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The elevator hummed its familiar tone as it climbed past the seventieth floor, and Sage watched her reflection multiply in the mirrored walls—twenty versions of herself in a charcoal blazer, auburn hair pulled into a bun so tight it made her temples ache. She clutched her tablet against her ribs, the screen displaying threat assessments she'd compiled over the weekend, data points that would justify her promotion to senior analyst. The biometric scanner blinked green at her wrist, and she felt a small satisfaction at being one of the few with access to the eightieth floor. She'd earned this. Three years of twelve-hour days, of modeling worst-case scenarios, of being the person who saw the cracks before they became fissures.

The doors slid open with a pneumatic sigh, and her satisfaction died in her throat.

Four orcs filled the reception area, their bulk making the space feel suddenly cramped despite its executive proportions. They wore tactical vests over compression shirts that did nothing to hide the architecture of their muscles, and each carried enough weaponry to stage a coup. Sage's training kicked in automatically—assess the threat, categorize the variables—but her mind stuttered over details that didn't belong in a risk model.

The largest one stepped forward, and she recognized him from security briefings: Krag, team leader of the enhanced protection unit. His tusks curved up from his lower jaw, one of them scored with old scars that caught the fluorescent light. He wore his tactical vest like a second skin, pouches and clips arranged with military precision, and when he looked at her, his eyes were the color of gunmetal.

Behind him stood Thorne, leaner but no less intimidating, his silence more pronounced than the others' presence. He held himself like a blade at rest, and Sage noticed the way his hands hung loose at his sides, ready for violence or restraint with equal efficiency.

Brock was the widest, thick through the shoulders and chest, his jaw set in what looked like a permanent scowl. A low growl rumbled from somewhere in his chest, not quite threatening but far from friendly.

The fourth orc, Riven, had a pierced earpiece that glinted when he tilted his head, studying her with an expression she couldn't parse. His features were sharper than the others', almost elegant despite the tusks, and something about the way he watched her made her spine straighten defensively.

The air between them felt different than the climate-controlled sterility she was used to—there was weight to it, a thickness that made her aware of her breathing. Their scent reached her, subtle but distinct, something earthy and male that her body registered before her mind could categorize it as threat or safety.

Krag grunted, the sound resonant in his chest. "You're the asset now."

Sage blinked. "Excuse me?"

"Contract reassignment," Krag said, pulling a tablet from his vest. "Executive override. You're under enhanced protection protocols effective immediately."

She felt her grip tighten on her own tablet, the edges pressing into her palms. "I'm a risk analyst. I analyze threats, I don't—I'm not an asset that requires bodyguards."

"Not your decision," Brock rumbled, and his voice was lower than Krag's, textured like gravel under boots.

Sage's mind raced through the possibilities. Corporate espionage. Compromised data. Someone had flagged her as a vulnerability, which meant someone thought she knew something worth protecting. Or worth taking. She opened her mouth to argue protocol, to cite the chain of command, but Krag was already moving.

He nodded to Thorne, who produced two metal cuffs from a case at his belt. They looked medical, gleaming and precise, with a faint blue glow along their inner edges.

"Wait," Sage said, taking a step back. The elevator doors had closed behind her. "You can't just—those are biometric restraints. Those are for hostile assets."

"Enhanced protection protocols," Krag repeated, and there was no room for negotiation in his tone. "Tracking, monitoring, stimulus regulation. Standard procedure."

Thorne moved with unsettling speed for someone his size, and before Sage could retreat further, his hands closed around her wrists—not painful, but utterly immovable. His skin was warm, warmer than hers, and she felt the texture of calluses against her pulse points.

The first cuff clicked into place around her left wrist with a sound that felt too final, too much like a door closing. The metal was cool at first, then adjusted to her body temperature, the blue glow pulsing once, twice, finding the rhythm of her heartbeat. She felt a faint vibration, something that resonated through her bones and made her teeth ache.

"This is insane," she said, but her voice came out thinner than she wanted. "I have rights. Corporate policy requires—"

The second cuff snapped shut around her right wrist, and the glow synchronized between both restraints, pulsing in perfect time with her heart. The vibration intensified for a moment, and she felt it travel up her arms, spreading through her chest, settling lower—

She swallowed hard. That wasn't supposed to happen.

"Stimulus regulation," Riven said, speaking for the first time. His voice was cleaner than the others', almost musical. "Keeps the asset calm. Responsive."

