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This book is a erotic romance featuring Leigh Wilcox, a self-proclaimed sex addicted, non-binary, female alpha who manages to get two sisters pregnant. They have to navigate the emotional turmoil of becoming a sire, bitchy baby mamas, and finding themselves in their first romantic relationship. There is a ton of sex, like, a lot. So much sex that the chapter to sex scene ratio is over a third. There are 31 chapters and 11 sex scenes. I use the word “cock” 113 times (114 now), the word “dick” 59 times (too bad it wasn't 69, and now it's 60), and “penis” 14 (you get the idea). Leigh refers to their penis (15) as “Little Leigh”—I warned you this was cringy–and that's used in reference to their penis (16) 20 times, including the one above. I wrote this to battle writer's block, and I wrote it in a span of like 2 months. Is it worth spending a few hours on? I believe so. Should you binge read all of this in one go like a shot of tequila? No, but I wouldn't stop you. If you decide to proceed and somehow manage to get to the end I'd rather you didn't spoil the mystery of what this story is about if you wanna write a review. Just leave however many stars with something generic like, “it was fun and super graphic”, and then continue with your day. I will leave a reminder at the end, so don't worry about remembering this request.

Enjoy.
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“My name is Leigh Wilcox and I am a sex addict.” I announced this to the room. No one said anything for one second. Two. And then my beautiful mom slapped me on the back of the head.

“Don't be a fucking idiot! You're no sex addict, but you will be sorry if you don't sit your ass down and eat.” My sweet mother placed a dish of mac and cheese on the table, glaring at me the entire time until I did as I was told and sat my ass down.

My sister, Jazz, nudged me, whispering, “so does that mean you're thankful for getting your dick wet? So am I, sib.” She held her hand out and I slapped it with a laugh.

Our mom had taken up the habit of calling me a bad influence. Not just on all the young cousins eating at the kids table on this cool Thanksgiving afternoon, but also on my sister. Who was older than me by two years. I got it though. I vaped religiously, I was unmated at twenty-seven, had no aspirations, and spent my time off from my job at the grocery store playing video games and sleeping around. Six months ago Jazz's long term relationship ended and seeing how down and out she was I offered to help her get over it. That involved getting her disgustingly drunk and teaching her my slutty ways. Now here we were in the midst of the holidays and Jazz was no longer interested in settling down which mom blamed completely on me. Not on the fact that Jazz's ex tore her heart into shreds when she refused my sister's mark and claimed she couldn't “see herself building a life with a female alpha”. This was two years into their relationship. I personally never bothered with the relationship thing because I couldn't see myself being with just one omega my whole life. I wasn't as confident as my mom sounded about me not being a sex addict. When I first hit puberty I spent three straight days jacking off (I convinced my mom I was sick to stay out of school), and very quickly started bartering gum and other high quality items at school for hand jobs and blowies. I had sex for the first time at sixteen with my then friend who told me she thought she was going through her first heat and wanted me to help her through it because she didn't want her parents to know she stopped taking her suppressants. God, that was so dumb. I could have so easily gotten her pregnant if I hadn't raided the nurse's office at school and grabbed like fifty condoms. We used half of them in two days.

Now I wasn't much better. My sex drive was even higher as my internal clock continued to count down the time until I was no longer able to sire pups. I was a regular at this sex club called Eternal Heat where they had at least one bitch in heat every night that you could pay top dollar to knot. It was a surprisingly classy place for such a dirty premise. I'm pretty sure I'd fucked every female employee there. Even the betas. Even the ones who weren't technically there to have sex with patrons. My family knew I was a whore. I was the butt of every joke, but I embraced it. I wasn't ashamed of my high sex drive, but it had gotten me into trouble plenty of times and I knew it was a problem. Not every situation dictated that I think with my dick (some would argue that no situation dictated it), but when situations presented themselves with someone even remotely attractive I had immense trouble doing anything but.

I followed everyone else's example and started piling my plate high with turkey, mac and cheese, ham, yams, stuffing, and mashed potatoes. I went all out with the mashies. I smothered them in gravy and dug in. The only thing that might distract me from the poon would probably be a nice plate of food. I'd do the impossible and unknot with an omega to get to some food faster.

“Are you going to the club tonight?” Jazz asked me.

