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Doctor Lee closes his fingers over the curves of her breasts until he has her nipples at the tips of his fingers. She hisses in through clenched teeth and tries to stay still. The tingling between her legs grow more intense and she shifts her weight uncomfortably.

The sensation of his fingers dragging across her sensitive tips stay for several seconds before he lifts his fingers away, humming in satisfaction.

“Deep breaths,” he instructs, and she complies without thought, drawing in a shuddering breath. When she’s exhaling, he grips her breasts in his fingers and runs his thumb over her nipples, flicking them gently.

Pleasure shoots through her body like an electric pulse when he starts lightly rolling her nipples between his fingers, not stopping until they’re both pink and erect, like tight little rosebuds. Her skin is flushed all the way to her stomach, her eyes clenched shut.

“Beautiful response to sexual stimuli,” he says. He bravely ignores the way Damien is growling at him.

She daren’t look at her mate. Even with the collar dampening her senses, she can smell her own musky arousal wafting through the air. She whimpers, and the doctor gives her nipples one final pinch before releasing them.

“She’ll have no problems producing milk for your cubs,” he says. She has to hold herself back not to rub her raw, tender nipples with her hands. “And if you’re lucky, she’ll start producing milk even when she’s not bearing child,” he says. “You’ll be able to milk her then, if you’re so inclined.”

She flushes violently as her head is invaded with vivid images of her mate milking her, his large, muscular body bent over her chest to suck at one bloated nipple, fingers squeezing her breasts to milk her, his hungry lips latching onto her nipple to capture every drop of the rich, creamy Omega milk.

Damien seems to enjoy the idea too. There’s a distinctive tent in his pants when she turns her gaze to him. “Perhaps,” he says.

“Now, up on the table and open your legs for me, alright?” Dr. Lee says suddenly.

She turns crimson. It’s one thing to show her feminine parts to her mate, quite another to show this strange doctor! “Damien,” she doesn’t care if she’s cheating by sounding so weak and pleading.

He licks his lips and steps behind her. Before she can ask what he’s doing, he reaches his hands around her and hooks his arms beneath her knees, forcing her legs to spread as wide as they can go.

Her hands shoot forward in panic, covering her pink pussy lips that she knows were wet with slick.

“You’ve been so good, little Omega. Hands away, hmm?” the doctor coos, smiling at her.

Her Omega recognizes the doctor as another Alpha and blushes timidly, her hands moving away to show him her arousal even though her logical mind is telling her that this is humiliating, and she should stop herself.

“That’s a good girl,” he says. She basks in the compliment, purring contently. “I’m just going to check your little holes, alright?”

She feels her heart beat a little faster but leans back into her Alpha’s chest, relaxing when she feels his warmth around her. Damien smooths her hair out of her eyes. “You’re being so good for the doctor,” he praises. 

She can feel the air brushing her hole, tight muscles jumping against the cool assault, but the position feels weirdly right and her Alpha shifts backwards so that she has to lean further back into his arms, putting all her weight on him. Her body feels soft and weak, and she’s relaxed when even as the doctor parts her throbbing folds and carefully spreads them apart.

He slips a lubed finger into her hole and she lets out a surprised moan at the strange feeling, her breath coming out fast. “Damien?” she whimpers, a little unsure and worried.

“Relax, Ariel. You want it don’t you? You want to be good for me?” he coos.

“Yes,” she blushes prettily.
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The moment Ariel’s eyes open, she tries to bite the old woman who’s trying to comb fragrant hair oil into her scalp. It smells vile, too artificial and strong. It stings her nose, and Ariel wants nothing more than to wash it away. She moves to do exactly that, but finds that her hands are tied behind her back. She tries to stand. Her left ankle is chained to the wall, so she settles for the next best thing and glare holes into the woman responsible for her hair sticking to her face uncomfortably.

The wrinkled woman hisses and draws back. Then, she musters a smile that doesn’t quite reach her eyes and says, “You won’t catch a good prince looking like that, little girl. You want to have a prince, don’t you?”

Ariel snarls at the woman and wonders how many times the lies worked for hapless young women unfortunate enough to believe her. She looks to her side and sees a line of perfectly dolled up young women, hair and makeup done as if they are on their way to their weddings. Quite a few then, she thinks ruefully. Or perhaps they weren’t given a choice.

They are all wearing filmy white gauze, translucent enough to show most details underneath. They look at her with hate in their eyes, like it was her fault they were there. She wonders if they’re right. Would the auction be taking place if she hadn’t been caught?

The old woman reaches for her and she snaps her teeth at her hand. She almost gets her.

The woman flinches again and turns to the man sitting on a stool, observing the process. “I can’t work with this,” she says to the man, exasperation thick in her voice. “You’ll have to find someone to hold her down.” She says it like she’s said it a million times and is tired of having to say it at all.

From the corner of her eyes, Ariel is aware of a predator sitting in his throne. The man stands up, most of his body still hidden in the dark corner of the dungeons, but Ariel can see the man just fine. He’s not the one who catches her, but he smells the same. Probably family. There’s something about his onyx eyes that makes her afraid. It’s been a while since she’s been truly afraid of anything.