Sage looked down at the cuffs, at the way they'd molded to fit her wrists exactly, the glow painting her skin blue with each pulse. She tugged experimentally, but they didn't move, didn't even shift. Her tablet clattered to the floor.

"This is a mistake," she said. "I need to speak to my supervisor. I need—"

Krag's hand settled on her shoulder, heavy and hot through her blazer. "War room," he said. "Briefing. Then you'll understand the contract terms."

They moved around her, not quite touching but close enough that she felt surrounded, their bodies radiating heat that made the air feel dense. Brock retrieved her tablet, his thick fingers surprisingly careful with the device, and tucked it under one arm. Thorne took point, Riven fell in behind her, and Krag's hand remained on her shoulder, steering her forward.

The corridor stretched ahead, all glass and steel and filtered sunlight from windows that overlooked the city. Her heels clicked against the polished floor, and she was aware of their boots flanking her, the synchronized rhythm of their movement. Professional. Military. Inescapable.

Their scent intensified as they walked, or maybe she just noticed it more now that her heart was hammering and the cuffs were pulsing against her wrists like a second heartbeat. It wasn't unpleasant. That was the problem. It was earthy and warm, something that made her think of sweat and skin and—

She shook her head sharply, trying to clear it. This was a security protocol. A mistake, probably, some algorithm that had flagged her file incorrectly, but still professional. Still corporate. There was no reason for her body to respond like this, for the warmth to pool low in her belly, for her thighs to press together as she walked.

The cuffs pulsed, and she felt an answering flutter between her legs that made her stumble slightly. Krag's grip tightened, keeping her upright, and she heard Brock's low chuckle behind her.

"Stimulus regulation working," Riven observed, clinical despite the heat she felt radiating from his body at her back.

Her face burned. This was wrong. This was—

The war room doors opened ahead, and she saw holographic displays flickering in the darkness beyond, threat maps and data streams that looked like the work she did every day. Familiar territory. She could handle this. She could figure out the mistake and correct it and get these fucking cuffs off her wrists.

But as they escorted her across the threshold, Krag's thumb pressed against the side of her neck, finding her pulse, and he rumbled something that sounded like approval. The warmth in her belly spread, and she felt her panties grow damp despite every professional instinct screaming at her to stay focused.

Her mind raced through protocols and procedures, through corporate hierarchies and complaint channels, but her body betrayed her with each pulse of the cuffs, each breath of their scent, each point of contact where their hands guided her forward into the war room's controlled darkness.



The war room smelled like ozone and recycled air, the holographic displays casting blue shadows across tactical tables and reinforced consoles. Sage's eyes adjusted slowly to the dimness, picking out threat maps that shifted and flickered with data streams she recognized from her own reports—geopolitical hotspots, corporate espionage vectors, assassination probability matrices. This was her world, familiar despite the circumstances, and she clung to that familiarity like a lifeline as Krag guided her toward the center of the room where a medical case sat open on the table, rows of sterile vials gleaming under the holographic light.

The hum of server fans filled the silence, and beneath it she heard the whisper of climate control, the building's mechanical breath. Normal. Professional. Except for the heat of Krag's palm still pressed between her shoulder blades, and the way Brock had positioned himself at the door, blocking any exit.

"Enhanced protection protocols," Krag began, his voice taking on a practiced quality like he'd given this briefing before, "require biological synchronization between asset and protection detail."

Sage stared at the vials. They were labeled with codes she didn't recognize, dates and times stamped in red ink. "Biological synchronization," she repeated, her analyst brain trying to parse the corporate speak. "What does that mean?"

Thorne moved past her, silent as ever, and began unfastening his tactical vest. The sound of buckles and Velcro seemed too loud in the controlled space.

"Pheromonal bonding," Riven said from somewhere behind her. "Genetic material harvest. Standard procedure for high-value assets requiring constant proximity protection."

The words didn't make sense. Or they did, but her mind rejected the conclusion because it was insane, because this was a corporate security firm, because there were regulations and oversight and—

Thorne stripped off his compression shirt, revealing a torso that looked carved from stone and scarred from violence. His tusks caught the blue light as he turned toward Krag, and Sage saw something pass between them, some wordless communication that made her stomach clench.

