

Vera half got up out of her seat to retrieve a pen that had fallen into her row just out of reach and absently handed it back gaze intent on the lecture on the xenoepigenetics of selected invasive flora on the planet Dhalka in front of her except for a momentary flicker for the fallen object.

“I can see you have potential as a maid.” A malicious voice next to her ear startled her. She turned even as she recognized the voice of Edmund, the prince of New Macedonia and arguably the most powerful student in the school. He was smirking down at her.

She froze for a moment and blushed before resolutely turning back to the squid-like hepalon giving the lecture and trying her best to give the visiting professor her full attention now that she was uncomfortably aware of the prejudiced prince behind her. Why did he have to go out of his way to pick on her? He always had some comment for her. It did not help that he was tall and handsome, beautiful even. It made her feel like she was a piece of war trash just like he had told her she was.

Hadn't she been through enough? Her planet had been destroyed. Beautiful Serovia had been blasted into smithereens as an example to all the other malcontent factions in the Aurore solar system. Her parents, siblings, family, friends, neighbors, classmates, everyone she ever knew had been enslaved and she had nothing but the vaguest clues where they may have ended up. The details of the violent suppression of the freethinkers on her planet and its aftermath were considered sensitive information linked to an ongoing rebellion. That as well as her status as a probationary person under the laws of the Starlight Federation assured that she did not have easy access to the information that would help locate her family and it was difficult to seek out without setting off alarms. Just thinking about her current situation and all she had lost brought bitter tears to her eyes.

She cursed the New Macedonian silently as she rapidly blinked and attempted to clear her mind of hopelessness and despair, forcing herself to take in the knowledge being offered to her. She knew the Macedonians had pushed for the extreme aggression against the relatively peaceful Serovia. It had only been through her chance friendship with the Makon priestess Rocque, an Ambassador for the Starlight Federation on an extended visit to Serovia's Academy and her brilliant performance on the admissions test of the premiere academic institution for xenoscience that spared Vera from being enslaved herself.

The cost had been considerable though. She felt incredibly lonely. She did not know of any exceptions besides herself and she felt so lost among the largely wealthy, arrogant, and alien student body. Sometimes she wondered if it would not be better to be a slave and share the fate of her people. Maybe she would have been able to stay close to her family. Maybe she would not have these intense waves of shame and guilt for being a traitor attempting to integrate into the civilization that conquered her own. She only hoped one day she would be able to use the chance she got for an education and citizenship to help her people and family.

She was taken out of her thoughts when she noticed people starting to leave the classroom and began to gather her things. Well, that was a complete bust, she thought, derisive of her inability to concentrate.

With dread she realized a certain classmate was standing closer to her and tried to look anywhere but in his direction. The tall Macedonian blocked her exit from the row.

“I would be happy to employ you on a trial basis. With proper direction, I am sure you would make an serviceable maid. Ask around, I am an excellent bitchtrainer.”

People around them laughed. Vera's cheeks flamed and fists tightened. Everyone knew Macedonians had a strange and degrading sex culture. She thought it was disgusting that he would flaunt it flagrantly in public and somehow manage to get her involved. Her former embarrassment and guilt drained out of her instantly. She glared at him and noted there was something in his look that would have disturbed her if she were any less angry.

“You – You -” She started, “Bully! You coward-”

She would have gone on but she was distracted by the sound of her name being called in the front of the room. The Macedonian Prince was smiling down at her. His beautiful black hair had fallen over one eye.

“Vera Lagana,” Professor Helsior called. “Before you all leave: is there a Vera Lagana in this seminar? I didn't get a chance to respond to your message earlier but I can give you a quick rundown now on some those questions if you have time. It's always a pleasure to talk to someone else interested in the the variables affecting dark matter in the holosphere when subjected to spectrum V-12 luminosity. There's actually been some rapid developments in the last month, fascinating stuff.”

Vera shoved her things into her bag, wiped her mind free of all emotions, hopped over the seat in front of her, marched down to meet the hepalon, and had an engaging conversation with the dark matter expert. She was grateful for the interruption. It wouldn't look good to be seen yelling at the prince. He was from one of the most powerful civilizations in the Federation. Vera, on the other hand, was still on probation.

By the time she left her mood was largely bolstered, and she went straight to the informal support group of political refugees Professor Rocque had insisted she attend when she arrived at this school so far from home. No one there was quite in the position she was in, most of them being asylum seekers to the Federation or Federation citizens who were cultural orphans because their societies had been destroyed or subjugated by the enemies of the Starlight Federation – the opposite of her situation – but the meetings gave her some comfort, and even a few friends.

Later after dinner, unable to focus on some of her more targeted projects, she continued reading up on custom and law on slavery in the principalities of the Federation.

As she walked back to her room that night, she could not help the events earlier in the day once again getting stuck in her head and felt despair at the further injustice of being targeted by not only the most powerful student in the school but also someone she was deeply attracted to. His offhand jabs smarted more than they should have.

She remembered the first time she saw him. She was stupidly awe-struck and probably looked quite foolish as she was introduced to him by one of the adjuncts. He was dressed in the traditional Macedonian carbon-zoided military dress regalia. He looked dangerous, beautiful, and regal. His eyes captured hers and she found she could not look away. She had already been so intimidated by the large interstellar learning institution for which she had many conflicting but also soaringly hopeful feelings. She was aghast when he opened his mouth and told the small group they were in  that all Serovians were slaves without exception, and then he had called her a “war toy.” It was one of the most humiliating experiences of her life despite all that she had been through in the turmoil of the last six months. The adjunct and other partygoers of the formal mixer had simply looked on, perhaps feeling a tad uncomfortable. She'd stumbled through the rest of the evening without enjoyment.

