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Chapter 1: Never Could Say No
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The air is thick with the scent of their sex, though the heady sweet flavor is stronger on one girls’ lips than the other. In the darkness of their mating room, the only light comes from the cat-rabbit, whose spiritual body casts a pale blue glow around her, and onto the nude form of the fair spider woman below her. This spider woman lies back in a state of post-ecstasy, her three sets of arms still writhing in the sheets as pleasure races through her in bursts, after-shocks from her recent orgasm. 

These girls are the Weavers, mated and paired. 

The spirit woman, Poppy Weaver, is self-satisfied with the state of her mate. Her ghostly tail, long and curious like a cat but as soft and puffy as a rabbit’s, twitches behind her in satisfaction. While her ears, long like a rabbit’s but pert and wide like a cat's, are lax. She takes pleasure in using her lips and teeth to leave sensual reddening splotches across Dahlia Weaver’s upper thighs. 

Though Dahlia whines out a pleasured complaint, Poppy does not linger around where she most longs for touch, even when her bottom most hands reach down to guide their mate back to her heat.

Poppy refuses Dahlia’s wordless pleas for more, instead moving up the swell of her stomach and leaving soft kisses along the way. On the journey up she stops to pay lavish attention to Dahlia’s little tits, keeping her nipples at attention. Once pebbled, she continues, biting and sucking up her chest and neck.

Despite her demure appearance, Dahlia was surprisingly loud in bed. From her mouth a string of lewd moans and exclamations came froth at every little motion that tickles her sensitive skin. Her head tosses back into the pillows and Poppy sucks on the most sensitive part of her neck, her slightly sharp canines teasing the spider woman with the threat of biting. Each of these noises only edge Poppy on as she finally arrives to her mate’s head, where she brings their mouths together in an intense kiss. 

What evidence remains of their love making on Poppy’s face does nothing to dissuade Dahlia from kissing her, in fact her own taste on her mate’s tongue makes her move to entangle their mouths with even more licking and sucking. The cat-rabbit, who was usually the meeker of the two due to her nature as both rabbit and spirit, is unsurprised as she feels Dahlia shift their weight. Two pairs of hands on her waist indicate that Poppy’s time as the giver is quickly ending. 

Though by now they’d spent near ten years together, it would always amuse Poppy that Dahlia could be so horny—made filthy and sticky by their shared pleasure—and yet her scent remained so clean. Dahlia had a sweet, fresh scent, that was lemon-y but also weighted with the stickiness of blueberry jam, both fresh and decadent. It’s so delicious and lusty at that moment, that Poppy wished she could dive back between her mate’s thighs to feast again.

This is almost always how their love making goes. Poppy serving her mate first, before Dahlia makes a wreck out of her in turn, using her web bindings and fast fingers. And not to mention her sly mouth, which could whip Poppy into a state of heat without her even having to touch the other. Omegas they both might have been, able to please one another they certainly were able to do, despite stereotypes about their kind of pairing.

When Dahlia pulls away from their kiss, a sexy slurping noise accompanying, Poppy nearly asks for more. But instead, she just gasps, in awe of the lusty look on her mate’s face. Her two pairs of eyes set like a star on either side of her nose clearly communicate one desire: to eating this wiggly cat-rabbit alive. Now it is clear all her usual senses have diminished, and her heat-brain has finally taken over. Poppy can’t help but giggle. 

“Omega,” Dahlia grabs her attention, “What are you thinking about?” 

“That you taste good.” Poppy mumbles back. 

The bottom most set of Dahlia’s hands tighten around Poppy’s waist, pulling their stomachs closer together. The middle set of hands divided their attention between playing with Poppy’s tits and her wet pussy. But it was the top most pair which held Poppy’s most rapt attention. 

As one hand wrapped around her neck, the other teased through her thick hair and scratched pleasantly against her scalp, settling just behind her ears and rubbing what was one of the most sensitive parts on her entire body. A shiver ran down her neck and down her back as the pleasure of being touched there made her quake with need. And as the grip around her neck grew tighter, the cat-rabbit couldn’t help but mew out a small moan. 