"Demonstration," Krag said, and his hand left her back to grip Thorne's shoulder, spinning him around and slamming him face-first against the nearest console. Holographic displays scattered and reformed around them, threat data painting Thorne's skin in shifting patterns of light.

Thorne grunted but didn't resist as Krag's other hand went to his belt, unfastening tactical pants with efficient movements that suggested routine. The pants hit the floor, and Sage's breath caught because Thorne wasn't wearing anything underneath, and his cock—

It was already hard, thick and flushed darker than his skin, but that wasn't what made her mind stutter. At the base, where his cock met his body, there was a swelling, a knot of tissue that looked engorged and angry and impossibly large.

"Genetic enhancement," Krag said, his tone still briefing-professional as he wrapped one massive hand around Thorne's cock, just above the knot. "Standard for enhanced protection details. Ensures complete asset saturation during threat scenarios."

Sage took a step back, but Brock was suddenly there, his bulk preventing her retreat. The cuffs pulsed against her wrists, faster now, and she felt an answering pulse between her legs that made her clench her thighs together.

Krag began stroking Thorne's cock with clinical efficiency, his grip firm and measured. Thorne's breathing changed, deepening, and a low sound rumbled from his chest. The knot swelled larger under Krag's manipulation, and Sage watched—unable to look away despite the horror crawling up her throat—as Krag's hand moved lower, squeezing the knot with deliberate pressure.

"The knot produces concentrated seed," Krag explained, and his other hand reached for one of the vials, positioning it at the head of Thorne's cock. "Higher potency. Better bonding markers. Measure the surge."

He squeezed the knot again, harder, and Thorne's hips bucked forward. His cock jerked in Krag's grip, and thick ropes of cum spurted into the vial, white and viscous and seemingly endless. Krag milked the knot with rhythmic pulses, each squeeze producing another surge, and Sage heard the wet sounds of it, smelled something sharp and male that cut through the recycled air.

The scent hit her like a physical force, and the warmth in her belly ignited into heat. The cuffs vibrated harder against her wrists, and she realized with creeping horror that they were responding to her arousal, amplifying it, the pulse traveling up her arms and down her spine to settle directly against her clit.

"No," she whispered, but her voice was too thin, too breathless.

The vial filled, and Krag capped it with one hand while continuing to milk Thorne with the other, reaching for a second vial. More cum pumped out, Thorne's knot throbbing visibly under Krag's grip, and Sage felt her panties grow damp, and felt slickness coating her inner thighs.

"Asset participation required," Riven said, and suddenly he was at her side, pressing something into her hands. Gloves. Medical gloves, thin and sterile. "Put them on."

Her hands shook as she pulled on the gloves, her training overriding her horror—when given a direct instruction in a crisis, comply and assess. Stupid muscle memory. Stupid corporate conditioning.

Brock's hands closed around her shoulders, steering her forward until she stood directly beside Krag, close enough to see the sheen of sweat on Thorne's back, the way his muscles tensed with each pull of his knot.

"Touch it," Krag ordered, and his hand—still slick with Thorne's cum—reached for her gloved wrist, guiding her forward. "Learn the asset protection mechanism."

"This is insane," she said, but Krag was already pressing her palm against Thorne's knot, and the heat of it shocked through the thin glove, the size of it too large for her hand to wrap around completely.

Thorne made a sound that was half-growl, half-moan, and his knot pulsed under her fingers, swelling larger. She tried to pull back, but Brock's hand covered hers, forcing her to grip tighter, to feel the way the tissue was engorged with blood, the way it throbbed in time with Thorne's heartbeat.

"Feel the surge," Krag said, squeezing the base of the knot, and Sage's fingers were crushed between Brock's palm and Thorne's flesh as another pulse of cum erupted, splattering against the edge of the vial and dripping down to coat her gloved fingers.

The scent was overwhelming now, gun oil and musk and something else, something that made her head swim and her pussy clench around nothing. The cuffs were vibrating constantly, a maddening pulse against her clit that built and built but never crested, never released, just held her on the edge of something she didn't want to name.

Thorne's knot pulsed again under her stretched fingers, hot and slick and impossibly hard, and she felt the moment his orgasm peaked, the way the tissue expanded just before the final surge. Cum flooded the second vial, overflowing onto her hand, and the wet heat of it seeped through the glove.

Her knees buckled.