Dimly before falling sleep, Vera wondered if she should do some research on dynamics. She knew Edmund was an Alpha and from what she understood being an Alpha was like some kind of brain poisoning. Alphas had a reputation of being assholes and the ones from New Macedonia were known to be particularly bad. She could definitely see why. The concept of Alphas did not exist on Serovia. Neither did the concept of the rare and sought-after Omega. But in the little time she had been at the University of the Universe, she'd observed the Alphas posturing and acting like jerks. Almost any time she was annoyed at a display of obnoxiousness an Alpha was behind it. She'd need to do research into the Alpha dynamic to see if it would offer any insight into why Prince Edmund was acting so cruelly towards her.

Her week only got worse. The arrogant prince from one of the most warmongering planets in the galaxy, to her disbelief and consternation, continued to seek her out and proposition her. Unlike his offer to turn her into a maid during class, she was now scared he seriously meant what he proposed.

She was completely bewildered when the tall young man pulled her out onto one of the stargazing balconies. He cornered her against the translucent wall and told her somewhat breathlessly, “I will give you 600 drevis if you suck my cock, little Servo.” It was a tiny amount of money to him, but a lot to her. As he said it, he managed to press one of her hands to the lump in his pants and exert a testing push downward with his had on her shoulder.

“What?! No, gross! Get off me you creep!” She shoved the dark-haired man but he only held her tighter

Edmund laughed at her attempts. Macedonians were much taller and bigger than Serovians, and he held her easily. “You may want to rethink your position. You are a former slave with few privileges. Do you know how many would like to eat up a compromised piece of space trash like you? We know what to do with slaves like you on Macedonia. But I will pay a generous rate for your services. Maybe you need to start thinking like the destitute slut you are. Who knows how long it will be politically feasible for the Federation to bestow on you its charity. It's the natural order for you to please me.” He was staring her down with his dark eyes. “I take good care of all my toys.” Oddly even as he laughed at her again for her renewed struggling, he was stroking her arms in a soothing manner that made her feel confused. She strained away from him.

A few moments later, he abruptly let her go. “Think about it.” He strode away leaving her shaken.

Somehow she did not have any luck trying to avoid encounters with the Macedonian prince. He seemed to always be able to find her.

He found her alone in a corridor, some annal of the library or study areas, or simply manhandled her into an alcove or classroom and pitched her an offer in the most degrading language with which she had ever been addressed. All the while he acted like he was doing her the favor by bestowing his attention on her and offering her money and some of the privileges he could easily afford to promise someone of the lower class.

He found her again. This time pulling her into an unused room.

“Please, leave me alone. I don't want this.” Vera was beyond fed up. She needed to make him see how distasteful and unwanted his attention was to her.

He tried to pull her close. She took a swing at him.

He easily caught her and allowed her struggling to bring them both to the floor where he held her with a hand clamped on the junction of her neck and shoulder.

“I can see us coming to a beneficial arrangement.” He stroked her hair firmly with his other hand. “I can see myself spoiling my little stubborn and shy, obedient, not even full-time, as little as once a week blowjob girlfriend,” he said looking down at her. “Maybe we can get your citizenship changed, depending on what your willing to do to earn it. I know a prissy know-it-all like you is probably afraid of Alpha dick, my but I promise we can take it slow.” With those words, he pressed his clothed swollen erection against her face. “I'll tell you just what to do. We can start with a little dick sucking-” Vera squeezed her eyes shut, disbelieving the mammoth size of him pressed against her features and she felt that all too familiar claustrophobic panic she felt when he cornered her. She knew alphas were supposed to be large but his size filled her with terror. That cannot go inside of me, she thought to herself. She was blushing and ashamed of herself because despite her fear and disgust she was also turned on both by the prince and his words. She willed herself not to cry.

As if sensing this and having some humanity, the prince hauled her up to her feet and kissed her full-mouthedly and almost sweetly. “You can feel it, can't you, Vera?”

He might have continued but just then the door opened and a group of mostly humanoid people entered, talking spiritedly with one another yet surprised by the two occupants already in the room.

Much to her fear and anticipation, when they left he followed her to her room. Veritably walking her to her room. She had been up most of the previous night working on projects and needed a nap and the sanctuary of her bedroom. She blamed him for her impeding her progress on staying on top of all her subjects and coursework this week. She ignored him but grew fearful as he followed her into the undesirable out-of-the-way area that housed her room.

He pushed her the rest of the way to her door when they got close and pinning her. He kissed her again, even more sweetly and gently and Vera felt very real butterflies fluttering around in her belly. “I will give you more time to consider what I have to offer.”

He let her go, looked down at her with satisfaction, and said, “Goodnight, servo slut.”

Vera turned her head sharply away, blushing and humiliated, and fumbled for her door.

Thankfully he allowed her to enter alone. The door zipped close at her subtle signal. She tried hard not to think about what she was doing when her hand found her pussy that night and she rubbed one out imagining the New Macedonian prince forcing her to do what he wanted before falling asleep.

His tact changed a bit after that. At times he used crude, degrading words and at other times he cultivated gentle, quasi-romantic intimacy. Vera was beyond confused and considered the Macedonian prince her dark shadow. She was unable to get away from him and he seemed to bring out everything she hated about herself, all her insecurities, all her weaknesses, all her feelings of inferiority.

