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For the girl who taught us that we could be a pack, if we wanted to.











  
  
[image: ]



This book takes place primarily on the historical and unceded lands of the modern-day Seminole people, referred to throughout with its modern-day English names: Deltona and Orlando, Florida. 

We encourage all people, including those with cultural ties to Turtle Island indigenous people and those without, to learn more about the these tribes' rich history and modern-day experiences. You can learn more about the Seminole tribe through their website, https://www.semtribe.com/.
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This story is set in the default aurora light omegaverse, which consists only of omegas and alphas, with “beta” not considered its own category of assigned sex, but rather a collection of experiences akin to those of intersex people in reality. We would consider it a sweetverse, as there is no widespread slavery or other brutalization against omegas, although oppression intentionally somewhat analogous to misogyny does exist against omegas, who are considered to be “suited to the home and bearing children.” 

The primary distinction of the default aurora light omegaverse is that omega and alpha are treated as assigned sex at birth, with omegas assumed to have natal vaginas and alphas assumed to have natal penises, regardless of gender. Alpha penises are assumed to look like a typical human penis, albeit with a knot at the base that inflates at or near ejaculation, and omega vaginas are assumed to look like a typical human vagina, although during a heat, the body goes through a process similar to the preparation for giving birth, allowing for a larger insertion than most humans with vaginas would be comfortable with. In the United States (and most countries, post-colonization), a binary gender is also assigned around puberty, primarily based on secondary sex characteristics. This means this verse has women who were assigned female who have a penis and are expected to have a penis, essentially making them cisgender women with penises. 

In some of our longer works, we are planning to go more into the limitations of a binary gender and sex framework for bodies and gender, as the intention is that “omega” and “alpha” are no more absolute biological categories than “male” and “female” are; intersex individuals, who may self-identify as “betas,” exist, but are not discussed in this specific novella. Transgender individuals also exist, as they may reach puberty or far past puberty and realize their assigned binary gender does not suit them, potentially choosing to utilize hormones or surgeries to adjust their bodies to align with their personal gender experience.

This story includes three alpha women and one omega woman, meaning it includes three women with penises and one woman with a vagina, and none of this is commented on as though it is unusual. One of the alpha women is also transgender, although this is implied and not directly brought up in the story itself. If this is not something you are interested in reading, we would suggest passing on this story.
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Content Warnings

Abusive familial dynamics, including a family member tampering with a character’s medication
Consent negotiation after heat has already hit
Description of severe pain due to cramping (analogous to extremely bad period cramps)
Discussion of mental and physical health crises
Discussion of past abusive relationships
Discussion of past accidental poisoning
Experiencing of a medical emergency
Gaslighting from a family member
Implication/mention of past self-harm

Kinks

Biting/Marking
Bloodplay
Blowjobs
Bondage (Shibari)
Cockwarming
Dacryphilia (Crying kink)
Degradation
Dildos/vibrators
Dirty talk
Discussion of fisting
Fingering
Hair pulling
Humiliation
Impact play (Crop, hand)
Knotfucking
Licking
Light breathplay
Multiple orgasms
Multiple partners
Nipple torture
Overstimulation
Public sex
Spitroasting










  
  


[image: image for the book playlist, formatted like a travel itinerary]
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The first symptom was always the cramps. 

For some omegas, they started slowly, like a worrying in the stomach, like nausea and anxiety piling up until they started feeling it physically. For some, the cramps could almost be mistaken for some kind of virus, like their stomach was tying itself into knots, food poisoning and the flu mixed into one. For some, the cramps were manageable for quite a few days, warning them in advance that they were going into heat and they needed to figure something out before it was too late.

For Lilah, it was like being hit by a bus, every time.

She bolted upright in her seat, blinking a few times, her jaw clamping down on the scream that her body wanted to let out as her uterine muscles clenched on nothing. She forced herself to breathe, forced her lungs to inflate, and waited for the cramp to subside, her whole body tensing with the effort of ensuring that she didn’t disturb anyone around her.

It wasn’t until the pain had finally started to ebb away that Lilah realized exactly how fucked she was.

Or, she guessed, how fucked she wasn’t.

“Excuse me,” Lilah mumbled to her seatmate, a handsome-looking woman who had gotten the seat next to her, picking up her own backpack so she could make it to the bathroom and figure out what was going on. The woman nodded lightly and put up her tray table, leaning back in her seat to give her as much space as possible to move through the cramped seat row. The other woman in her row—a woman who looked far too pretty to have undertaken such a long flight—followed the other’s lead, even before Lilah offered another, “Sorry.”