Poppy’s eyes plead with a luminous yellow glow which grows warmer in color as her own heat-brain begins to overtake her reason. Lust fills every flicker of her eyelids, as she silently pleads her mate for more. She wants what every omega wants during their heat period, to be held down and breed with a sizable knot to uncoil the endless desire for spend and pleasure. But she doesn’t ask for it. Her body has long learned there are other high pleasures that can be obtained from her mate, and none involve throbbing cocks or the seed contained by them. 

That was what made their pairing so unusual. Two mated omegas, living alone together with not even a beta to care for them in such a state. It was practically unheard of. 

Omegas simply did not mate one another frequently. And if they did, they didn’t stay in a pair for long before either forming or finding a proper pack with an alpha both agreed on. Yet, it worked well enough for them, for even in the throes of heat both were satisfied by the presence of one the other, even if, in the depths of their hearts, they still craved for more.  

As Dahlia’s potent cum and saliva worked its way into Poppy’s system, clouding her mind further with its aphrodisiac influence, she became completely delirious. It was time for Dahlia to take her dominate position hovering over the cat-rabbit, ready to use her many hands and fingers to play her mate like a stringed harp, where huffs and purrs would become the sweetest melody within these walls.  

“My needy needy omega.” Dahlia teased, “Are you drunk on me yet?” 

Poppy whined, “Dayla please.” 

“Hush now Poppy, we’ll be tied together soon.” Dahlia assures her, as she releases Poppy with one of her arms to reach over for one of their trusty double-sided dildos with twin knots. It’s kept in here beside the bed, where it is always in reach when it is finally needed. 

Poppy could only pant and plea softly as the heat in her body begins to burn her from the inside with an unspeakable intensity. Her skin tingled with the desire for touch and she could feel her clit throbbing all the way in her toes, making her body curl as her needs went unattended and she sought any and all relief. Nothing could describe the mind melting pleasure of being both in heat and under the influence of Dahlia’s strong inner toxin as it rushed through her veins. 

Dahlia rubbed the dildo along Poppy’s slit to moisten it before inserting it inside herself before slowly pushing the other side into Poppy’s sopping hole. The need to be filled herself and feel connected to her mate made her hands shake, but she managed soon enough to nestle the toy as deep as it could go into both of them. 

As finally she was entered, Poppy’s scent flooded the room, cutting through the jam-y blueberry with her own of crisp ginger beer, which, with its bubbliness, instantly lightened the air. Though it’s undertones of earthy white sage betrayed all the feelings of lust the other side hid. The rush of her mate’s scent was enough to send Dahlia into a frenzy, thrusting her hips in a way most unnatural to most omegas, as she forced more slick to spill out of them both. 

And in this most chaotic of pleasures, they spend the next few days attempting to pull as much stimulation as they can from one another and their knot toys. It’s an endless grinding of hips and sharing of fluid. Dahlia maneuvers her mate into a great variety of positions. Sometimes tying her up in her cord like web which she weaves from her fingertips, hanging her up or laying her down, until they’re both totally spent. 

Though they’ve spent days in embrace, Dahlia’s tresses remain a beautiful gold splay of soft waves, and as she sits up to look down at her radiant mate, it creates a curtain around their heads, where they share air in every breath. She leans her head down, bidding Poppy’s swollen lips into another deep kiss. When they pull away, Dahlia feels what she knows will be the last swell of need for this heat as it pools deep in her chest. 

“Poppy.” Dahlia says her name, to ground the cat-rabbit into the moment, past the rushing sensation of her fluids clouding her mind. 

Poppy stares lovingly into Dahlia’s eyes, cooing, “Yes, love.” 

“I need you one last time. Can I have you again? All of you?” 

Their legs are laid in such a way that it’s easy to grind their sensitive bodies on the swell of each other’s thigh flesh, and so Dahlia knows she’ll hear exactly what she wasn’t to hear as Poppy’s hips begin gyrating more intently. A wet patch makes her skin slick, and surely the nest is totally and completely soiled by them.

“Yes, omega,” Poppy hisses out, “Bite me again.” 

With permission freely given, Dahlia’s mouth near instantly finds the large mate mark which has long since decorated the cat-rabbits shoulder. Her spider fangs, which hide behind her lips and above her gums, descend, ready to take into their grip what was theirs once more. These teeth are bigger, sharper, and wider than average, making Dahlia’s mate
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