She hated it especially because of the girlish part of her that had a huge crush on him and could not help being persuaded awfully on occasion by his demeanor and touches. Then the cruel content of his words would filter through and Vera would be filled with self-loathing afresh. She felt like she was becoming more and more lost in this strange school.

Over the next few days he told her he wanted to be her first. He wanted to make love to her. He told her she had beautiful begging eyes and an ass as fine as the fastest ponygirls on the whore planet of Nede. He sent her intricate, gold nipple piercings accompanied by a passionate note about wanting to see them in their rightful place and allowing him to make the arrangements to see her properly pierced and what an investment it would be for her and what a delight it would be to all who saw them swing. She could not believe the reality she lived in where he could say all these things to her.

What she found out about alphas and the culture of New Macedonia only intensified her fears. The images on one page she flipped to in a chapter entitled “The Rich History of Slaves and Omegas” in a book on New Macedonia filled her with horror. She had to stare a long time before what she saw made any sense. Women, they were mostly women on this page, if they could even be called that, were partially encased in shiny black materials. They were pierced. Their noses, their naked nipples, even their vaginal areas. Some had gags in their mouths. Some looked like they had been dressed to look like some mockery of an animal with black boots that looked like hooves but elevated their legs like the heels of the trashiest prostitute, hair shaved into a horse's mane, bits in their mouths, blinkers bookending their eyes, nipples grotesquely pierced with heavy hoops, arms bound in shiny black behind them, and rigged to carts they were in the process of pulling. All the women looked like freaks and objects. Vera, her heart racing, slammed the book shut. She didn't want to know anything else. Her hatred and fear of the prince redoubled.

“You should be on your knees begging for my forgiveness you ungrateful whore and making it up to me with my cock in your mouth,” the hated prince said after trapping her in her seat at a table in the library.

She felt a sense of panic when he scooped her up and sat down on a nearby sofa, his mouth going to her neck and his hands groping her ass. She whimpered and squeaked in the process, conflicted in her desires to make noise and not to make noise, to escape and not to be seen in this compromising position. Just as her panic was about to send her crying for help, her jerky attempts to break free of his grasp wholly unsuccessful, he belaboredly separated them enough for her to sit next to him where he held her firmly. They stayed like that for a long time. Whenever she tried to move away, the grip he had on both her arms tightened and she felt like they were constricted by steel.

“You smell different,” he stated.

“Please,” she said, looking up at him while trying not to let the fear show in her eyes. There was a look in his dark eyes she hadn't seen before. She tried not to think about the two students that had already walked by and noted the tense pairing. “You're hurting my wrists.”

He let go of her wrists after a moment while still examining her. She very slowly moved away from him unsure how he would react. But he allowed her to put space between them so she crept slowly but moved further and further away.

Finally she found her way back to the table and sat down to her work at the table, but noticed something was very wrong. She tried to focus on her work. She was trying to read up on trade agreements between the Federation and the societies with the most prevalent use of slavery. She may be grasping at straws but she hoped with a little time and other sources of information that she would be in a place to put it to use helping her family. But sweat trickled down her forehead and her heart was just short of racing. She looked at the clock. She felt very ill.

She flicked sweat from her brow and packed up her books. She was loath to stop after so short a time but she could not concentrate with her head spinning the way it was and when she looked down at the table she saw she was responsible for an unhygienic puddle of sweat.

This could not be happening to her. She had read about the symptoms. She was probably just coming down with the flu.

A shiver went through her when she turned to leave the better part of an hour later and he was still sitting there staring at her. The look in his eyes, determined and wild.

She dashed out of the library.

She needed to see a med-tech.

It was another rough couple of days for Vera. The enthusiastic med-tech had confirmed her suspicions that she was in fact an omega. How had this happened? Serovia did not have the dynamics. Everyone there was just people and people who fell in love. Because Omegas were so precious and rare – and because she was a stateless, dispossessed person, she knew – she would not be allowed suppressants, the med tech had told her, although she knew that Omegas who came from elite families were almost always given suppressants. She had read about the fascinating phenomenon of the dynamic classifications and had hoped an understanding of the Alpha dynamic would help her better maneuver the environment she found herself in with the pesky, domineering asshole who kept following her around. She had read about the mysterious near disappearance of Omegas over the last fifty years and the supposed curse by an ancient galactic witch from the planet Antibes. There were differing accounts and Vera wasn't sure how much stock to put into the stories. According to most versions though, Omegas were mistreated by society and Alphas in particular so a witch cursed the galaxy to punish the Alphas and Omegas have been very rare ever since.

The odds that this should happen to her boggled her mind. She felt like her body was no longer her own and dreaded the changes she had read about. Matured Omegas produced slick for their Alphas. They took an Alpha's knot and went into heat as though they were an animal. Some Alpha society's referred to Omegas as breeding stock because Alpha and Omega pairings produced only the much desired Alphas and Omegas. Omegas were known for their fertility. Even worse Omegas always submitted to their Alphas sexually and in all matters pertaining to their life, and Omegas were susceptible to the Alpha voice, a special tone that could compelled obedience from the Omega.  Alphas could also use their growl to elicit slick from an Omega and purr to reward and soothe an Omega. Alphas and Omegas would mate for life if the Alpha bit and marked the Omega during her heat cycle. These facts had been ugly, almost unbelievable, words on a page just a few days ago. Now they were her new reality.