She hurried to the bathroom at the back of the plane and quickly shuffled in, locking the door behind her and looking at herself in the mirror. 

Fuck, she was a mess. No one was really supposed to look their best on a 15-hour flight, so it wasn’t inherently a surprise, but she’d apparently fucking slept through the first hour of her heat, and it was showing. Her eyes were streaked with red, with what looked like a burst blood vessel in her left eye, blood filtering through the soft brown of her iris. The lazy half-bun she’d put her hair up into had, apparently, mostly fallen out sometime in the last hour, leaving her with a head full of frizz and limp brown locks drifting around her face. Stray wisps of hair stuck to her forehead and cheeks, already coated with a light sheen of sweat, her body working overtime to get her ready to get knocked up.

Lilah did not want to be knocked up. She never really had. She didn’t like babies much, was in the middle of getting her bachelor’s degree in sustainability sciences, and didn’t love the idea of being tied to another pack, not after the last one had ended so badly. Plus, she’d always hated the idea of having to put her life on hold for two weeks every nine months, and heats were fucking rough on your body. That was why she was on heat suppressants in the first place.

Those things were supposed to work. They’d always worked before. Why hadn’t they worked?

Rummaging through her little carry-on backpack, Lilah found the handbag that contained all her medications, opening the zipper with shaky hands and grabbing her little blister pack of pills. She’d taken four for the month so far, and they looked… right. She had an app on her phone that alerted her to the right time to take them, and she was nothing if not consistent, that “perfect usage” statistic that was prominently centered on the front of the box.

She’d only ever had one heat before, six years ago, and it had been so fucking hard on her body that she’d sworn off it forever. Even with the help of her pack at the time, it had been too much for her, and she’d gotten on suppressants the next week. It had been the thing that had drove them apart; her former packmates had been worried for her health—and, she couldn’t help speculating, probably frustrated at the idea of never having kids of their own—and they’d eventually issued her an ultimatum: go off the heat suppressants or break up. The breakup had been an easy choice, at least in the moment, but not before she’d screamed bloody murder at them for even saying it, loud enough that she’d had to talk to the cops about the domestic disturbance. 

And her mom sure hadn’t been any fucking assistance, because she’d said much of the same thing, in that gentle, nauseating voice she loved to use when she was talking to Lilah. Back and forth, that long-term heat suppressant use was bad for you, that one or two weeks a year wasn’t much to give up to your pack, that plenty of omegas would give up the world to be in her position, that heat was natural, and it was wrong to try and avoid it, that—

Fuck.

Her mom.

Lilah was startled out of her reverie by a thought so upsetting that her jaw dropped, and her fingers fumbled for her phone. Eight dollars and change later, she was connected to WiFi, calling her mom’s number through the WiFi signal.

“Hello, honey! Aren’t you already—”

“Did you fuck with my heat suppressants?” The words were still, quiet, so calm that Lilah almost couldn’t believe they were her own, not with the anger that threatened to bubble out of her chest.

Her mom tsk’d gently, like Lilah had asked her how expensive milk was. “You shouldn’t swear at your mother, dear.”

“You did.” It was that frustrating not-an-answer that her mom always did when she didn’t even care enough to lie and deny that she’d done something. “Motherfucker. God dammit.”

“Language.”

“What did you do?” Lilah’s eyebrows furrowed, and she grabbed the blister pack again, holding it up to the airplane bathroom light as though that would reveal anything. The pack looked exactly the same as every other pack she’d ever taken. The sugar pill packs, which you could use if you did want to induce a heat, were always a completely different color, usually red, to avoid this exact problem. The pack didn’t look resealed, and it would be pretty fucking hard to reseal a blister pack anyway.

“I didn’t do anything to your heat suppressants, Lilah.” She could almost hear her mom rolling her eyes, activating the latent fury in her veins. “You’re so paranoid, dear. And here I’d thought we’d had such a lovely time this visit.”

Her mom had been so fucking nice this time. Nicer than she’d almost ever been. She didn’t like hanging out with her mom, and even this trip had been full of the snide remarks and “oh, I just wish you’d”s that her mother was so fond of, but god, she’d been nicer than she usually was. Her suppressant alarm had even gone off at the breakfast table once, and her mom had shaken her head, pursed her lips, and offered the thousandth comment about how bad those were for you, but she’d gotten her a cup of coffee to wash it down with.