Brock caught her, his arm around her waist, and she sagged against his chest as the room tilted. The cuffs pulsed, her clit throbbed, her panties were soaked through, and she could smell herself now beneath the orcs' scent, could smell her own arousal mixing with Thorne's release.

"Good," Krag said, capping the second vial and finally releasing Thorne's cock. It was still hard, still knotted, bobbing against Thorne's stomach as he straightened. "Asset demonstrates appropriate physiological response to protection protocol."

Sage wanted to argue, wanted to cite regulations and file complaints and demand her supervisor, but her voice was gone, swallowed by the heat pulsing through her body. Her hand—still gloved, still coated in Thorne's cum—hung at her side, and she stared at it like it belonged to someone else.

The vials sat on the table, filled with thick white seed, and more were waiting. Empty. Ready for harvest.

Thorne pulled up his pants, tucked himself away like nothing had happened, and turned to look at her with those dark eyes. His expression was unreadable, but she saw his nostrils flare, saw the way he scented the air, scenting her.

"More demonstrations required," Riven said, reaching for his own belt. "Complete protocol familiarization."

The cuffs pulsed against her clit, denial built into their programming, and Sage felt her legs tremble as Brock kept her upright. Her mind raced through escape routes and corporate hierarchy and legal recourse, but her body betrayed her with every breath, every pulse of the cuffs, every wave of pheromones that crashed over her.

She was wet. She was aching. She was furious and terrified and unbearably aroused, and as Riven's cock emerged from his pants—already knotted, already swollen—she heard herself whimper.

Professional. This was professional. Asset protection. Protocol.

Her knees buckled again, and this time Brock let her sink, lowering her carefully until she knelt on the floor, eye-level with the vials of harvested seed, with the evidence of what they intended to do to her.

What they intended to make her want.



The safe room sealed with a hydraulic hiss that Sage felt in her bones, and the emergency lights kicked on—red and pulsing, painting the reinforced steel walls the color of arterial spray. She'd been hustled from the war room during some kind of lockdown, Krag's hand on her neck, his body shielding hers as they moved through corridors where alarms wailed and security protocols locked down sectors. Now they were alone, twelve floors underground, and the silence after the chaos made her ears ring.

The cuffs still pulsed against her wrists, slower now but constant, keeping time with her racing heart. She could hear the city through the ventilation system—distant sirens, the muffled roar of emergency response vehicles—but it all felt remote, happening in a different world than this cramped steel box that smelled like gun oil and recycled air and Krag's overwhelming musk.

He stood between her and the door, his bulk making the space feel even smaller. The tactical vest stretched across his chest, and she watched his hands move to unfasten it, practiced and efficient. It hit the floor with a heavy thunk of equipment and weaponry.

"Lockdown protocol," he said, and his voice was gravel and dark honey, filling the space. "High-stress scenario. Asset requires calming."

Sage pressed her back against the wall, the metal cold through her blazer. "I don't need calming. I need—"

"You need to be bred," Krag interrupted, and the clinical way he said it made her stomach clench. "Pheromonal bonding. Reduces panic response. Increases cooperation."

His hands went to his belt, and she watched—unable to look away—as he unfastened tactical pants that looked custom-made to accommodate his size. His cock emerged already hard, already knotted, the swollen base even larger than Thorne's had been.

"No," she said, but her voice cracked on the word. "You can't. This isn't—there are laws. Corporate oversight. I'll report—"

"Report what?" Krag took a step toward her, and another, until she could feel the heat radiating from his body. "That your protection detail followed protocol during a lockdown? That they ensured asset compliance through approved methods?"

He reached for her, and she tried to dodge, but there was nowhere to go. His hand closed around her upper arm, spinning her around and pinning her face-first against the wall. The metal was shockingly cold against her cheek, and she felt his body press against her back, his cock sliding against her ass through her skirt.

"Take my knot, asset," he growled against her ear, and his free hand reached down, grabbing the hem of her pencil skirt. "That's the contract."

"Stop—" she started, but he ripped the skirt upward, the fabric tearing with a sound like failure. The pencil skirt split along the seam, and he yanked it away, exposing her legs, her thighs, her soaked lace panties that were evidence of her body's betrayal.

"Look at you," Krag rumbled, and his hand slid between her legs, cupping her through the drenched lace. "Your cunt's already begging for it. Been wet since the demonstration."

