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The alerts didn't sound like alarms—they pulsed like a migraine behind her eyes, red strobes that turned the server farm into a slaughterhouse. Sage's fingers froze above the keyboard, the code she'd been debugging suddenly irrelevant as automated shutters slammed down with the finality of a prison gate. Her auburn hair had escaped its tie hours ago, stress turning it into something wild and accusing across her shoulders.

The breach protocol lit up her secondary monitor in angry cascades. Someone had cracked the outer firewall—not just cracked it, but peeled it back like skin from an orange, layer by layer, with the kind of precision that made her stomach clench. Three years as senior analyst and she'd never seen penetration this clean.

Her hands were already pulling up trace logs when the doors burst open.

They didn't knock. The pack never knocked.

Krag came through first, massive shoulders filling the doorframe, his tactical vest straining against muscles that had no business fitting into standard-issue gear. Behind him, Thorne and Brock flanked something—someone—struggling between them. Riven brought up the rear, his hand on his sidearm like he expected the servers themselves to revolt.

And between Thorne and Brock, fighting like a caught animal: an orc she'd never seen before.

He was lean where the others were thick, all wire and sinew, with tattoos that crawled up his neck like accusations. His hair was shorter than regulation, shaved on the sides with a top-knot that someone had pierced through with a silver bar. Blood trickled from his split lip, but his grin was pure insolence.

"Sage." Krag's voice cut through the sirens. "Meet your new roommate."

She stood, chair scraping against concrete. "What the hell—"

"Jax." Krag jerked his chin at the captive. "Also known as Razor_null. Also known as the asshole who's been selling our protocols to the Syndicate for six months."

Jax spat blood onto the pristine server room floor. "Prove it."

Thorne slammed him forward, forcing him to his knees. The movement was practiced, brutal. Jax's wrists were already bound with standard restraints, but they wouldn't hold long—not with an orc's strength.

"I don't understand." Sage's pulse hammered in her throat. The breach was still unfolding on her screens, code bleeding across firewalls like a virus. "We need to contain—"

"We're evacuating." Krag pulled something from his vest. Small, sleek, glowing with bioluminescent markers. Biometric cuffs. "He's the leak. Which means he's your problem now."

The words didn't make sense. Nothing made sense. "My problem?"

"Protocol Seventeen." Krag's expression was granite. "Compromised asset gets paired with a handler. You're the only one cleared high enough." He moved forward, the cuffs catching the red emergency lights. "Hold out your wrist."

She backed up against her desk. "You can't be serious. I need to secure the—"

"The systems are fucked. Thirty seconds until full lockdown." Krag grabbed her wrist—not gently, never gently—and snapped the first cuff closed.

It bit into her skin like a living thing. Not tight enough to hurt, but warm, disturbingly warm, with a pulse that wasn't hers. The bioluminescent bands glowed softly, already calibrating.

"No." She tried to pull back, but Krag held firm. "Krag, this is insane—"

He grabbed Jax's bound wrists, cut the standard restraints with a tactical knife, and snapped the second cuff before the hacker could strike. The moment both cuffs locked, they synced—a pulse of light that ran from Sage's wrist to Jax's and back again.

Her heart stuttered.

Not metaphorically. Literally stuttered, like someone had reached into her chest and squeezed. The cuff tightened minutely, then relaxed, and she felt it—felt his pulse, felt the rush of adrenaline in his system, felt the sharp spike of pain from his split lip as if it were her own.

"Fuck." Jax's grin finally cracked. He felt it too.

"Biometric link." Krag stepped back, examining their joined wrists with satisfaction. "Tracks vitals, enforces proximity. You get more than ten feet apart, you both drop. Try to remove them, you both drop. And the best part?" His smile was cruel. "They share sensation. Nerve stimulation. Pain. Arousal." He let that last word hang. "Everything."

Sage's skin went cold, then hot. She could feel Jax's pulse racing alongside hers, feel the uncomfortable heat spreading from the cuff up her arm, feel—

She yanked her hand back instinctively. Jax stumbled forward with a grunt, dragged by the connection. His shoulder hit hers, solid and too warm, and the cuffs pulsed again.

This time the sensation shot lower. Between her thighs. A phantom touch that made her gasp.

Jax's eyes widened. He'd felt it too—felt her response mirrored in his own body.

"Move." Thorne grabbed her other arm. "Bunker's twenty minutes out."

They hauled her forward and Jax had no choice but to follow, their steps immediately awkward, uncoordinated. Every stumble sent new signals through the cuffs—his irritation became her headache, her fear became the metallic taste in his mouth.