She ducked her head in an effort to remain inconspicuous. She had noticed she was catching all these new looks from a significant portion of the the population of the University on her way to the medical bay, and it only got worse when she left an hour later.

Luckily Rocque found her en route to her room, embraced her and followed her into her bedroom. The priestess was a deterrent of unwanted attention and Vera felt grateful for the protection during what felt like a gauntlet.

When they were inside, her mentor, an older woman in gray robes, chestnut hair and steely eyes, looked at her steadily and asked, “I just heard, my dear girl. How are you coping?”

The hand on her shoulder, the kindness caused Vera to fall into tears. “I'm sorry. I'm sorry. I don't want it.”

“There, there. I sent a bot to bring some tea that will help calm down the symptoms but this is going to be quite an adjustment in a short amount of time no matter what. I will support whatever action you choose to take but you should consider allowing some young gentleman or woman to see you through your first heat. I'm informed a heat can be very painful both physically and emotionally without a partner and it is preferable to choose someone provisionally than wallow in desperate isolation.”

“I don't know any Alphas I trust like that.” She could only barely think of any non-alphas either who she had any inkling she could perhaps have potential to romantically trust in that way.

“Hmmm. Perhaps I could come up with some dossiers on Alpha prospects. You poor girl, you've barely had a chance to get your feet wet here, haven't you? We'll have to come up with some way to deal with this mess.”

Tea and quiet considerate conversation soothed her frazzled nerves and Vera was feeling much better by the time she went to bed. They had made a plan to check in with each other. Rocque gave her a Silver Mirror so that Vera would always have a direct line and gave her instructions on how to use it.

However one turn in their talk ping-ponged in her mind. When she told Rocque Prince Edmund had been harassing her, though she did not give any of the gory details and downplayed it considerably, the face of the priestess had darkened and she told Vera in no uncertain terms to stay away from the prince. He was not the Alpha for her. He had dark predilections and the empire of New Macedonia had a mysterious ancient religion and was almost certainly evil, but Rocque refused to go into details. This signaled to Vera, or at least she thought it might signal, that Rocque may not be able to speak on the matter due to either her obligations and omni-patented oaths to the Federation or the mystical vows of her religious order. Vera knew would just have to ferret the knowledge out for herself.

She had a few days to two weeks before her peri-heat ended and her true heat began. Not very long to figure out how to handle being an omega or who or what she needed.

She was thankful for the support of her mentor even more as time progressed. Every alpha in the school was sniffing around her, much to her acute embarrassment. She was being asked out on dates, propositioned for a stake in her heat. The heat itself was a circumstance she did not want to think about despite the fact that a few of the men had told her they could smell it coming on. Luckily and surprisingly, she had not seen Prince Edmund.

She blushed burningly thinking how the captain of the cosmos ball team had cornered her against a wall yesterday and used his Alpha voice to ask her to consider letting the whole cosmos ball team service her. Her resistance to him was met with growls that humiliatingly made her knees weak, drew slick from her pussy, and caused her to moan when he fondled her breasts and plucked at her nipples. He eventually had to hold her up with one of his hands pinning her wrists above her head and only stopped when the spectacle had drawn a large crowd.

“We'll take good care of you.”

Still in a fog, she smiled and allowed him to pat her ass thoroughly in goodbye.

“Good, Omega.”

Her mood went sickeningly up with the compliment, and it was not until she had stumbled her way through the corridor for a few minutes that disgust and fear had filtered down into her consciousness.

She shivered and as always these days she felt relief when the door to her room was in sight. Her friend Tallaluh had walked her most of the way back. Word had traveled fast. Her prispian friend was, she knew, only pretending she had some errand to do in that lower wing of the space city so she could offer Vera the protection her status as a duchess afforded. Tallaluh left her at the corner. She had remembered some tract tech she had left in the yellow dining room. The two friends said goodbye and Tallulah promised to meet her there in the morning.

Vera thought she was home free when a pair of arms grabbed her shoulders.

She cowered away from him reactively and yipped. These days she was as meek as a mouse and hated herself for it. “Vera,” a male voice growled.

“Vera,” he said threateningly, “do you know where I have been? Did you put your pet professor up to it?” He growled ferociously.

She had no idea what he meant. She sank to the floor, held partially up by his hand on her arm. He pulled her up again and growled with menace and lust. Vera swooned. She thought she was losing her mind. The growl seemed to reach inside of her and turn her inside out. Distantly she registered that the hostility in the sound was cause for alarm, but mostly she fought a reverberating disorientation that did not allow her to see for several seconds and her head lulled back. When her eyes could focus again, she was still acutely dizzy and Edmund's mouth swooped down for a rough kiss.

She tried to push at him and twist away. “No!”

A deep growl emanated from him. The reverberation entered her again, disorienting her and this time she fell to the floor.

He followed her there. She tried to get a grip on herself but was disappointed by her susceptibility when he roughly kissed her again. He snaked his hands down and goosed her pussy.

The stimulation saw Vera kicking and writhing into the kiss. He growled, this time not nearly so harsh, and she lightly went languid.

Edmund kneeled between her legs staring down at her smugly. Even in her forced submissive fog, she was terrified. He growled again. Her body froze and dripped.

Whish!