She shivers under the man’s gaze – she wants to cover herself, but the ropes holding her wrists are enchanted and she can’t break free. He keeps his gaze on her for a long moment before speaking, “No. You won’t need to work on this one.”

“She won’t fetch a good price this way,” the woman purses her lips in disapproval. The woman wishes she had changed the girl’s clothes before she woke up. Her clothes are bloodied and torn, her pale skin marred with bruises. She has not been taken in easily, that much is obvious.

She has a good figure, though it is barely visible under the thick coat that she’s wearing. Someone has gone through the effort of dressing her, which is unheard of, for a captured Omega.

Her breasts ae full and large, almost too large for her body, which has not developed fully into them yet. Her waist is small. She guesses that if she’s not wearing clothes, she’ll see a few ribs, but her hips are wide and rounded, perfect for child-bearing. Her features are soft and there is something innocent and child-like about the girl and the woman feels an odd maternal pull that makes her want to protect her.

However, the girl wakes up and immediately bares her teeth at her and the woman suddenly understands where the instincts come from.

The girl is not a girl, but an omega were-creature.

Her eyes were large and doe-like, filled with fear and uncertainty, but also anger. Her skin is smeared with dirt and whatever magical powders they’ve used to contain her were-creature. She never liked working with animals.

Ariel bares her teeth at the woman like she knows what she’s thinking, her pearly whites almost glowing in the dark room.

The woman flinches. “She looks feral. If I could do something about her unnatural hair color...”

Ariel turns her glare to the old woman and blows her brilliant orange-gold hair from her eyes. The blacks in her hair are contrasted with streaks of gold.

The man shakes his head. “Her hair is her selling point.” The man gestures towards the ground black galena. “After all the mundane human slaves, she’ll look like a breath of fresh air,” he declares, and she sees the other women flinch. Ah, that’s why they hate her. “She is the most eye-catching and she will fetch the highest price tonight. Isn’t that right, my beautiful tiger?”

The revelation startles her. She risks a glance at the man. How had he known? He catches the look and smiles, “Did you think I wouldn’t know what you are?”

She considers lying, but only for a second. She knows her hair gives her away. Much more than that, the hunt gave her away. She was in her animal shift when the hunters caught her.

She forces her gaze back at some far point beyond the wall. “If you know what I am, you should let me go. I’ll just escape the first chance I get,” she says with false bravado. There are measures, certainly, to stop that from happening. She will not be able to be free again anytime soon.

The man walks up to her and places a hand on her head. She tries to pull back, but finds that she can’t move at all. She feels lethargic, like she has been running without pause for weeks instead of days. The man regards her with an expression akin to fondness, though she sees cruelty in his gaze when he fists her hair and pulls her head up.

There is nothing she can do except sag and hope her weight is enough to put him off. She feels desperate, derailed by her own weakness.

After a long silence, he speaks. “It’s quite rare that an omega like yourself is so beautiful. Even rarer that you would fall into my hands, untouched. Do really think I haven’t bound your powers the moment I got you?” He smiles when he sees her shoulders sag in defeat. “You will fetch a good price tonight.”

She shudders.

Knowing he is right doesn’t give her any solace.

The man releases her and turns his back to her, leaving the room with the old woman in tow.

She sighs and bows her head in defeat.

“Is it true? You’re a were-tiger?” One of the chained females asks. Her expression of anger has been replaced by awe.

“I didn’t even know there are were-tigers.”

Ariel looks at the company she’s keeping and frowns at the two males in the room. She sniffs the air, trying to pick up their scents. Her senses are muted, but not entirely gown. Whatever it is that the man is using to bind her powers, it is not altogether successful. Fear and panic is thick in the air, but there’s also something else, an unfamiliar chemical smell that makes her gag.

“Heat suppressants.” One of the male provides. “We’re all omegas.”

Ariel tries not to look pitying. She’s in the same boat as they are, after all. Some of the crueler aspects of omega handlings have been improved over time, but auctioning newly presented omegas that tries to escape instead of surrendering willingly to authorities is a tradition that is not going away anytime soon. Omegas are as rare as they are coveted, with far less of them than there are Alphas.

She’s been told, when she was younger, that the sad truth is that without an Alpha, an omega is a sad shell of a life, suffering from all the symptoms of a Heat – desire and helplessness – without the Alpha to give them what they need. Bound – purchased – omegas are mated to their alphas, bonded for life. It’s not a sad life, all in all. The female omegas can breed and produce offspring, start a life with their mates with the law to keep them safe from being abused.

It’s harder for male omegas than females. Females, at least, could look forward to being loved and bonded. Most male omegas are kept as lovers, someone’s playthings.

Her dungeon-companions look like her own age, somewhere between eighteen and twenty-one, which is when their first Heat presents itself.

“Were you all captured?” She asks, biting her bottom lip as her gaze wanders to the two men in the group.

“Yes,” the girl
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