The facility blurred past in emergency lighting. Other analysts were already gone, evacuated through different protocols. The pack moved with military efficiency, Brock on point, Riven scanning corners like they expected ambush.

Outside, the transport idled in the loading bay, armored and ugly. They shoved her and Jax into the back compartment, a space barely large enough for the pack let alone two additional bodies. She ended up pressed against Jax's side, his lean frame harder than it looked, smelling of copper and something else—something that made her hindbrain sit up and take notice despite her fury.

"I didn't leak anything." Jax's voice was low, meant only for her. The cuffs made it intimate, his words vibrating through the link. "They're wrong."

"Shut up." But her voice came out breathless. Every bounce of the transport sent their shoulders colliding, the cuffs interpreting each impact as stimulus. Her body was responding in ways she couldn't control—warmth pooling low in her belly, nipples tightening against her tactical shirt.

He noticed. Of course he noticed. The cuffs made sure of that.

His grin returned, bloody and knowing. "This is going to be fun."

She wanted to hit him. The cuffs translated her anger into a pulse of heat that made them both gasp. Krag watched from across the transport, his expression calculating.

The bunker announced itself with concrete and diesel fumes. Rural, isolated, the kind of place that didn't exist on official maps. They descended through reinforced doors, past checkpoints that scanned their biometrics, into a command center that hummed with generator power.

Monitors lined the walls, cycling through drone feeds and satellite imagery. The air was thick, recycled, tasting of metal and stale sweat. Emergency protocols had been activated—she could see it in the sealed vents, the triple-locked doors.

Lockdown procedures.

Her heart sank.

"Welcome home." Krag shoved them toward the center of the room, where a steel table held monitoring equipment. "You're going to tell us everything you sold. Every buyer, every protocol, every access code." He looked at Sage. "And you're going to make sure he cooperates."

The cuffs pulsed again, stronger this time. She felt Jax's body responding to the stress—or to something else. Heat. Unmistakable heat.

She looked down. The cuffs glowed brighter, and she realized with horror that they weren't just syncing their vitals anymore.

They were syncing their cycles.

And from the musk suddenly thick in the air, from the way every orc in the room went still and alert, she knew exactly what that meant.

Rut. The cuffs were forcing them into a synchronized rut.

"No." She backed up. Jax moved with her, his expression shifting from cocky to alarmed. "Krag, you can't—this isn't protocol—"

"New protocols." His smile was all teeth. "For new threats. You wanted to handle breaches?" He stepped closer, crowding her space until she could smell his musk mixing with the diesel. "Handle this one."



The command center's monitors cast everything in shades of blue and grey, surveillance feeds cycling through empty corridors while Sage's world narrowed to the cuff's pulse and Krag's hands on Jax's vest. He tore it open with casual violence, buckles snapping, tactical fabric splitting.

"Protocol's simple." Krag's voice was business-like, clinical, as if he were explaining a software update rather than whatever horror he was about to demonstrate. "Breaches compromise operational security. Can't trust standard interrogation. Can't trust anything." He yanked Jax's shirt up and over his head, exposing lean muscle and more tattoos—circuit patterns that crawled across his ribs like binary code. "But biology? Biology doesn't lie."

Sage tried to step back. The cuffs yanked her forward, Jax stumbling with her. Their hips collided and the contact sent sparks through the link—his alarm mixing with her dread mixing with something neither of them wanted to acknowledge.

"What are you doing?" Her voice came out higher than she intended.

"Collection." Krag nodded to Brock, who moved behind Jax with mechanical efficiency. More restraints—these ones mounted to the steel table. They forced Jax down, bent forward, wrists locked to the far edge. The position left him exposed, vulnerable.

The cuffs kept Sage close enough to see everything.

"Genetic material contains encrypted biological markers." Krag circled the table like a predator examining prey. "Pheromone signatures, stress hormones, truth indicators we're still cataloging. When an orc's in rut, those markers intensify. Quadruple concentration." His hand went to Jax's belt. "And when you force a milking? They can't fake the response."

"Jesus Christ." Jax's voice was ragged. He pulled against the restraints but Brock had secured them well. "This is illegal—"

"We're past legal." Krag unbuckled the belt, pulled it free with a snap of leather. "You sold us out. Now you pay up."

The pants came next. Jax wore nothing underneath—tactical choice or personal preference, it didn't matter. What mattered was what Sage could suddenly see, what she couldn't look away from even as her stomach twisted.

He was already half-hard. The cuffs had been working on him since they locked, forcing arousal through the synchronization whether he wanted it or not. His cock was pierced—a silver bar through the head that matched the one in his topknot. And at the base, she could see it already beginning: the knot.