“Oooooo,” she cried, her hips jumping, startled and humiliated. Edmund had just smacked her pussy! He couldn't do that, she raged inside but found herself barely able to move. How could this be happening? She could feel liquid flowing from her pussy and ached to be touched there. She felt pathetic. How was she so aroused?

Edmund's hands moved her hands that had instinctually come up to protect her pussy back to her sides. “Stay,” he growled, using the dreaded Alpha voice. He continued smacking her pussy with soft but firm strokes. Vera breathless, raggedly trying to draw breaths, keening and moaning, lost herself to everything but the sensation of the whacks much to the excitement of the Alpha. Edmund smacked her with incrementally greater pressure.

“Oh my god! Jeseeviah! Edmund! Ah!”

With great satisfaction, Edmund watched the girl spasm and turn limp. He started purring and gathered his sweet little omega into his arms, running his hands soothingly down her body. “Good omega.”

Upon her senses relatively clearing, Vera could not stop the start of tears at the corners of her eyes as she realized what she had just done and the predicament she now found herself in.

“You took your pussy spanks very well.” Edmund praised her. “You are an excellent Servo Omega, Vera. You came just from just a couple of pussy spanks. You please me very much. You feel it, don't you, Vera?” His purr was soothing and in that moment she just wanted to be held and hear him purr for all eternity.

He landed another spank. This time with the way she was gathered in his arms, legs akimbo over one of his, facing him, and he was able to land the spank on her clothed pussy from behind. She keened and twisted feverishly from the overstimulation. Edmund could not remember the last time he had so much fun.

“Fuck! Little one, you are my mate, can you feel it?” He smacked her pussy in this new position twice more. Vera twisted and whined, sweat pouring down her face and body with her taut exertion against his arms in her second orgasm. “I can see a lot of pussy spankings in your future, baby. Don't worry, Vera, I know just how to discipline a little know-it-all.”

He got up, bringing Vera with him. The Omega was helpless to do anything but pant and whimper. One of his hands fondled and supported her ass. One part of her was humiliated to be behaving like a submissive slut to her personal bully. The other part of her was highly turned on, moaned, and pressed her ass into the older student's firm grip  which clamped on the cheek of her ass as he maneuvered her to her door.

She shivered as the tone of Edmund's growl turned more nasty and cruel, “Bet you can't wait to get a taste of this dick. Who knew a prissy Servo shoulda-been-war-trash slave would turn out to be my own special Omega slut. Fuck! Are you ready for your dicking, Omega?” He ground the pole in his pants into her soft ass. “Don't worry your Alpha knows how to ease all his big, strong meat into his little Omega.” He kissed the side of her head heatedly and let her stand on her wobbly feet so she could open the door. Her soporific appearance put him off guard so he was surprised when his listless, lust drunk Omega darted across the threshold.

Lost as he was in his filthy daydreams, he almost did not have time to react and grab her arm before she crossed the invisible threshold, and he would not be able to cross without contact with her or her permission.

“Stop, slut.”

She whined at the unbridled aggression in the Alpha voice of the normally unflappable prince and offered her neck to him not really aware of what she was doing. 

Edmund was filled with many conflicting emotions but foremost in his mind was the need to completely dominate the Omega slut. Her fear and arousal smelled delicious and ways to punish her for her resistance floated through his head. He recognized the familiar start of his rut days ago in the library and now his dick was truly the moral compass of his actions.

He pushed her into her room and relished the thought of her resistance and his ability to deal with it within the confines of the small space, sniffing the air conspicuously and feeling like he, who already had an exquisitely privileged and blessed life, had come into a windfall. Images of a horny, punished, naked Omega pitifully begging him for mercy filled his thoughts.

Vera stumbled to the floor when he pushed her through the door like a sack of potatoes. The look on his face and the hungry smile he directed at her filled her with a mounting sense of panic even through her mental fuzziness. When he started to stalk toward her, she couldn't help but scurry away from him on the floor.

Edmund let the Omega get to her feet and gave half-hearted chase, enjoying her desperate state as she worked herself into a panic. He could not keep the grin off his face as he spanked her sharply on the ass while chasing her around the room, careful not to let her too near the door. He suddenly grabbed her and ripped her tunic and underthings from her upper body, freeing her tits. The grapefruit sized, gravity-defying bobbing orbs pleased him greatly. Her nipples stuck straight up into the air. He held her by her long blond hair and slapped them, mesmerized watching them bounce together. He did it again.

She looked up at him with pleading eyes. “Ooooo! Ow! Please, please, you don't even like me! Please, leave! I don't want it to be you. You hate me!” she cried, ignoring the other urges coursing through her body.

He let her go, watching her jiggly but firm tits as she darted a desperate zigzag around the room, unable to come to terms with the fact that there was no escape. She made a sound that was half crying, half moan.

“You're not making this any easier on yourself.”

He growled with stark hostility and watched in satisfaction as the edge in his voice brought her to her knees.

The part of her that panicked in reaction to how responsive she was to him was once again submerged under a submissive fog. She wanted to grovel and beg at his feet. She was afraid he would break her in two. She was terrified of his anger. At the same time, her pussy ached and was dripping. She was humiliated because of his displeasure, not because of what her was doing to her.

Edmond was placated by the picture his precious omega made and smirked down at her on her knees. The Omega was sweaty, disheveled, bare-breasted, wide-eyed, obviously scared, and he could smell the sweet Omega's pussy producing for him to the tune of his growl, which he kept at a simmer as he approached her.