She’d made her… a lot of food and drinks this trip, actually. Lilah’s brow furrowed as she scanned through their week-long visit, the turbulence of the flight mimicking the way her stomach was starting to churn. A lot of coffee. Breakfast most mornings, and a fair number of both lunches and dinners. Snacks, too: she’d made some chocolate brownies, which she’d left on the counter, and Lilah had been snacking on them the whole week.

“You… drugged me?”

“Don’t be ridiculous.” There was a snap to her mom’s voice, though, that told her that she was at least getting closer, if she wasn’t right on the money. “What kind of mother would drug her daughter?”

Lilah thought harder, closing her eyes and rubbing her forehead. A cramp hit her again, out of nowhere, and she grit her teeth against it, taking a few deep, calming breaths to try and move through it, white-knuckling the sink to keep herself standing.


      [image: ]“It’s kind of chalky,” Lilah frowns, looking down at the coffee. “How fresh is this?”

Her mother waves her off, rolling her eyes. “Don’t be rude, dear. You know I would never buy low-quality coffee, and I’d never leave it around long enough to go stale.”

Lilah smacks her mouth a few times. “It’s like…” She does it again, rolling her eyes when her mom frowns at her. “I don’t know. It’s like someone put dirt in it.”

“Well, you are used to Starbucks, I have to assume,” her mom grouses. “High-quality coffee is richer. It comes from the earth, after all. A good coffee is bound to taste a little earthy.”

Lilah’s frown deepens as she looks at her cup. It looks like a normal cup of rich coffee. She’s used to two sugars, one cream, and even though it’s a bit darker than she usually sees, it is, after all, a higher-quality coffee, ground at home fresh.

And yet, that taste… it’s weirdly familiar. Gritty, almost, like drinking a cup of coffee that had a little sprinkle of dirt added to it. The taste feels like it should bring up bad memories, although Lilah’s not sure what, exactly, those memories should be.

She shrugs and grabs the milk from the table to lighten the taste.


      [image: ]“Activated charcoal.” The words fell off her tongue the moment she reached them, sending ice through her veins. “You fucking dosed me with activated charcoal.”

That was the source of the familiarity, the bad memories. When Lilah was six, she’d eaten a bunch of berries from her family’s front lawn when everyone’s attention had been turned away for a minute. Poison control had sent the paramedics to her house, and they’d given her a drink full of it. It tasted chalky, gritty, like eating a bunch of sand, but she’d done it with the encouragement that she’d get ice cream afterward. At the hospital, they’d said the charcoal had saved her life, and even at that age, she’d understood the gravity of the statement.

But it hadn’t gotten rid of the way it coated her tongue, the way it tasted like she’d stuck her mouth in freshly plowed soil.

“Honey—”

“What the fuck is wrong with you?” Lilah had never been able to fly off the handle at her mother, not really; too much of her life had been caught up in placating the woman, in accepting that she was trying her best. And, plus, she’d never done anything really bad. It was something Lilah had always argued with her therapists about, when she’d ever felt comfortable enough to talk about her mom with them.

But this? 

This was bad.

“Don’t swear at me.” The cutting steel that suddenly filled her mom’s voice was enough for Lilah to feel that telltale lightness in her chest, the need to pacify her, the need to make things right. “You need a pack. You had a pack before, and you threw it away. You simply can’t expect to make it through life without one. I was trying to look out for you.”

Lilah’s eyebrows furrowed further, and she yelped softly as another ripple of pain tore through her, fast enough that she wasn’t able to clamp down on it before it made its way out. Once her body had decided to let her be in charge again, she managed to hiss out, “What was your plan? Use it to force me back into a pack? Hope I didn’t figure it out?” 

“...I was hoping it was going to happen a few days before this,” her mom finally huffed, sounding lightly frustrated, like Lilah’s whole life wasn’t being turned upside down in an airplane bathroom. “I had a few packs without omegas lined up for you to talk to. All-female, understanding of your… situation. You would have been able to talk to them and spend some time with them, and, if you’d like, spend your heat with them.” She sighed heavily. “And instead, it seems as though you’re going to have to spend it at 35,000 feet. Which wouldn’t be a problem if you’d just let your heats run their natural course, you know, because you’d be able to plan around them.”