Orcs didn't knot like this normally. Not outside of true heat, not without a partner. But the cuffs were hacking their biology, rewriting their responses.

She felt it. Felt his humiliation and unwanted arousal tangled together, felt the phantom weight of his cock as if it were attached to her own body, felt the silver piercing like a cold point of focus.

"Don't." Her voice cracked. "Krag, please—"

"You feel it?" Krag looked at her, something dark and satisfied in his expression. "Good. That's the point." He pulled on a glove—reinforced, textured. "You're going to feel everything he feels. Every interrogation. Every milking. Every time we extract." His gloved hand wrapped around Jax's shaft. "And he's going to feel you."

The first stroke punched a gasp from both of them.

Sage's knees buckled. Riven caught her, held her upright, but she could barely process his grip through the overwhelming sensation—the pressure of Krag's hand, the drag of texture against sensitive skin, the silver piercing catching and tugging.

"Fuck." Jax's forehead hit the table. His whole body went rigid.

Krag worked with methodical precision, each stroke calculated. This wasn't pleasure—it was extraction. His thumb pressed hard against the base, forcing blood into the developing knot, making it swell faster than natural. The piercing glinted with each pull, a point of intensity that the cuffs translated into sharp spikes behind Sage's eyes.

She could feel her own body responding. Heat pooling between her thighs, slickness beginning despite her horror. Her nipples ached against her tactical shirt, hypersensitive, as if Krag's gloved hand were touching her instead.

"There it is." Krag's voice held satisfaction. The knot was swelling properly now, engorged and darkening. "Thorne, vial."

Thorne moved with the efficiency of practice. He produced a reinforced collection vial, something that looked medical and obscene at once, and positioned it beneath Jax's cock.

Krag's grip tightened on the knot. Squeezed. Jax made a sound that wasn't quite human—animal and desperate.

The first pulse of cum hit the vial with force enough to splash. Thick, pearlescent in the blue monitor light. The knot throbbed in Krag's grip and more followed, pulse after pulse, the piercing directing the flow.

Sage felt the orgasm tear through the link. Felt the release she wasn't allowed to have, felt pleasure-pain that made her vision white out at the edges. Her cunt clenched on nothing, desperate, as Jax's body gave up what Krag was taking.

But there was no relief for her. The cuffs made sure of that. They let her feel the pleasure but denied the release, leaving her balanced on a knife's edge of need.

"Double yield." Krag held up the vial. Under the UV light mounted near the monitors, it glowed—bioluminescent markers lighting up in patterns she recognized as genetic encoding. "See that? Pure, unfiltered. Every marker intact." He capped the vial, handed it to Brock. "That's what we need."

Jax was shaking, still locked in the restraints, his cock still hard despite the forced orgasm. The knot hadn't gone down. If anything, it looked larger.

"Your turn."

Sage didn't understand until Thorne grabbed her cuffed wrist, pulling her forward. Jax's wrist came with it, their joined hands dragging across the table until they reached his shaft.

"No." She tried to pull back but Thorne's grip was iron. "I'm not—I won't—"

"Touch him." Krag's voice allowed no argument. "The cuffs need contact. Direct contact. Otherwise the sync breaks and you both seize."

He was lying. She knew he was lying. But Thorne was forcing her hand down, wrapping her fingers and Jax's together around his still-hard cock, and the moment they made contact the cuffs pulsed so hard she saw stars.

The feedback loop was immediate and overwhelming. She felt her own hand on him—felt the heat of his shaft, the texture of the piercing, the throb of the knot. But she also felt his sensation of being touched—felt her small hand's pressure translated through his nerve endings, and felt how the dual grip affected him.

Pre-cum was already leaking from the piercing, coating their fingers. Slick and warm and obscene.

"Move." Krag stood behind her, his bulk crowding her against the table. "Stroke him. Show me you understand what he took from us."

"He's not pack." The words came out broken. Her hand was already moving, the cuffs forcing coordination even as she resisted. Jax's hand moved with hers, their fingers tangled, sliding through his own pre-cum. "You can't make me—"

"Can't?" Krag's breath was hot against her neck. "You're already doing it."

She was. Their joined hands were working his shaft, the knot, the piercing. Every stroke sent sensation doubling back through the cuffs—she felt herself touching him and felt him being touched, pleasure multiplying until she couldn't tell where she ended and he began.

Her tactical pants were soaked through. Slickness dripped down her inner thighs, a betrayal her body committed without permission. The cuffs interpreted her arousal and fed it back to Jax, who groaned against the table.