In her head, she tried to shuffle away from him, but no matter how ashamed she was at her weakness, Edmund herded her on her knees over to the wall without resistance where he held her pinned as he freed his cock.

It bounced against the lovely Omega's cheek. He moaned in satisfaction as the Omega watched enthralled, mesmerized by her bully's large appendage. His hand held it against her nose, eyes, mouth as he slid his dick up and down her face. She moaned and keened like a good Omega for his dick.

He dragged her up off the floor and pressed the woozy girl close to his body. She collapsed in his arms. Her back was pressed against him and her first movement when her body could move again was to press her ass into his dick and keen for him. He bit her neck lightly but firmly and felt her go limp in his arms. He moaned as he felt how helpless she was and gently swayed her, almost dancing, around the room. When she stirred, he bit her again. He bit her three more times before he slowly carried his soft prize to her bed.

It had been delightful chasing her around the small compartment and her desperate fear and lust went straight to his cock, but he would have his Omega see how rewarding it would be to submit to him. He would take good care of her.

He laid them out gently on the bed and began to purr and stroke her. As her body slowly regained movement after the forced relaxation, she couldn't help responding to him amorously and he relished the noises she made, especially when he petted her clothed pussy. She moaned pitiably.

“Good girl.” He continued to pet her and purr while he murmured softly to her. “You are going to be a good girl for your Alpha. I will take care of you. Good Omega. Your responses please me. We will wait until you're good and ready. You're doing so well, Vera. You're almost ready.” Edmund relished the way the omega was now desperately clutching him. Without warning he bit her a tad more viciously on that same spot on her neck and she collapsed once again into an ecstatic, limp fog.

He left her side to get a glass of water and coaxed her to drink when he returned. “Good girl. Drink your water.” She could not help herself from doing just as he wished, struggling to remember how to swallow.

“Please,” she gasped weakly. The burning in her lower half continued to intensify and in waves she felt herself moan, cry, and beg for him as it got worse. “Please!”

“Please what?” Edmund encouraged her to use her words, teasing her clothed pussy.

“My pussy! Please!” Her desires now at war between wanting to please him and basking in the attention he gave her, wanting to communicate the urgency for the need for relief for her pussy, and a desperate helpless confusion that left her reeling for any sense at all.

“Please your pussy what, bitch?” He gave said pussy a few flat palm smacks.

“Oooooo,” she cried. “Master!”  Edmund swollen cock pulsed at her words. He was pleased. He'd be her Master from now on.

“Where do you want this dick?” He brought one of her hands to his throbbing rod. He listened to her sweet cries for a minute and slapped her pussy again. “Tell me where you want this dick.”

His voice held the edge of the Alpha voice, causing Vera to blurt out uncontrollably, “In my pussy!. Please, put your dick in my pussy!”

He slapped her pussy seven more times. “Put my dick in your pussy what? Who am I?”

“Ooooo! Master!” She burst out. “Please put your dick in my pussy, please, sir, master!”

There was something divinely satisfying about the having the formerly uptight student he liked to bully calling him master and begging him for dick. He helped her out of her pants and panties and crawled up her body to rub his dick and balls all over her face. “Give that dick some open-mouthed kisses” he coaxed. “C'mon, baby. Wet the dick that's going to fuck you.” Vera tried her best to remain in contact with the fragrant organ, keeping her mouth open, tongue out, and panted as she followed the path of his dick as he held her head and ground his dick erratically against her face. He dipped each of his balls into her pliant mouth and bid her give them some wet sucks, which she did reverently before he finally got off the girl.

“Mmmm, baby,” her Alpha purred, “I can see I'm going to be getting the luxury treatment from my personal ball bather from now on,” he moaned, “little nut milker.”

The Alpha commanded, “Show me your ass,” and the mewling omega struggled to move in her torpor onto her hands and knees as she instinctively followed instruction.

“Head down!” He ordered harshly, knowing he was not just making love to his war prize Omega he was also training her and this would be a position he wanted her to get in reflexively. He admired the perfect view of her subjugated ass in almost overpowering lust. “Good slut.”

He dragged her over to the side of the bed so he could stand behind her with her feet dangling and stomach still pressed on the bed. He teased her gushing pussy, palmed her cheeks, and easily soaked his dick in her slick.

He felt deeply protective of the little Omega especially after her obedient ass presentation to him. She really was his good girl. On the other hand, he felt an intoxicating heady elation anticipating his complete domination of the girl. Her lowborn, refugee, ex-slave status was now, in his mind, cause for celebration in the darker areas of his mind and the darker aspects of his lust. There were no governments, relatives, or guardians to protect her from however he chose to exercise his claim. As soon as it was heard that she was his, his position and influence on the council would dictate in everyone's eyes that he already owned her. Could he turn the prissy bitch into his slut? He'd always liked sluts and prostitutes. His only experience with Omegas, they were so rare, was with prostitutes. As an elite in the galaxy of Desdera, he was one of the few Alphas who had access to the Omega whores of Cattala, the fifth moon of whore planet of Nede. Those Omegas serviced the most premiere Alpha dick in the galaxy. He could not believe what he's been spurred to do with them, encouraged to do to them, those pliant little slave whores. He had collected many toys during his whoring, many while partaking in one of the whore Omegas, awed by the depredation they had grown so used to. That his Omega seemed so buttoned down and innocent only made the prospect of turning her into a slut more fun. It felt right, good, and redeeming that a weak and conquered Serovian was his perfect Omega that he would continually subjugate. He could see himself punishing weak servo pussy for the rest of his life. In a way that pleased the powerful prince illicitly, she had not escaped slavery after all. She was a slave to his dick.

