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Life as an Omega had never been easy. Not for my mother, not for my friends and I was certain that it would be just as tough for me. Sure, some Omega’s were happy with their lives. Content in their role as the ‘submissive and breed-able’ members of whatever pack they were in. The ‘stress relief’ for whatever Alpha was lucky enough to be in charge, maybe even a few of the Beta’s too if they played their card rights. The natural need to please all Omega’s felt along with the burden of going into Heat meant no pack considered itself complete without an Omega to boss around and fuck.

If it wasn’t for the existence of ‘Heat’ then this would be a far more boring story to tell. For better or worse though Heat is a fact of life for Omega’s like me and it can derail even the best made plans. If it wasn’t for Heat then I might have had a chance to live the relatively normal life I had worked so hard for. Instead I risked ending up like one of my best friends in my pack...

“He’s not so bad. You learn to adjust” She had once told me when I brought up my complaints about our stupid Alpha.

“Yeah he’s just lazy, selfish, aggressive and treats you like a servant more than a Mate. What’s not to like?” I joked back.

Even that insult made me wince in pain. Talking shit about your Alpha was painful even for Beta’s, for Omega’s it was like nails on a chalkboard combined with stepping on a piece of Lego with your bare foot. I still did it though. Speaking freely was worth the pain to me. Just another reason I had wanted to leave so badly.

“You’ll learn” My friend shrugged as she went back to cooking the packs breakfast, her pregnant belly protruding almost obscenely as she held it up with one hand while the other flipped the pancakes in the saucepan.

It was her fifth litter. Yeah. Fifth. The pack was overjoyed of course. More members meant a stronger group. The chance of expanding the territory. The continuation of their Alpha’s bloodline, a bloodline I thankfully wasn’t part of. My dad had been a Beta my mum had met before joining our current pack. He had happened to come across her during an early start to a Heat cycle and once an Alpha or Beta found an Omega in Heat... There was only really one way that ended.

Being the literal product of an mistimed heat cycle should have tipped me off that my plan wasn’t going to be as easy as I thought.

“You keep saying that I’ll learn and yet here I am. Fully mature now and not learning a thing” I teased back.

Honestly though the idea that I was ‘Mature’ in the biological sense was terrifying to me. The idea that one day something or someone would trigger my first Heat and that would be it. I’d end up the loved up and pregnant mate to some dumb Alpha-Bro with less brain-cells then a drunken frat boy. Luckily the frequent ‘visits’ our Alpha made to my friend hadn’t triggered anything in me. Something I enjoyed pointing out very much.

“You can do what you want. You’re still an Omega though and that’s life for us” She shrugged, like she was discussing something casual like the weather rather than our preordained destinies as the literal Pack Bitches.

I didn’t respond to that. I couldn’t share with her the escape I’d spent weeks planning. My secret talks with a few ‘lone wolves’ that lived on the outskirts of our territory. The way I’d hidden my Omega-ness from them with a harsh attitude and some scent maskers I’d managed to find the recipe for.

“Just look after yourself OK?” Was all I said, knowing this might well be the last conversation we had for a while.

“Oh don’t worry about me! Alpha provides after all!” She said with another dreamy smile as she continued to cradle her bump.

I resisted rolling my eyes and instead finished the breakfast I’d prepared for myself. Then I headed upstairs to get ready for what would hopefully be my last day in the pack.

I wasn’t exactly sure at the time how to look less like an Omega, but I think the outfit I chose managed it. Most Omega’s ended up in short skirts or dresses with no panties. Even male Omega’s had a habit of wearing shorts that were easy to slide on and off. To make it easier for an Alpha to have ‘all-hours access’ to their bodies of course. So my choice of a long pair of trousers and thick jumper to cover up my naturally large breasts and mask my curves was about as ‘Un-Omega’ as I could think of.

I grabbed the backpack I had stashed away and made my exit through the window of the cabin style house we lived in. Up in the mountains far away from humans it wasn’t exactly the most modern place but it was far better than the caves and tree houses I had lived in before joining the pack. The accommodation and my friend would be the only things I missed though. Leaving behind everything else would be the best thing I could possibly imagine. I almost wanted to be a fly on the wall to see my soon-to-be former Alpha’s reaction upon learning I’d taken off. His not so secret plan to use me as his next pup factory when my Heat cycle finally started would be crushed forever.

The thought of that was enough to help me push past the discomfort I felt as I swiftly crossed the territorial border and into the ‘unclaimed’ lands on the outskirts.

They wouldn’t be unclaimed for long.
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Crossing over that river, the natural eastern border of my old Alpha’s territory, wasn’t just a symbolic escape. If a pack member left their territory without permission it was a very literal statement to the pack that they were leaving. It wasn’t something most did without a damn good reason. Survival odds for ‘lone wolves’ without packs were often in the low single digits. Without a pack to protect them they risked being attacked by larger groups. 

Omega’s in particular could even be kidnapped if discovered out on their own. It was why I had already dosed myself up on scent maskers even before the other members of my new pack were due to arrive. 

The natural desire of an Omega to serve was often taken advantage of. Even packs where the Alpha already had an Omega to serve them would claim another one if they could. We weren’t a jealous group by nature, seeing an Alpha knotting another shifter right in front of us would only stir the faintest hint of envy that his cum wasn’t inside us. An envy usually resolved as soon as the Omega watching got their turn to be bred...

Dammit! Stay focused! I reminded myself forcefully as I felt a growing wetness between the legs at the image in my head those thoughts generated.

I had considered going the lone wolf route before I first met the others. As much as the idea of true independence appealed to me I knew what the odds were. One poorly timed heat cycle would leave me defenceless and my scent would lure in every shifter in the area. Whereas in a pack, even a small one, the scent of others would mask mine. I had a chance to live a normal life. Pretend to be a Beta and be part of a group, not just a submissive little servant making them breakfast and offering my holes for their pleasure...

Fuck! What is with me today! I had wondered as I arrived at the prearranged meeting spot.

My pussy was alarmingly wet and every thought I had seemed to shift from my normal complaints to sex. I had to keep my mind clear if I was going to pull this off. I’d heard of Omega’s trying to pretend to be Beta’s or even Alpha’s only to be found out when their naturally high sex drives exposed them. Then they ended up like every other Omega. Down on all fours with a thick cock knotted inside them.

“Ari? You OK? Not having second thoughts are you?” A male voice suddenly asked with a chuckle.

I tried my best not to look startled as I turned to smile at Theo, the oldest member of my new pack.

“Of course not. Never felt better” I said while fighting back the little tingling sensation I felt between my legs as a male wolf approached me.

He wasn’t anything particularly special by
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