I shook my head. “Nope, I got a hook up with this hot omega, Mia.”

This was scheduled in advance so I could avoid the bad look of hanging out at a sex club on Thanksgiving night. I had my limits on how bad I was willing to allow my image to deteriorate. Jazz hadn’t gained a reputation yet, so she could do such things without backlash.

“Mia Cortez?” The question and the look of shock gave me pause.

“Nah, Mia Markel. Who’s Mia Cortez?”

“My yoga instructor. I was about to be real surprised at the scent blocker she used in class because I could have sworn she was a beta. Your Mia is the sister of Nia. Nia Markel.” Jazz gave her full name when I only stared at her blankly.

“I guess. I met Mia at the mall the other day while Christmas shopping, I had no idea she had a sister. How do you know?” It really shouldn’t have surprised me that she did since Jazz prided herself on knowing every eligible omega in town. There was a registry, dating sites and whatnot, but my sister took it a step further and created a list. Whenever one was mated and marked they were taken off of it. I’d only ever seen it once and it made me uncomfortable. I couldn’t say for sure that having your own personal list of unmated omegas was creepier than wanting to fuck every single female–omega or not–but it was a close second. A different kind of creepy for sure.

“Mia and I went to the same college. I think she was a year above me, actually. Nia would be closer to your age.”

“Really?” I hummed. “Maybe I’ll ask Mia about her sister Nia tonight and see if I can’t have a piece of both sisters.”

“Dude, you are such a fuck boi.” Jazz laughed incredulously. “When are you planning on asking her? Before or after you have sex with her?”

“After. Just in case she takes it wrong.”

“Good luck with that.” Jazz shook her head. I definitely had a level of confidence that most couldn’t fathom. It stemmed directly from a false sense of invincibility that you would normally only find in young children. I wasn’t afraid of rejection, dying young, or accidental pregnancies.

Probably should have been a little more afraid of that last one.
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As soon as I got out of my car I knew an unmated omega was in heat. The smell was a noose around my neck and my rapidly growing dick. There was no telling who it was. If it was Mia or some other omega in the same vicinity. Regardless I wasn’t planning on following the scent because I had no intentions of standing Mia up just to have to fight a bunch of other alphas for the right to knot the random bitch. It would have been fun when I was in my early twenties and sex and violence went hand-in-hand, but now that I was older it just felt like a chore to have to fight for pussy.  Without meaning to, I narrowed the scent down to Mia’s apartment building as I entered the lobby. Then I narrowed it down to the same hall as Mia’s apartment unit. At this point my cock was fully erect and had no space in my jeans. I was panting, jaw aching from grinding my back molars. I leaned my shoulder against the wall to unbutton my pants and adjust myself. It took iron will not to stroke myself right there in the hall, but it became glaringly obvious that there was no way my engorged knot was going to fit in my jeans. I angled more toward the wall for the semblance of privacy, and then pulled my cock out and covered it with my shirt. When the cloth brushed against the head of my cock I nearly doubled over.

“Shit!” I needed to cum so bad. I hope Mia was prepared to have her pussy stuffed tonight because I was planning on giving her every little bit I had to offer. “Oh.”

I made it to Mia’s door and was assaulted by the most alluring scent I’ve ever had the pleasure of inhaling. It was her. She was in heat...Unless I was at the wrong door. I double checked the number. No, this was the right place. I banged on the door with the side of my fist. My control was shot. If she didn’t open the door in the next five seconds I was going to break. It. Down–

It flew open to reveal Mia. Naked. Flushed with heat and looking like she just got done being screwed within an inch of her life. How was that possible if I just got here? No matter. I crowded into her space and kissed her. My hands went down to her ass and gripped it while she clawed at my jeans to get them down. They got as far as my knees. I broke our kiss so I could pull my shirt over my head, revealing her prize. My dick was seven inches of fun and thick enough for you to feel it when I was inside. I never had any complaints and I never wished for a bigger dick. Some alphas were so big they were at risk of tearing an omega in half when they knotted them, I was more than happy not to have that trouble.

“Leigh. Fuck. I’m so glad you came. I need you so bad.” Mia whimpered and grabbed my cock. She started stroking it. Down to the knot, up to the head. Down to the knot, up to the head. Precum oozed from the tip and helped lube me up.