He slapped his dick against her soaking pussy much like he did with his hand earlier. “What a slutty servo pussy for your master.Look at all this slick. It's like a waterfall”

The slur registered vaguely with Vera and she whined unhappily but was soon distracted by the fingers pumping her pussy and the fingers and dick moving the copious slick up to her asshole. His dickhead scooped up the liquid collected from her submissive, soaked pussy and bumped the liquid repeatedly into her asshole. “Spread your ass, baby,” Edmund instructed as Vera whined louder in fear but her hands gripped her ass and spread her cheeks for him. “Good slut, you're pleasing your master.” Edmond purred for her as he used his wet fingers to enter her ass and she grunted in discomfort. He worked his fingers into her ass, stretching her with two then three fingers, pulling them apart and taking his time pumping her. He watched with fascination as her virgin ass stretched impossibly wide around his strong fingers. He kept up a low growl to deal with the resistance the helpless Omega could not help putting up at the rude, uncomfortable invasion. With great determination, he managed to pump another finger up there, just barely.

“Oooo ow master! Please, my pussy!”

He finally pulled out his fingers, admiring the substantial gape he had coaxed from the taut rear. Fascinated as it immediately began to close up.

He slapped her pussy three times.

“Oooo master,” Vera whined, so worked up that she had three quick little orgasms.

“I am sorry slut but it is not acceptable that my crown prince cock honor your servo slave pussy with a breeding at this time. It would endanger your life from my people if they saw their prince giving his Omega slavetoy the honor of seeding her pussy. It would not be acceptable. You may never be deemed a fit wife for me. I may need to marry a powerful woman or a woman from a powerful family from my class. But in time, after you prove your devotion, you will almost certainly be found suitable for a breeding concubine and grow fat from my seed many times.” He growled to the dimly humiliated girl, causing another gush of her juice. She arched her ass for her master.

“You're going to be a good assfuck for your lord and master Alpha, aren't you slut?”

“Yes, Alpha!”

“Yes, master!” he corrected with three harsh smacks on her pussy and five obscene splats on her, still somewhat, slack, inflamed ass ring.

“Yes, please, master, in my ass! I'll be a good assfuck!”

His dickhead once again was used for the pussy juice scooping method. This time delivery from the probing, banging cock to her spread asshole went unimpeded, a significant amount of liquid lubricating the inside of her hole, from the careful and slow manipulations of his hand on his cock. Soon he began jilling her off and was working his enormous cock slowly but surely up her ass.

“Ooooooooo masterrrrrrr.”

“It is my wish that this unconventional initiation will only deepen the intimacy of our special bond,” he whispered heatedly in her ear, grunting when his entire mushroom head corked her tight anal ring. He purred and rocked gently against her ass and ignored the noises of discomfort and fear that were pulled from the lank, overwhelmed Omega, who was still despite it all desperate to get him inside of her.

He patiently edged his Omega on the cusp of orgasm while taking his time working the large appendage up her ass. She moaned and cried and tried to wiggle away. When he was fully seated up her ass, he allowed her to come on his fingers and began rocking his dick, then sawing it in and out of the writhing ass of the screaming Omega. Soon he was pounding her ass into the mattress. She cried for him, the pain and lust pushing her past anything she had ever felt before. “Master! No! Yes! Oooooh! Master! No!” He didn't last long and they came together. Vera came despite the immense pain of their humiliating coupling.

His dick not really going down and Edmund admired the sight of his dick up submissive ass of his Omega prize who was still spreading herself with her hands for him. He came two more times pounding her ass. Finally deciding the sweaty, exhausted, sobbing Omega needed a break he pulled his large appendage completely out of her ass, unplugging a flood of their juices, and admired the wrecked hole that leaked his come. He felt very satisfied. He'd turned her little starfish into a tunnel. He blew on her ass. “Feel that breeze, baby. Spread those cheeks wider and push out, baby. There's a girl.” He smacked her conquered ass roughly.

He found a towel and let her sit up. Vera dazedly leaned against him.

He fed her fruit and water and gently tended to his exhausted omega. He had nothing but compliments for his little “anal whore.”

“It isn't surprising that a submissive servo-pussy would have a naturally slutty asshole. It pleased me very much to feel your virgin ass doing its duty to accommodate my Alpha dick,” he murmured against her hair. The Omega's trance-like state indicated she was falling deeper into her heat. She obediently if unenthusiastically ate from his hand. Edmund knew it wouldn't be long before the girl was moaning for his dick again. She'd need his dick in her pussy or up her ass and he wasn't going to give it to her in her pussy. He relished the knowledge that her innocent little virgin butthole would be forever transformed by his dick over the course of her heat. He kissed and touched her face as he wondered if he'd sufficiently trained his smart little Omega to present her ass to get attention.

Two days later at the height of her heat, he knotted her ass as she begged him to do it and he bit her neck and shoulder at their junction claiming the Omega viciously as his mate as she screamed for him to destroy her ass. They had sex frequently over the next several days. Edmund nevertheless made some arrangements while they were cooped up in her quarters. Whenever his Omega seemed to be anxious or her conscious seemed to be stirring, he bit her neck keeping her sweet and relaxed. As her heat began to wane, he found himself growing sad and was gentler with her and allowed himself to make love to her and kiss her a lot and promise her expensive rewards.