"Please." She didn't know if she was begging Krag or the cuffs or her own traitorous nervous system. "I can't—"

"You can." His hand covered theirs, forcing their grip tighter on Jax's knot. "And you will. For every breach. Every protocol he sold. Every asset he compromised." He squeezed, hard enough to make them both cry out. "You'll milk him dry."

The knot pulsed under their joined hands. Jax was close again—impossibly, already close. The cuffs had him trapped in a feedback loop of forced arousal, no recovery period, no respite.

Thorne appeared with another vial.

"No rest," Krag murmured in her ear, his voice almost gentle. "Not for traitors. Not for their handlers." His hand guided theirs, faster now, rougher. "Make him come."

She couldn't stop her hips from rolling forward, seeking friction against nothing. Couldn't stop the whimper that escaped when Jax's cock throbbed in their grip. Couldn't stop anything.

The second orgasm hit them both. Jax shouted, muffled against the table, his cum pulsing into the vial in thick ropes. Sage felt it tear through her—phantom orgasm that wracked her body without relief, pleasure that had nowhere to go.

Her thighs trembled. Gave out. Only Krag's grip kept her upright as sensation crashed through the link, drowning her in Jax's forced release while her own body screamed for what it couldn't have.

When she could see again, both vials were full. Glowing under UV like captured starlight. Jax was slumped in his restraints, chest heaving, cock still obscenely hard.

And she was dripping, aching, every nerve ending lit up and begging.

"Good." Krag released her. She sagged against the table, barely aware of Brock releasing Jax's restraints. "Now you understand the protocol." His smile was predatory. "And we've only just started lockdown procedures."



They dragged her through concrete corridors that all looked the same—emergency strips casting red shadows that made her think of warning labels on medication bottles, side effects may include loss of autonomy. Jax stumbled beside her, their cuffed wrists forcing coordination neither wanted. The generator's rumble followed them, a bass note that vibrated through the bunker's bones.

The bunk room wasn't meant for comfort. Steel walls, narrow space, a reinforced cot that looked like it belonged in a prison. The ceiling was low enough that Krag had to duck, and when he shoved them both inside, the door sealed with a magnetic lock that made Sage's teeth ache.

"Strip her." Krag's command was casual, directed at Jax like he was asking him to file paperwork.

"Fuck yourself." Jax's defiance sounded hollow. The cuffs were still working on them both, pheromones flooding the small space, making it hard to think past the heat.

Krag moved faster than something his size should. His hand fisted in Sage's tactical jumpsuit, found the reinforced seam, and tore. The fabric split from collar to crotch with a sound like ripping canvas.

She clawed at him. Caught his jaw with her nails, drew blood. The small victory lasted exactly as long as it took for the cuffs to translate her violent arousal into feedback—pleasure-pain that made her gasp and arch involuntarily.

Krag grinned through the blood. "That's it. Fight harder."

He peeled the jumpsuit off her shoulders, down her arms, exposing her sports bra and the sweat-slicked skin beneath. Her breasts had swollen during the forced rut, straining against the fabric. When he tore that too, they spilled free, nipples dark and tight.

Jax made a sound low in his throat. The cuffs translated his hunger directly into her nervous system. She felt his cock harden further—hadn't thought that was possible after two forced orgasms—felt the piercing catching against his tactical pants.

"Look at you." Krag's hands moved to her hips, dragging the jumpsuit down. "Already dripping. Already ready." His thumb pressed against her through the soaked panel of her underwear. "The cuffs don't lie."

"I hate you." But her hips rolled forward into the pressure, betraying her. The slickness had soaked through completely, coating her inner thighs, making her smell like heat and desperation.

He ripped the underwear off. The elastic burned against her skin before it gave way.

She stood naked between them, chest heaving, every nerve ending exposed. The cuffs pulsed steadily, syncing her arousal to Jax's, feeding the rut cycle until she couldn't remember what it felt like to not burn.

Krag stripped with military efficiency. His cock stood obscenely large against his stomach, the knot at the base already partially swollen. Ready for her.

"On the cot." He didn't wait for compliance. His hands spanned her waist, lifting her like she weighed nothing, dropping her onto the narrow mattress.

The cot creaked under their combined weight. Sage tried to scramble backward but there was nowhere to go. Her back hit the steel wall, cold against her overheated skin.

Krag forced her thighs apart with his knees. Positioned himself between them. His cock was hot against her entrance, the knot pressing thick and demanding.

"Don't." The word came out desperate. "Krag, please, I can't—"

"You can." He thrust forward.