I got my hands under her ass again and lifted her high enough for her slick covered pussy to hover over my cock. “I got you, baby. Help me put it in.”

She hadn't let go of me as I lifted her, so it was quick work for her to change her grip and align me to sink into her sweet heat. We both groaned as I entered her depths. She was so hot I swear the first layer of skin on my cock was melting off. It felt good though, like stepping into a hot tub. No pain, only pleasure. Her vagina was actively trying to suck me deeper. Rolling waves of muscle clinging to every inch I slipped inside. My knees nearly buckled when I bottomed out, leaving only my knot exposed to the air.

Not enough. I need to put it all inside. I grunted and helped her bounce up and down. Mia had her hands tangled in my hair as she moaned and twerked her ass. I buried my face between her boobs and started giving her love bites to curb the desire to mark more permanently. Other than the risk of pregnancy, fucking an omega while she was in heat was risky also because of the incessant need to claim her. Or him. I didn't fuck male omegas though. Something about the biologic need to own the one who was taking our seed and potentially bearing our pups. I'd heard horror stories of alphas getting too caught up in the moment while with an escort and marking them even without them being in heat or rutting. Sucked for them.

I stumbled back and my elbow caught on the still open door causing it to slam shut. I barely noticed. My back hit the now closed door and I used it for leverage. I thrust into her hard just as she slid down. Mia screamed up at the ceiling and yanked on my hair.

“Oh yeah, baby. You like that? You're gonna take my knot, aren't you? I'm gonna fill you up with my cum and you're gonna take it all.” It was as I said those filthy things to her that I realized I hadn't put on a condom. 

Shit. Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. My thoughts were sluggish. The panic was a distant thing when my penis was being serviced so beautifully. I couldn't stop my hips from humping into her and every thrust got me that much closer to locking us in place. You didn't really pull out of an omega in heat before making her cum or coming yourself. For one it was nearly impossible to do physically because your brain was no longer located in your skull, but also because she wasn't going to let you. I had to try though because I did not want to shell out the seventy bucks for the morning after pill.

After another brutal thrust that left me cross-eyed, I grasped her sweat covered ass cheeks to keep her in place and growled at her, “I have to pull out–I didn't put on a condom.”

“Don't you fucking dare!” She snarled right back at me. Her aggression made me want to fuck her harder to show her who was in charge. For the next three and a half days, roughly, I owned this pussy.

But no. I needed to pull out long enough to put on a condom. All I had to do was pull out. I dug my nails in and clenched my teeth. I just had to–

Mia started grinding down on my cock with a single minded focus that had me throwing my head back against the door hard enough to concuss. She smothered me with her breasts and scratched my chest. “Don't pull out, Leigh. Please. I need it. I need you to fill me up. I have to feel you pumping inside of me.”

My cock twitched, giving her a teaser of what she wanted with a streamer of early release. My back slid down the door until I was in a crouch and then I leaned forward to drop her to the floor. My cock never left her pussy and I wasn't planning on it doing so for the next forty-five minutes. Give or take. Who was I to tell a woman “no” when she was doing the equivalent of begging on her knees? I got down to my own knees and wrapped her legs around my waist. With a secure hold on her hips to ensure she didn't slide across the floor, I began working my knot inside.

“You're so tight, baby,” I praised. Mia whined. I slid my hand between her legs and started rubbing her clit. She cried out and grabbed my firearms like she needed something to hold onto. Fuck, she was so hot. Not just between her legs but also visually. She had these golden-brown eyes that were dazzling in the fluorescent lights of the mall when we met. Right now, they were closed, but even with her hair all over her head and her light brown skin flushed from her heat she was beautiful.

The feeling of Mia's vagina clenching and releasing my dick, and her shout of pleasure was what knocked me back into the moment. Weird. Never lost track of what I was doing while having sex before. She was nowhere close to being the hottest or most beautiful omega I'd fucked. She did smell amazing though, like blueberries and patchouli. God, I loved the smell of patchouli.

I shook my head and focused on my dick. Get your head in the game, Leigh! I needed to cum. I could worry about patchouli and how beautiful or not beautiful Mia was later. She probably preferred I finish the job than do any of that other stuff anyway. The only thing that could cool an omega's fire was to douse their insides with cum. The illusion of it worked too (i.e while wearing a condom) but no one really wanted that. It was just the cheaper option for myself since I was living on a grocery attendant's salary.