Lilah’s hands were shaking, trembling sharply, from fear, from anger, from disgust. “I can’t fucking believe you,” she growled, the noise foreign to her own ears, much less when she was talking to her mom. “I… I need to deal with this right now. I will call you when I am of sound mind again. We need to have another fucking talk.”

“I’m trying to keep you safe.” The bitterness in her mom’s voice mirrored the acid Lilah was feeling rise up in her throat. “Don’t hate me for trying to be a good mother just because it’s not how you would do it.”

“Fuck you.” Lilah removed the phone from her ear and ended the call without even waiting to hear the response. She looked up at the tiny airplane bathroom mirror and was almost surprised to see wetness on her cheeks, tears blurring her vision. Her own hands moved up, wiping at her eyes as though it was a completely different body in the mirror.

Again, a wave of pain, this time radiating further, up through her back, tensing muscles as far up as her shoulders. She clutched one arm with the other, digging her own fingernails into the skin, desperately trying to ground herself.

A knock sounded at the door. “Doing okay in there?”

“Just a minute!” Lilah was able to gasp out, taking deep breaths again, trying not to let the swelling terror of her position overwhelm her. 

There wasn’t really any likelihood of anyone else knowing she was in heat. Every reputable airport in the world had de-scenting stations right after security to reduce overstimulation in an already overwhelming environment, and the plane’s heavy-duty air filters would take care of anything that slipped past. Her pheromones would be safe until well after she landed, Lilah knew that.

But that meant she had to handle it by herself.

There were no other options. There was nothing she could do, not here, not now. The first 24 hours of a heat weren’t the worst, at least, she knew that much. Usually, things were the absolute worst at the 36-hour mark, by which point she would be back home, safe and sound. If she could make it through this flight, if she could handle the torture of being in an economy seat for the next 13 hours by herself, she could get home and deal with it there. It would be an expensive 45-minute Uber ride home—and then another expensive one in a few days to go pick up her car—because she was pretty sure she wouldn’t be able to drive at that point, but she could handle it. It would be okay.

It would be okay.

It had to be okay.

She straightened up, wiped her face with the inside of her ratty T-shirt, and opened the bathroom door.

“Excuse me.” Her seatmates leaned back in their seats again, allowing her to pass by unscathed, and Lilah sat down, opening the window a bit to watch the clouds pass by underneath them.

The next half hour was one of the most miserable half hours of her life. Every five to six minutes, she was hit with a wave of nauseating pain, washing completely over her, holding her down and wringing the life out of her. She breathed in blue air and breathed out red air, using an old trick from her track days to try and get rid of the pain, and grit her teeth against any noises, completely focused on nothing but making absolutely fucking sure that no one could tell what was going on.

“Miss?” A woman’s voice floated to her ears, gravelly and polite, deep enough to get almost lost in the rumbles of the plane engine.

Lilah opened her eyes and looked at her seatmate, who was now frowning slightly at her. The frown didn’t look annoyed, at least, which soothed her nerves a little, but the concern tinging the look wasn’t promising. “Yes?”

“Apologies if this comes off quite forward,” the other woman said softly, “but my packmate and I have… noticed you.” She seemed a little embarrassed, almost, to say it any more bluntly than that. “Are you interested in… some assistance?”

Lilah blinked. Then, she blinked again. By the third blink, she did believe this wasn’t a hallucination, but she wasn’t completely convinced she hadn’t misheard the woman. “...assistance?”

The other flushed, warm-tinted skin becoming even warmer for a second. “Yes,” she replied. “Our pack has no omega, and we have always been interested in trying new things.” Her lips turned up, just a bit, at the corners of her mouth. “We have discussed with the packmate we have at home, and all of us are amenable to the idea of… packing up, at least in the short term. If you have a pack waiting for you when we land, we can drop you off with them, or our third can prepare what you’d need to nest at ours.”

Lilah knew her mouth was wide open, but that knowledge didn’t help her close it. “...you want to fuck me on this plane?”

That light flush on the other’s face grew into a full-tilt blush, and she nodded slightly. “Only, of course, if you want to do so. If you would rather handle it yourself, we would respect your wishes.”

God, she really did want to take them up on it. Half an hour of trying to bulldoze her way through the heat had already been fucking brutal, and the idea of doing it for another twelve was so miserable, she wanted to start sobbing just thinking about it. 