The penetration stole her breath. He was too large, the angle wrong, her body unprepared despite the slickness. The stretch burned as he forced deeper, splitting her open, making room where there wasn't any.

She screamed. The sound echoed off steel walls, feeding back through the cuffs so Jax felt her pain alongside his own sympathetic arousal. His cock leaked against his pants, the piercing creating a wet spot.

Krag didn't stop. Didn't slow. He bottomed out with the knot pressed against her entrance, not inside yet but promising. His hands gripped her hips hard enough to bruise, holding her in place.

"Breathe." His voice was almost gentle. "Your body knows what to do."

It did. That was the horror. Her cunt was already adjusting, internal muscles accepting the intrusion, slickness increasing to ease the way. The cuffs made sure her body cooperated even as her mind screamed.

He pulled back. Thrust again. The drag of his cock against her inner walls sent sparks up her spine, pleasure tangling with the pain until she couldn't separate them.

"Move." Krag's command wasn't directed at her.

Jax had been standing frozen, his cuffed wrist pulling Sage's arm at an awkward angle. Now Krag grabbed his shirt, tore it off, and worked his pants open. Jax's cock sprang free, the piercing glinting, pre-cum already dripping from the forced arousal.

"Behind her." Krag's rhythm didn't falter, each thrust pushing Sage forward on the narrow cot. "Share the breach, asset."

Understanding hit like ice water. "No. No, not both—"

But Krag was pulling her up, forcing her to straddle his lap, his cock still buried inside her. The new angle drove him deeper, the knot pressing insistently at her entrance. Her cuffed wrist dragged Jax forward, forcing him onto the cot behind her.

She felt his chest against her back, lean muscle and overheated skin. Felt his cock press against her rear, slick with pre-cum, the piercing catching against her rim.

"Can't." She was babbling, panic rising. "Too much, I can't take both—"

"You can." Jax's voice in her ear, rough with his own reluctance and forced need. "The cuffs will make you."

He pushed forward.

The pressure was impossible. Her body locked up, every muscle rigid against the intrusion. But Jax's hands joined Krag's on her hips, and together they pulled her down, forcing both penetrations simultaneously.

The stretch was agony. She felt herself tearing, felt her body breaking around them, felt too full, too split, too much—

The cuffs pulsed hard enough to white out her vision.

When sensation returned, they were both inside her. Krag's cock filling her cunt, Jax's stretching her rear, the thin wall between them compressed by their combined girth. The piercing added texture, a point of almost-pain that the cuffs magnified into strange pleasure.

"It's splitting me." The words slurred together. She couldn't breathe properly, couldn't think past the overwhelming fullness.

"Not splitting." Krag's hands tightened on her hips. "Claiming."

They moved. Not gently, not carefully. Krag thrust up as Jax pulled back, creating a rhythm that meant she was never empty, never given a moment to adjust. Each thrust forced the air from her lungs. Each drag of pierced and swollen flesh against overstretched nerves rewrote her understanding of her body's limits.

The knots began to swell.

She felt them both—felt Krag's knot pressing harder at her entrance with each thrust, felt Jax's growing behind her, both of them responding to the tight heat and the forced rut.

"Can't knot." She tried to rise, to escape, but four hands held her pinned. "Please, you'll break me—"

"We'll make you perfect." Krag's voice was gravel and promise. He slammed up hard, forcing his knot past her entrance.

It locked with an audible pop. Sage's shriek was animal, her body convulsing around the sudden invasion. The knot swelled further inside her, locking them together, pressing against nerves she didn't know existed.

And then Jax thrust hard, forcing his own knot into her rear.

The second pop, the second lock, the second impossible stretch—it shattered something in her. The orgasm hit like a seizure, violent and unstoppable, her body clamping down on both knots simultaneously.

They roared in unison. Krag's cum flooded her cunt in hot pulses, each wave forced deeper by the locked knot. Jax filled her rear, the pressure building with nowhere to escape. She felt it all—felt both of them emptying into her, felt her belly distending slightly from the sheer volume, felt the cuffs translating triple pleasure-feedback until she couldn't tell whose orgasm she was experiencing.

The climax didn't end. It rolled through her in waves, each pulse of cum triggering new contractions, new pleasure-pain, new overwhelming sensation. She was screaming but couldn't hear it over the blood rushing in her ears.

When it finally subsided, she hung limp between them. Both knots remained locked, keeping them joined. Cum leaked around the imperfect seals, coating her thighs, soaking the cot beneath them.

Krag's hand came up to cup her jaw, forcing her to meet his eyes. "Now you're ours."

Jax's forehead pressed against her shoulder blade, his breathing ragged against her skin.