Once I got my head back in the game, I found Mia had opened up nicely for me. It was going to be a tight fit for my knot, but that was the point. I bent over and sucked one of her nipples into my mouth, gnawing on it. At the same time, I changed my rhythm to short, hard thrusts. Mia clung to my back, giving me perpendicular scratches to the ones on my chest. I relished in the pain, kissing up her chest to her neck and breathing in her sweet scent. I almost felt high as my cock screwed into her. I could feel the pleasure tightening my core and knew I was seconds away from coming. My knot was throbbing desperately, begging to be cradled in her heat where it belonged. My hips stuttered in their rhythm. I clenched my ass and hit her one, two, three times before finally slipping all the way in. Mia came again, her pussy sucked every ejaculation straight from my soul and I couldn't help grazing my teeth across the meat of her shoulder in satisfaction.

I'd never bit someone in the throes of passion. I've bitten pillows, my own hand and arm, and blankets. Once someone I was fucking shoved a wooden spoon in my mouth to stop the urge even though I had told her that me biting her wouldn't be a problem. I was good at not biting the omegas I was with because the last thing I needed was to be tied to anyone. Ever.

But for some reason I never stopped to wonder what would happen if the omega bit me. 

I was happily shooting Mia full of sperm and rumbling low in my chest at how delicious she smelled, when she bit me hard enough to break the skin. Not on my neck or shoulder, thank God, but on my chest right underneath my collarbone. It hurt like a bitch, but because of the circumstances it only made me cum harder the next time I ejaculated.

“Fuuuuuuuuck.” I was gonna have a lot to deal with in the morning.
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I called up one of my best friends, who was a beta, to come by and drop off a box of condoms and the morning after pill. Now I owed them one, or twelve. This didn't happen often, but they were the only beta I knew well enough and there was no way I was leaving Mia or calling up one of my alpha friends. I was sure that Mia was filthy with my scent and no one would challenge my claim, but it wasn't worth the risk. And before you ask, no I didn't have any omega friends because my sexist ass could never see them as friends, and my only sibling was Jazz who was all alpha.

When the doorbell rang I was knot deep inside of Mia for the third, or fifth, time since I arrived the evening before. I hadn't cum yet. The blessing and the curse of helping an omega through their heat was the lowered sensitivity over time. At this rate I could go an hour without coming while Mia was lost with a swipe if my cock head on her clit. She'd already cum three times since we locked together and all I could do was lie across her back and give shallow thrusts with the little wriggle room I had left.

“Why aren't you coming?” Mia whined at me between her own involuntary shudders.

A particularly tight clench of her internal muscles had me sitting all the way up, bringing her with me. I held her back flush to my front and licked up the side of her neck. “Do that again.”

The demand had her mewling and arching her back. “What? This?” She repeated the clenching motion inside, only this time she held it longer. My cock stiffened even further, knot throbbed in her snug hold. Her mark on my chest flared to life and I started thrusting into her with renewed vigor. It didn't do much, but it was the thought that counted.

“Yes, baby. Just like that. I'm gonna fucking cum. Fuck.” Cum sprayed out of me and into her with such force I lost my balance and we fell forward.

This was the blessing part of the lowered sensitivity. As long as the omega needed me, my cock and I were at her mercy. It might've taken longer for me to cum, but once I did I fired off like a fucking cannon. Stronger than the first time I knotted her, and accompanied with an ecstasy that was utterly debilitating. I bit down on the pillow under her head and rode out every shot like a drop on a rollercoaster.

Mia was sobbing by my head, wetting the pillow I was biting. She was coming with me and we were both floating outside of the physical plane.

When I finally came to, I had no idea how long I'd been out. Couldn't have been too long because we were still tied together. I groaned as more cum oozed out of me. I could manage this level of pleasure and keep my wits about me. I couldn't tell if Mia was asleep or passed out, but her body was still going through the motions. She felt a lot cooler than last night. I wondered if maybe she had shorter heats in general or if this was an anomaly. I also wondered if–

I rolled my hips and screwed my eyes shut as somehow I came even more. I was going to need to replenish after this for sure. My early Thanksgiving dinner had been completely burned off by now.

