down. His knot bulged before my eyes, and met my mouth with each buck of his hips. I struggled to keep up with him, and pulled back, releasing most of his length from my mouth. It shone with more saliva than I’d ever seen myself produce. I stroked him, smearing the drool along his knot. My fingers, splayed and spider-like, crawled and slipped against the bulge at the base of his dick as my mouth and throat returned to work. I could barely breathe, I got light headed. Severen grabbed my breast hard and twisted the nipple. Crux unloaded down my throat. Just as my climax was subsiding, another one crashed into me.

      I must have passed out for a moment because I was suddenly on my back on the bed, each hand being made to work a cock, Severen and Crux on their knees on the bed. Something was inside me and I looked down to see Halo slamming four fingers in and out of my soaking pussy. The cocks in my hands twitched, ready to explode. I eagerly opened my mouth, sped up my strokes, and jets of pearlescent cum shot onto my awaiting tongue. I swallowed it all down, sticky, creamy, salty. Coffee and wine. Whiskey and earth.

      Crux’s became lost in the moment and leaned his head back. That one action caused him to lose balance or focus, and after a brief flail, he ended up on his back on the floor.

      “Are you alright?” I asked with a giggle.

      He gained his senses somewhat, and gestured for me to join him. “Come down here.”

      “Sounds fun,” Halo said. She withdrew her hand from inside me, and I cried out in surprise. She slapped my pussy with her palm, splashing droplets of slick all over my thighs. Luckily it was a short trip to the floor because my shaky legs could barely support me. I straddled Crux. He grasped my hips, panted and nodded. I took him inside me. I wanted him inside. I wanted all three of them, but I was only one girl.

      I rode him without being told. I just wanted to, needed to, like I would die if I couldn’t ride him. But it wasn’t enough.

      Humiliating little whines of need dripped from my panting tongue. I arched my back as if reaching for something, but I didn’t know what.

      Halo took my chin in her hand and guided me back to her pussy. I nudged her clit with my nose, buried my face in her wet fragrant sex, and dined. 

      “Good girl,” Halo ran her fingers through my hair. “Don’t stop. Keep going.”

      Severen got behind me, and wrapped an arm around my middle. His other hand collected a sample of the wetness between my thighs, dripping from my pussy and down Crux in diamond rivulets. Severen slid his hand up my ass cheeks, against my hole. I whimpered in shock. He was going to…

      I wanted him to…?

      I needed him to…

      I felt his length, hard and hot against my ass, coated in slick that Severen had collected in his hands seconds ago. He adjusted his positioning, then massaged my opening with his tip. Slowly, he pushed his way to a part of me that had never been touched, a place I never even imagined ever would. Tears came to my eyes, but not of fear or pain. Rather, out of some excruciating, exquisite need. All three of my mates had me. I was at their mercy. They took me and I was powerless but protected.

      I felt whole and complete.

      This is why I was born. To please them. And for them to pleasure me.

      My hips bounced between my husbands, my tongue lashed at Halo and drank down her crystalline squirts of ecstasy. My body effortlessly conformed to the pair of knots swelling up inside and keeping every little drop of cum locked up within. The sweat that trickled down the back of my neck made my bite marks sizzle.

      Crux kissed my throat and bit my shoulder as he moved to impale me and Severen was whispering things only I could hear that made the tears run down my cheeks. I slid two fingers into Halo from below and hooked them, spread them, twisted them, and traced the slippery silkiness she was made of.

      As one, we found our final climax, writhing and screaming and clawing, crashing, burrowing and vibrating. Exhausted, pressed between Crux and Severen, their knots still trapped inside me, Halo laying curled up next to us.

      My pack. The only thing I ever wanted.

      

  




THE END.
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        I hope you enjoyed this story. If so, please consider leaving a review on Amazon or GoodReads!
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