She couldn't respond. Could barely process. Her body was a live wire, double-seeded and double-claimed, split on two knots that showed no sign of deflating.

The bunker's generators rumbled on, indifferent to what had just been done in the narrow bunk room. The emergency lights cast everything in shades of red.

And the cuffs pulsed steadily, already building toward the next cycle.



The knots deflated slowly, reluctantly, leaving her hollowed out and leaking when they finally pulled free. Sage couldn't stand—didn't try. Krag lifted her like she was something fragile, though they'd just proven she wasn't, and carried her through the bunker's corridors with Jax forced to follow by the cuffs.

The surveillance hub was larger than the bunk room, but not by much. What it lacked in space it made up for in screens—dozens of them, covering every wall, each cycling through camera feeds from throughout the facility. And several, she realized with cold dread, showed the bunk room they'd just left. Different angles. Close-ups. Everything they'd done was captured in high definition.

"Set her down here." Thorne patted the main console, a steel surface covered in controls and readouts. "Camera three has the best angle."

They positioned her on the console like she was equipment. The metal was cold against her overheated skin, her back pressed flat, legs hanging over the edge. Jax stood beside her, their cuffed wrists keeping him close, his expression unreadable.

The monitors shifted. Suddenly half of them showed live feed—her, naked and marked, spread on the console. Different angles: overhead, side view, close-up on her face, another on her exposed cunt still leaking their cum.

"Everyone can see." Her voice was wrecked, barely recognizable.

"That's the point." Riven adjusted one of the cameras manually, zooming in. "Evidence. Documentation. Proof of compliance." His smile was thin. "You wanted to handle breaches. This is how we handle them now."

Brock moved between her thighs. His cock was already hard, thick and demanding. But he didn't enter her—not yet. He looked at Krag.

"Share?" The word was almost a challenge.

Krag's grin was sharp. "Why not? Asset can take it."

Horror dawned slowly. "You can't mean—both of you? In the same—"

"Same hole." Brock positioned himself, the head of his cock pressing against her entrance. She was slick with their previous cum, stretched from the double-knotting, but this was different. This was two in a hole meant for one.

Krag joined him, his cock pressing alongside Brock's. Together they pushed forward.

The stretch was immediate and brutal. Her body resisted, muscles clamping down in self-preservation. But four hands gripped her hips, holding her in place as they forced their way inside.

She felt herself tearing. Felt the thin walls stretching beyond capacity. Felt—

The cuffs pulsed, dumping endorphins and forced arousal into her system. Pain transmuted into something else, something her mind couldn't process as anything but overwhelming sensation.

They were both inside her cunt. Two massive cocks sharing space that shouldn't accommodate one, let alone two. The pressure was astronomical. She couldn't breathe around it, couldn't think.

On the monitors, she watched her own face contort. Watched her belly distend slightly from the double intrusion. Watched close-ups of her cunt stretched obscenely around both shafts.

"Milk the lockdown." Brock grunted, pulling back fractionally. When he thrust again, Krag did too, their rhythm synchronized.

The friction was maddening. She felt every ridge, every vein, felt them sliding against each other inside her. Her body produced more slickness in desperation, trying to ease the impossible penetration.

"Can't." She was begging, and didn't care. "Please, too much—"

"Not enough yet." Riven appeared at her head, his cock level with her face. He gripped her jaw, forcing her mouth open. "You've got more holes."

He pushed into her mouth as Brock and Krag filled her cunt. The taste was salt and musk, the piercing catching against her teeth. He didn't wait for her to adjust, just thrust deep until she gagged.

The suffocation was immediate. She couldn't breathe around his girth, couldn't pull back with Riven's hands in her hair holding her in place. Couldn't do anything but take it as he fucked her throat in time with the others' rhythm.

Tears streamed down her temples. On the monitors, she watched herself being used—watched her throat bulge with Riven's cock, watched her cunt stretched around two others, watched the way her body betrayed her with slickness and involuntary responses.

"She's ours." Krag's voice held satisfaction and something darker—possessiveness that bordered on violence. "Prove it."

Thorne and Jax moved in tandem. Sage felt hands on her hips, adjusting her angle, lifting her slightly. Felt pressure against her rear—not one cock, but two.

Her muffled scream vibrated around Riven's shaft. He groaned, thrust deeper, cutting off even that small protest.

They entered her rear together. Thorne and Jax, their cocks forcing her already abused hole to stretch impossibly. The pain was white-hot, nerves screaming as her body accommodated a fourth and fifth simultaneous penetration.