Vera woke up one day sore and sticky and, after a moment or two, terrified of what she had done. Tears flowed from her eyes. She cried out when she tried to move and disturbed the wound that she then noticed was bandaged on the back of her neck and shoulder.

At a sound from the bathroom, she froze.

Edmund looked down at his Omega and knew immediately that she was no longer in heat. “Is my slave bitch finally awake? Did your hungry ass wake you up again, slut?” the Alpha teased.

Vera's crying intensified at the cruel words. He was dressed impeccably in soft, black, gold-embossed Macedonian dress robes and looked entirely unruffled while she was naked, bandaged, aching, and feeling deeply her distended and inflamed ass. Miserably she pulled the sheets over herself, aching with the movement, trying to hide from her bully.

He strode to the bed, ignoring the distressed sounds she was making, hauled her gently into his arms and began purring for his upset omega and petting her. He purred and petted the crying girl for a long time. “Vera.” he said slowly, “You're a good Omega. You please me very much.” He kissed the top of her head repeatedly. She was hiding her face from him. He knew, but found her dedication to pushing her face into his armpit adorable. “You are my mate. I claimed you. I own you.”

He spent a lot of time soothing his omega. He got food and fed her. He told her how beautiful she was and how lucky he was to have found her. Despite herself, Vera basked in his attention and returned his romantic kisses even as the depths of depravity she had succumbed to over the last few days were slowly revealed to her by her sluggish memory.

The New Macedonian prince had trained her like a dog during her heat, making her get into a standing bent over or kneeling ass-up position at his command. He trained her to respond to him with degrading, submissive words to him. She burned thinking about their exchanges when she first took his incredibly painful knot.

In preparation for that first time, he had spanked her thoroughly used ass. “Good thing you are a natural slave bitch you worthless slut.” Edmond said with malice and contempt, incredibly turned on, as he steadily landed blows. The distressed Omega lifted her red ass and spread herself even further in an attempt to regain the Apha's favor. “Ooooo!” she moaned pitiably as blow after blow hit her sore ass.

“Do you want my knot? Does my slutty Omega think her little asshole can handle my giant alpha knot?”

“Yes!”

“Ha!” he smacked her ass with more strength. “We shall see about that. If not, are you willing to destroy your asshole for your master?”

“Yes, master! Destroy my asshole!”

Vera was so ashamed as she remembered him pushing her off his lap onto the floor.

“Okay, bitch, you know what to do.” Vera crawled into position.

Vera cried out and begged as Edmund reamed her out in merciless domination. “Please ruin my inferior asshole on your Alpha dick! Please expand my hole, Alpha!” As the knot ballooned up her ass, she was in a significant amount of pain but could not stop the fever in herself to take it all. Her ass expanded and expanded causing her to scream and cry but she never stopped screaming her determination to get her ass packed with knot. “Destroy my hole, master! Destroy it!”

It was more difficult to respect Vera as a person in those moments than it had ever been for the stuck-up prince. He knew it was what he had encouraged her to do, but still what kind of pitiful creature begged so desperately for the destruction of her ass? She was his conquered pathetic slave, a true service slut. He could not wait to train her in all the ways she would please him. He triumphantly gloried in his dominion over her, picturing all the ways he would train her ass to be more slutty. “Anal whore,” he murmured into her ear right before viciously claiming her with his bite on the back of her neck and blasting her ass with his cum. Incredibly, she had orgasm after orgasm from the sensation of her alpha continually making deposits up her ass as they waited for his knot to go down.

He had made her stay on the floor except for sleeping for two days. That way in between making her beg for another exhausting and degrading knotting, he was always able to admire and inspect the ruined hole from the best vantage point and teach her her place. 

During this time, he made her eat from a dish on the floor and guided her around the room with a small whip he had procured from somewhere. He worked her hard and put her through her paces as his obedient bitch all over the room. She remembered her gratitude at being allowed to have bedding to put in place just so into a kind of makeshift bed on the floor after practicing heeling and fetching. She remembered the strength of the compulsion to fix the bedding but not why she had felt it. She had enthusiastically offered her ass to the Alpha from her nest, purring and gyrating.

Vera tried not to see the images that gradually filtered into her head. She was lightheaded with the ramifications of all she had endured even as the prince was now being uncharacteristically sweet. He reassured her that to the school at large he would simply be her devoted, powerful, protective boyfriend. He had no plans to interrupt her education. He told her he was very proud of her academic success. His approval and kind words even soothed some of her raw vulnerability.

When he told her it was time for her pussy spanks, she obediently spread her legs.

“You always take your pussy spanks so well, baby.” Edmund praised when he had finished administering fifty pussy spanks to his frequently orgasming Omega. He kissed her and initiated lovemaking, facing her as he fucked her ass, something he had barely done during her heat and only towards the very end. Vera, despite being incredibly turned on, started to cry anew with humiliation and fear for her sore ass. She wasn't sure she could take it. He started off slowly but worked up to a brutal rhythm inside the whimpering girl. “Ask me for my knot, baby.” He played with her pussy.

“Please destroy my anus, master,” she asked softly.

“Good assfuck!”

She screamed and cried as he began inflating her anal opening, but still she came. The bulbous knot stretched her inflamed well-used hole as the self-satisfied Alpha purred for her.

Eventually, Edmund rolled them over and the deeply conflicted Omega fell asleep still joined to her master. Her asshole and dignity would never be the same.
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