And she wasn’t fucking blind; the two women sitting next to her were gorgeous. The woman sitting closest to her, the one she’d been talking to, was strikingly lovely, with a strong jaw, broad chest, and dark eyes that sparkled gently when she talked: understated and quite deliberate, but with a restraint that belied a bold kindness. The other, leaning in from her aisle seat, was still way too attractive to be on such a long flight, with big, voluminous black hair pulled into a ponytail, tattoos covering her arms and hands, and a wicked grin on her face, blue eyes already zoomed in on Lilah. If their other packmate was anything like this, they were a fucking powerhouse of a pack, and Lilah would be an idiot to reject the offer.

“Is…” Lilah grit her teeth against another shudder of pain, imagining it passing through her like water, trying to avoid thinking about it too hard so that she could keep herself silent. After a few seconds, she took a deep breath, refocusing her eyes on the woman sitting next to her, and went for the shotgun approach. “I’m a lesbian. I don’t want kids. I don’t have a pack. This is all happening because my mom fucked with my heat suppressants. I do not have any interest in ever having another heat, I want no heats forever if at all possible.” She locked eyes with the woman next to her. “Is that all okay?”

The other woman nodded lightly. “It’s fine by me,” she replied. “Our other packmate is also a woman. If you end up having any interest in forming a pack with us when you are once again of sound mind, we can discuss the rest of this. As it stands, we are comfortable being a heat pack for you right now.”

Heat pack. A few of her unpacked college friends had talked about it before. A lot like fuckbuddies, but specifically for heats. A fuckbuddy relationship that mostly arose during a heat, whether planned or unplanned, so the pack could help you through it and you didn’t have to worry as much about remembering to do things like drink water and eat enough calories to support a marathon’s worth of metabolism every day. 

Low stakes. An automatic out at the end of it, if she wasn’t feeling it. At least one person who seemed invested in making sure she was consenting.

The flight wasn’t packed or anything, either; there were other people on the plane, sure, but as Lilah looked around, she realized it was fairly light. The row directly across the aisle was empty except for a middle-aged woman with a sleep mask on, and most of the flight would be happening overnight, which meant most people were going to be sleeping. Someone could see, but it seemed… unlikely, at least.

Fuck it.

“I want your names first,” Lilah said, more firmly than she felt. “I don’t fuck a lot of people, but I definitely don’t fuck people whose names I don’t know.”

“Adair,” the woman closest to her said, pointing to herself, “Eira,” she continued, pointing to the woman sitting to the left of her, pulling out the second syllable, like “ey-ruh.” “And our packmate at home is Ismat.” Adair inclined her head slightly. “And yours?”

“Lilah.” She took a deep breath, trying to calm her nerves, trying to calm everything. “Are you sure about this?”

“As sure as one can be.” Adair smiled a bit wider. “Would you like to switch places with me, Lilah?”

This was it. There was no going back after this; Lilah believed that Adair would try her best to keep things as consensual as possible, yes, but if she gave into the desire to let someone else do something for her, she was going to want to keep doing it, and she wasn’t going to want to stop.

This was her last chance, if she didn’t want to go for something as crazy as a fling in an airplane with two women she didn’t know.

Lilah nodded. “Yes, please.”

Adair pulled up the armrest between the two of them and helped move Lilah from her window seat to the middle seat, nestling Lilah’s slightly smaller frame in between the two larger women to either side of her. Surprisingly quickly, she relaxed, the strong, intense warmth surrounding her instantly calming her nerves. Eira spread a blanket across the three of them, covering their laps, and laughed slightly at Lilah’s confused look. “A little easier to make sure we don’t get kicked off this plane,” she explained. Her voice was dark, like Adair’s, but with a floating, playful note to it that Lilah found herself desperately wanting more of. “Still comfortable?”

Lilah nodded again, a bit more fevered this time, her body responding quite strongly to the feeling of the two of them surrounding her. “Thank you,” she mumbled, trying to keep her manners about her, in some way.

Eira laughed, bringing her fingers under Lilah’s chin and tilting her head up, holding her eyes with her gaze. “And well-mannered, too,” she hummed, her voice thrumming through Lilah’s body. “Seems as though we’ve hit the jackpot, haven’t we?”