She was full. Completely, utterly full. Two cocks in her cunt grinding against each other, two in her rear doing the same, one down her throat. Every hole stretched and claimed. No part of her unused.

The pack moved as one. Thrust in rhythm, their groans harmonizing. On the monitors, the cameras captured everything—the way her body moved with their thrusts, the way cum and slickness leaked from every penetration, the way her eyes rolled back when sensation overwhelmed conscious thought.

"She can take it." Brock's voice was awed. "Fuck, she's taking all of us."

"Told you." Krag's rhythm didn't falter. "Perfect asset. Perfect omega."

The knots began swelling. All four of them, responding to the tight heat and the rut and the competitive drive to claim her most thoroughly. She felt them growing inside her, stretching her further, and knew with absolute certainty that she couldn't accommodate four knots.

They proved her wrong.

Brock knotted first, his swelling cock forcing itself deeper into her cunt. Krag followed immediately after, his knot pressing against Brock's, somehow finding space that didn't exist. The double lock was agony-ecstasy, her cunt clamping down involuntarily.

Then Thorne and Jax, their knots swelling in her rear, creating the same impossible fullness. The pressure built until she thought she'd split apart, until the cuffs dumped so much forced pleasure into her system that pain became irrelevant.

Riven came in her throat, hot pulses she had to swallow or choke on. The others followed—all four knots locked and pulsing, flooding her with cum that had nowhere to go. Her belly swelled visibly, distended from the sheer volume. Cum leaked around the imperfect seals, coating everything.

Her orgasm was violent. Seizure-like. Every muscle locked as sensation shorted out her nervous system. The cuffs fed back the pleasure five-fold, translating each orc's climax into hers, until she couldn't tell where she ended and they began.

On the monitors, the cameras captured her breaking. Captured the moment her eyes went glassy and her body went limp, still impaled on four locked knots, still filled beyond capacity.

"Live feed." Thorne's voice came from far away. "Beautiful."

She quivered, unable to move, body a recording device for their possession. The pack stayed locked inside her, their knots showing no sign of deflating, their hands possessive on her marked skin.

And the cameras recorded it all.



The water ran cold because she'd been under it too long, but Sage couldn't make herself care. The decontamination shower's tile was institutional white, harsh overhead lights turning everything clinical. She'd counted the grout lines twice, trying to anchor herself to something concrete while her body processed what had been done to it.

The knots had eventually deflated. All four of them, reluctant and slow. They'd pulled out of her with wet sounds that echoed off the surveillance hub's walls, leaving her gaping and leaking. Someone—Brock, maybe—had carried her here, set her under the spray, told her she had an hour.

That was thirty minutes ago.

She traced the marks on her hips—bruises in the shape of fingers, five different sets of hands that had gripped her hard enough to break capillaries. Her thighs were streaked with cum and slickness, still leaking despite the water. Between her legs, she was swollen, tender, reshaped by repeated claiming.

And her breasts. She touched them carefully, wincing. They'd grown heavier during the forced rut, nipples darkened and hypersensitive. When she pressed experimentally, a drop of white appeared.

Lactation. Her body had progressed to lactation.

"Jesus." The word fell flat in the tiled space.

She should be horrified. Should be planning escape, filing complaints, documenting trauma. But the cuffs pulsed steadily on her wrist, still connected to Jax wherever he was in the bunker, and all she felt was a strange hollowness. Not empty—marked. Changed. Claimed in ways that went deeper than physical.

The shower door opened.

All five of them. Krag, Jax, Thorne, Brock, Riven. Naked and already hardening, responding to the pheromones that still saturated the air. The small shower space couldn't accommodate them all, but they pressed in anyway, crowding her against the tile.

"Hour's not up." Her voice came out steadier than expected.

"Don't need an hour." Krag's hand cupped her breast, thumb circling the leaking nipple. "Need to finish the protocol."

The cuffs pulsed. She felt Jax's arousal mixing with her own, and felt the feedback loop starting again. But this time, something was different. This time, instead of fear or resistance, she felt...

Possessiveness.

They'd marked her. Claimed her. Made her into something that belonged to them. And the territorial part of her hindbrain, the part the cuffs had awakened, wanted them marked in return.

"I hate sharing." The confession slipped out unbidden.

Krag's smile was slow. "Then don't."

She looked at each of them in turn. Saw the wanting in their expressions, yes, but also something else—recognition. They saw her now. Not as an analyst or asset or victim. As a pack.

As omega.

"Knot me." Her hands went to Krag's chest, then Jax's, pulling them closer. "Secure me."

Permission and demand both. They responded like she'd triggered a switch.