My text notification pinged on my phone from inside my jeans and I figured it was Sean letting me know he left the contraceptives outside. I should have asked him to bring breakfast too.

Mia moaned and mumbled something I didn't catch.

“What was that, sweetheart?” I kissed her neck.

She turned her head and regarded me with glazed over eyes. “I've never had someone fuck me like that. Is there cum leaking from my nose?”

I chuckled. “No.”

I kissed her lips and she kissed me back. Her mark pulsed incessantly. I bit her lip and growled.

“You marked me, Mia.” I whispered against her lips. I didn't have the capacity to be angry while she was massaging the cum from my dick, but it was simmering under the surface.

“I'm surprised you know my name.” Mia said teasingly.

“Mia, Mia, Mia, you're avoiding the question.”

“You didn't ask me a question, Leigh.”

I rolled my eyes. “I don't see how that matters. What is your game here, woman?”

“No game. I got carried away in the heat of the moment; no pun intended.” Mia had jokes, or unintentional puns, rather. “It might not even take. I wouldn't worry about it.”

She said it so smoothly, like I would have if I'd done something so reckless and wanted the woman to chill out about it. I don't know if I loved it or really really hated it. I grumbled noncommittally and nuzzled behind her ear.

We dozed for a while and I dreamed of lying in a field of blue flowers that smelled like blueberries and patchouli. Right on the nose, my subconscious. When I woke up my knot was gone but I was still hard. I eased out of Mia and rolled over to my back. I needed food, a shower, and to grab the stuff my friend left outside. Definitely in that order. I checked to see if Mia was still asleep, she was. She had to be or I wasn't going to be able to get any of that stuff done. She might have been well on her way to being over her heat, but she was still in the thick of it. Her scent said as much.

I climbed out of bed and found my boxers. I put them on then got my phone from my jeans pocket.

Sean's text read: “Your package is on the doorstep. The security at this place is wild, I had to prove I was a beta before they would even let me in the lobby.”

My eyebrows went up. I didn't remember anything like that when I got here last night. Most of it was a blur, but I felt like I would've remembered being stopped by security on my way up here. Weird.

“Thanks, homie. You're a lifesaver.” I tacked a grinning emoji to the end of it to demonstrate just how thankful I was. I didn't bother with a shirt when I left the bedroom carrying my phone in my hand. Food was crucial, I was feeling a little light-headed and the last thing anyone needed was for me to faint from low blood sugar while railing Mia.

In the kitchen I put together a hearty breakfast of cereal and milk with a bottle of electrolytes. I got through two bowls and half the bottle when the front door flew open. I was topless with milk dribbling down my chin when the second most beautiful woman I'd seen in the last twenty-four hours walked into the apartment. I followed her with my eyes as she pulled off her coat and tossed it on the couch. Her hair was a dark brown, cut short so it just brushed her shoulders. She was slim with golden brown eyes and light brown skin. Full lips that she licked sensually when she saw me at the kitchen table; tits out and nipples hard. Among other things.

“You must be the boy toy.”

“And you're the sister, Nia. What's up with that anyway? Your parents run out of names after one?” I was hoping the question would turn her off. Her arousal was cutting through the thick funk of sex and Mia, and it had the potential to stir up a hell of a lot of trouble.

I couldn't fuck Mia's sister while she was asleep in the other room, right?

Right.

“Yeah, I'm Nia. Our parents were hoping for twins the first time around and named me what was left.” Nia started walking toward me. The table hid my crotch, for now. All she had to do was round the table and she would see I was bricked up.

“Bummer,” I croaked out as she kept coming closer.

Nia sighed and stretched her arms over her head. She was taller than Mia. Or maybe it was the heels. They clacked across the linoleum the final five steps before she was standing directly beside me. Her eyes lit up at the sight of my cock. It twitched at the scrutiny.

“I honestly don't mind her leftovers.” Nia purred.

Uh oh.

At least I got to eat breakfast. “Did you bring the condoms in?” I asked, and wiped the milk from my chin. “They were at the door.”

Nia nailed me with a look of pure desire, and I swallowed hard. “It's okay, you won't need those. You can just pull out.”