A whine slipped out through Lilah’s lips, her mouth opening gently, eyes flitting to Eira’s full, soft lips. “Please,” she whimpered, feeling her self-control slipping away. “Fuck, please.”

Eira didn’t wait, pushing in to press her lips against Lilah’s. Her tongue sought entrance that Lilah immediately gave, melting at Eira’s touch, whimpering softly. From Lilah’s right side, she felt Adair’s hand on her hip, gently running over the swell of her thigh, trying to feel out exactly how to get her fingers into Lilah’s pants.

Thankfully, she’d dressed for comfort, given how long the flight was, and that meant a T-shirt and sweatpants. Lilah’s breath quickened as Adair’s fingers moved up into her waistband, running over the pants’ top seam, flirting with the warm skin underneath it until she made the plunge inside. Eira laughed against Lilah’s lips, pulling back a little bit. “If I’m sitting here making out with you, unfortunately, the flight attendants will probably want to have a word with me,” she hummed, the words quiet enough that they stayed between the two of them. “But what I will do is continue to watch you. I’m excited to watch you keep yourself quiet when you cum. You were doing a good job earlier. Let’s keep that streak going.”

Adair’s fingers drifted across her, stroking softly over the top of her pubic bone, and Lilah had to focus all of her attention on silence. Eira pressed a kiss to the corner of Lilah’s mouth, a grin spreading across her lips. “How wet do you think you are?” Eira said gently, her fingers caressing Lilah’s cheek. “Your body’s already been preparing you for this for the last hour and a half. Do you think you’d be wet enough to take me, if I was able to fuck you?”

Lilah gasped, a shudder passing through her as she desperately grappled for Eira’s shirt. “Yes, ma’am,” she whined, her mouth dry, nothing in her brain except being sandwiched between these two women. “Fuck, please.”

“You like honorifics?” Eira laughed, the grin on her face getting bigger. “You want me to call you a pretty whore? A good slut, letting my packmate take you like this in the middle of an airplane, no regard for the dozens of people who would hear you, if you didn’t keep yourself quiet? Letting someone you don’t even know fuck you like a good girl?”

Adair’s hand finally drifted right over Lilah’s cunt, and she whimpered, pushing her hips into the woman’s fingers. “Yes,” she whined, her fingers curling harder into Eira’s shirt. “Please, ma’am.”

“Good girl,” Eira mumbled against Lilah’s skin, holding her as Adair’s middle finger penetrated her, the sense of relief almost pulling a scream from her. She kept it as quiet as possible, clenching her jaw against the sound. “Good girl. Already such a tightly wound wire.”

Another finger, so quickly after the first that it should have hurt, but Lilah’s already heat-addled body wanted it badly enough to avoid any pain or discomfort. Within a minute, Adair was already three fingers deep inside her, filling her up enough that her attention was fully drawn to the movement, the pain flickering across her body subsiding a bit. Adair adjusted, her wrist angling slightly to allow for easier motion as she managed to press that fourth finger up inside her cunt.

Lilah’s eyes rolled back in her head, still trying to use Eira’s hands as a way to ground herself. It was almost too much to take, but finally in a good way—she rocked against Adair, who reached her thumb up gently against her clit, and she fell apart so quickly it would have surprised her, if she had any rational thought left.

The orgasm rocketed up through her, her muscles tugging at each other aggressively, but finally in a way that felt good. She clenched her jaw, focusing solely on continuing to be quiet, continuing to keep things under wraps, continuing to make sure they didn’t get caught.

Lilah finally relaxed, her body relenting, just a bit, and sagged against Eira. “Fuck,” she mumbled, fatigue suddenly hitting her like a train. “Motherfucker.”

Adair laughed, pulling her fingers away from Lilah’s cunt, her hand still resting on the woman’s thigh, wet with slick. “Indeed,” she replied, her voice soft, rumbling through the other’s body. “Try to sleep, if you can. The more you can sleep on this first day, the better.”

Lilah almost couldn’t process what she was saying. She didn’t know what she had been thinking, trying to handle that pain by herself for 15 hours. She would have gone fucking crazy by hour two. Instead of trying to think about that, however, she nodded. “Okay,” she mumbled gently. “Thanks again. Or whatever you say to two people who you’re fucking on an airplane out of necessity.”

Eira laughed, her fingers caressing Lilah’s cheek. “Happy to be of service.”

The weight of the two women next to her lulled her to sleep in seconds.
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