Krag lifted her against the tile, her back pressed to cold ceramic. His cock found her entrance without guidance, slick and ready despite the soreness. He thrust in with one smooth movement, filling her.

Before she could adjust, Jax positioned himself. Not behind her this time—in front, his cock pressing alongside Krag's at her entrance.

"Both." She heard herself say it. "Both in my cunt."

They'd done it once already, but this time felt different. This time she was asking. Begging. Her hands guided Jax's shaft alongside Krag's, and helped him push inside.

The stretch made her gasp—pain-pleasure that the cuffs magnified into something transcendent. Two cocks filling her cunt, stretching her around their combined girth, the piercings adding texture that scraped against oversensitized nerves.

Riven's cock pressed at her lips. She opened for him without hesitation, took him deep, hollowed her cheeks and sucked like she was starving for it.

Thorne and Brock positioned themselves on either side, their cocks in her hands. She stroked them in rhythm with the thrusts filling her cunt and throat, milking them, claiming them.

The knots began to swell.

She felt Krag's and Jax's competing for space inside her, felt her body stretching to accommodate both. The pressure built until she thought she'd burst, until the cuffs dumped pleasure into the pain, until she couldn't tell them apart anymore.

"More." The word came out muffled around Riven's cock.

Thorne moved behind her, his shaft pressing against her rear. One more intrusion, one more claiming. He pushed inside and she took him, took all of them, let them fill every hole simultaneously.

Her breasts were leaking steadily now, milk running down her ribs. Brock noticed first—pulled back from her stroking hand and lowered his mouth to her nipple. Latched on and sucked.

The sensation was electric. Her body responded immediately, milk letting down in earnest, feeding directly into his mouth. He groaned around her nipple, drinking, and Riven pulled from her mouth to take the other breast.

They fed from her while the others knotted. Krag's swelled first, then Jax's immediately after, both knots locking in her cunt simultaneously. The stretch was impossible, devastating, perfect. Thorne knotted her rear, his shaft swelling and locking deep.

She came apart. The orgasm tore through her like a storm, violent and cleansing, reshaping her from the inside. She clamped down on all three knots, milking them, and they pulsed in unison—flooding her with cum until her belly distended, until she felt it in her throat, until there was more of them inside her than there was of her.

Brock and Riven came in her hands, hot streaks painting her breasts, mixing with the milk still leaking. Their groans echoed off tile, harmonizing with her broken moans.

When sensation returned, she was held between them. Three knots locked inside her, two mouths still nursing at her breasts, all of them connected in a tangle of limbs and fluids and possession.

"Breach contained." Krag's voice was rough. "Lockdown successful."

Sage laughed—broken sound, but genuine. "Is that what we're calling it?"

Through the open shower door, she could see the monitors in the adjacent room. Surveillance feeds cycling through cameras. And there, on screen six: replay footage from the hub. Her own face, eyes rolled back in ecstasy, body impaled on multiple cocks, being used and claimed and surrendered.

She watched herself break. Watched herself become this.

And felt, surprisingly, no regret. Only a fierce satisfaction, a territorial pride. They'd marked her, yes. But she'd marked them back. Made them need her, made them compete for her, made herself indispensable.

The cuffs pulsed steadily, linking her to Jax but also to all of them through claiming. Pack bonds forming in real-time, biochemistry rewriting social contracts.

"Mine." She whispered it against Krag's shoulder. Not possession of them—recognition of her role. Pack omega. Center point. The one they'd kill to keep.

On the monitors, the surveillance loops repeated. Her surrender played again and again, archived evidence of her transformation.

The knots showed no signs of deflating. The rut cycle would continue—hours, maybe days, the cuffs forcing synchronized heat until every genetic marker had been cataloged, every interrogation completed.

She settled into their hold, let the water continue to run cold, let the milk leak from her breasts into eager mouths. Let herself be exactly what they'd made her: secured, claimed, possessed.

And possessive in return.

Outside the shower, somewhere in the bunker's concrete maze, the breach alerts finally went silent. Protocols satisfied. Assets secured. The mission accomplished through methods that would never appear in official reports.

Sage closed her eyes and let the pack hold her, their knots keeping her full, their marks keeping her claimed. The monitors would keep recording. The cuffs would keep pulsing. The lockdown would keep them here in this concrete warren until someone decided they were safe to release.

She hoped it took a long time.

The water finally ran warm, steam filling the shower stall, fogging the tile. Through the mist, the monitors glowed—eternal witnesses to what she'd become.

Unbreakable. Omega. Theirs.

And they, somehow, impossibly, hers.
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