I could do nothing but nod. I lifted my cock out of the waistband of my boxers and started stroking it. A knot hadn't formed yet, but I wasn't planning on doing that with her because then I'd risk being tied up when Mia woke up. Couldn't have that. There was a real possibility that a fight would break out if Mia found me locked with her sister while she was still in the throes of her heat. Hell, a fight might've broken out even if Mia wasn't in heat. It wasn't an ideal situation, but you do recall when I said I often thought with my dick, right?

Nia stripped off her heels and slid down her panties. She was wearing a skirt and she left that on. With poise and elegance Nia straddled my hips. I rubbed my cock through her folds and watched her reaction. Her eyes fluttered shut and she moaned low in her throat.

“I could get you off just like this,” I told her. I wanted to feel her pussy around my cock more than I wanted to breathe at the moment, but I also was aware of the fact that it was absolutely a bad idea.

“No way. Do you know how bad my night was? I need this release.” Nia arched her back and the tip of my cock slipped inside of her. “Yes. And I'm not missing this opportunity. I know exactly who you are, Leigh.”

Okay, what? It was a thought, but the words didn't quite make it out my mouth because Nia started her descent, and I lost my voice.

“Don't worry, I'll make it quick.” That was the second time an omega told me not to worry and it was getting a little ridiculous.

A small part of me wanted to fight back. Resist their commands. Another part of me–a much bigger part–was okay with doing as they said because not worrying too much was my default setting. Especially when there was pussy involved. And this pussy was totally worth shutting my brain off for. Nia wielded it like a pro, and if she was one she wouldn't have been my first. She ground down hard on my building knot, clinging tightly to my engorged cock like she never wanted to let it go. Nia yanked my head back by my hair so all I could see was the ceiling when I opened my eyes. She was definitely using me for her own pleasure, and fuck if it wasn't hot as hell. Her knees pressed into my ribs, so I couldn't move other than to stroke her thighs as she rode me hard. I was huffing my breaths, mind stuck on the fact that she could be so wet and so tight. I knew her sister's body was primed to take my knot so it was normal to be on the loose side, but the way Nia was strangling my cock was unreal.

She slid up to the tip and then dropped down until her vagina swallowed me whole. I gurgled on my spit.

“Don't you dare cum yet, Leigh.” Nia swept her hair from her face, I was just able to catch the motion. She started rolling her hips rapidly, clearly working hard to get off. It was amazing. She smelled amazing too, like strawberries and cream hard candy. My cock jerked. If she really didn't want me to cum she needed to stop being so sexy. I reached between my legs and squeezed my knot because it was aching to be milked. That was it. That was the good stuff.

I shouted up at the ceiling as wave after wave of pleasure rocked my body. I put my other hand around my knot and squeezed even harder.

“Oh oh,” I couldn't breathe. Nia kept fucking me through it, the squelching noise a lewd soundtrack to me dying from coming too hard. 

“Oh fuck, I can feel it every time you shoot inside. That's so good. Keep filling me up, Leigh. I love it.” If I could speak at all I would tell her I didn't think I could stop.

Nia was reaching her peak. Her moans were so sweet as she fucked me like I was nothing more than a toy. Fucking play with me, baby.
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I wasn't supposed to cum inside, was the very first coherent thought I had once my knot went down. My dick was still out to play, softer than before but ready to be tagged in whenever Mia's scent called to it. Great, I knotted one sister like ten times without protection and spilled my seed in another also without protection. When my mom told me I was “bound to get a bitch pregnant” after she caught me having sex with her former best friend, Chelsea, I vowed to prove her wrong. I would never get a bitch pregnant, in your face mom! Now I was the one with egg on my face as the evidence of my irresponsibility soaked into my boxers and dripped down Nia's legs.

“You were supposed to pull out.” Nia said, but didn't appear overly concerned as she used a finger to swipe up my cum. She sucked that finger clean while staring me dead in the eye, and I had to wonder what it would feel like to have those juicy lips wrapped around my cock. That's what she was implying, right?

“Yeah. You were...I mean, um, I forgot.”

Nia raised an eyebrow. “You forgot you were supposed to pull out two minutes after I told you?”

I didn't appreciate her tone. “I've been fucking your sister the last twelve hours off and on so I kinda got used to being able to just, release, whenever, wherever.”

“Yeah, I could smell you





























d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image000.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





