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Coming from a traditionalist family, Aaron had never considered that maybe there was something wrong with it. Then came the police. It took him years of intense therapy to teach him that he wasn’t a bad Omega for speaking his mind, for not wanting to have sex the moment an Alpha insisted he had to, for not being good at cooking or any other domestic arts.

Of course, that didn’t mean he was suddenly cured from his trauma. He cringed every time an Alpha came near him for months. He just started feeling comfortable whenever his new friends’ Alphas stood close to him and even then, he was still afraid of getting hit or pushed down and yelled at.

But what painfully was the absolute worst was the lack of an Alpha’s presence during his heats. While he hated them, despised them after years of being treated like a ragdoll during a time where he was his most vulnerable, he’d grown way too accustomed to that rich musky scent covering him from head to toe and bearing down into the fabrics of his nest.

Catherine popped her head up from deep within his new nest. “You know, they have services for that, right?”

He stared at her then dropped his gaze and fiddled with the soft blanket she’d given him out of a stack of what seemed like a thousand others. His past nests were made from rough ugly curtains they never hung and ratty towels he used to wash the dog. His ex-Alpha didn’t like the way his scent lasted on the bed sheets or the blankets or even his clothes. It took a dozen or so washes to really clear out.

Aaron had still been using things he could very easily stuff in a closet, away from anyone’s nose before he met Catherine. He’d admitted it to her when she invited him over to nest as a bonding technique and he shied away from the soft blankets, afraid she’d get mad if he got his stink all over them.

After all, Omegas were supposed to smell like their Alphas. And he always smelled like himself.

She’d given him so many of her blankets, hell even three of Enzo’s hoodies. He’d torn them up and scattered them around. The smell of an Alpha as sweet and familiar as Enzo was nice but in a concentrated batch had Aaron shaking.

“What do you mean?” he asked.

Catherine stretched over the top of his work in progress and smiled. “For heats. Or ruts. You can call in and order a nice Alpha or Omega or Beta to come and help you. Some people use them if they have really bad ones, or if their mate is out of town or if they’re recently unmated.” She tilted her head back. “Or if they just want it to end faster. Or if they’re just horny for good sex.”

Aaron twitched. “I don’t- I don’t want to have sex.”

She blinked, her face confused and then a slap of realization hit her. “Oh shit- No. Aaron, baby, I’m sorry.” She waddled through his haphazard design of blankets and pulled him close. Soothing pheromones wafted through the air. He swallowed around it, trying to encourage his thoughts that she was an Omega. Not some Alpha trying to make him calm when he was rightfully upset. “You don’t have to have sex. It’s just a service. They’re just there to take care of you however you need.”

She stroked his hair. “I mean, once En was out of town and I got this smoking Alpha to come over and she just made sure I wasn’t miserable without him or crying the whole time. He does the same thing.” She nodded slightly. “Except he usually gets a Beta or another Alpha if I’m out because I’m weird about Omegas I don’t know and he can’t clean for shit.” Her voice went faint and distant. “He always breaks something and it drives me insane.”

It was always weird, that reminder that Catherine was possessive. As far as Aaron could remember, possessiveness had been a trait considered disgusting in Omegas. He had dealt with enough heated whispers about how lucky he was to have an Alpha that only wanted him and no one else.

And Catherine got along with everyone. But her home was her safe space. Hence the invitation to bond.

He felt good when she had asked,

The service didn’t sound half bad with that new information now. But still nerve wracking.
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