Shame flooded through her, hot and acidic, because he was right. She was soaked, her panties transparent with her arousal, and when he pressed the heel of his hand against her mound, the cuffs pulsed harder and she bit back a moan.

"I don't want this," she said, pushing back against his chest with her bound hands, but it was like pushing against a wall. "Please. I don't—"

He ripped her panties away, the lace tearing like paper, and the air hit her exposed pussy—swollen and slick and aching. His fingers slid through her folds, testing her readiness, and she heard the wet sounds of it, heard his approving grunt.

"Your body knows what it needs," he said, and his cock pressed against her entrance, the head thick and blunt, stretching her even at this first contact. "Knows what happens to assets who resist their protection detail."

He thrust forward, and her pussy stretched around him, burning with the invasion. She cried out, her hands scrabbling against the wall, but the cuffs pulsed and her cry turned into something closer to a moan. He was huge, thicker than anything she'd taken before, and he forced himself deeper with steady pressure that didn't allow her to adjust.

"Too much," she gasped. "It's too—you're too—"

"You'll take it," Krag growled, and his hand wrapped around her throat from behind, not choking but controlling, holding her in place. "You'll take my knot and you'll milk it and you'll thank me for breeding you."

He pulled back and thrust again, deeper, and she felt her walls stretching to accommodate him. The burn intensified, pleasure and pain blurring together, and the cuffs pulsed against her clit with maddening pressure that built but never released.

His knot caught at her entrance, too large to fit, and she felt a moment of relief—he couldn't, she was too small, this would stop—but then his hand tightened on her throat and he shifted his angle, grinding the knot against her pussy with deliberate force.

"Open up," he commanded. "Take your breeding like a good asset."

"I can't," she sobbed, but her hips tilted back despite her words, her body trying to accommodate him, trying to ease the stretch. "It won't—it's too big—"

He thrust harder, and the knot pushed past her entrance, stretching her impossibly wide. She screamed, the sound echoing in the steel room, and he growled his approval as he forced it deeper, deeper, until she felt the knot pop fully inside her.

The sensation was overwhelming—fullness beyond anything she'd imagined, pressure against every nerve inside her cunt, stretching her to her absolute limit. She trembled against the wall, impaled on his cock, the knot seated so deep she could feel it pressing against her cervix.

"There," Krag rumbled, and his hips ground against her ass, the knot shifting inside her and making her gasp. "Knotted. Locked. Mine."

He pulled back, but the knot caught, trapped inside her pussy, creating a seal. She felt the tug, felt her body try to follow his movement, and realized with horror that they were locked together, that she couldn't escape this even if she had the strength.

Krag began to thrust, short shallow movements that ground his knot against her walls, and she felt something building, felt the pressure become unbearable. His breathing roughened, and she knew he was close, knew what was coming.

"Going to flood you," he growled. "Going to pump you full of seed until it takes. That's what assets are for. That's what you're for."

"No," she whimpered, but her pussy clenched around his knot, her body preparing for what was coming. "Please don't—"

His knot swelled larger inside her, and then she felt it—the first pulse of his cum, hot and thick, flooding directly into her womb. Her back arched, her mouth opening in a silent scream as rope after rope of seed pumped into her, so much that she felt it bloating her belly, felt the pressure building with nowhere for it to escape around the locked knot.

The cuffs pulsed once, twice, and then the vibration changed, intensified, focused directly on her clit with unrelenting pressure. The denial broke like a dam, and her orgasm ripped through her, triggered by the fullness, the breeding, the cum still pumping into her womb.

She came with a wail that echoed off the steel walls, her pussy convulsing around Krag's knot, milking it, pulling more seed from him as her body betrayed her completely. Wave after wave of pleasure crashed through her, the cuffs amplifying every sensation, and she sobbed against the wall as her climax went on and on, wringing her out.

Krag held her there, still locked inside her, his cum still pulsing into her in slower, steady surges. His hand gentled on her throat, stroking rather than restraining, and he rumbled something that might have been approval.

"Good asset," he murmured. "Taking your breeding so well. Milking my knot like you were made for it."

Her legs gave out, but he caught her, lowering them both to the floor. She ended up in his lap, his cock and knot still sealed inside her, her back against his chest. The red emergency lights pulsed overhead, and she felt his cum leaking around the edges of the seal, hot and slick down her inner thighs.

The cuffs pulsed gently now, almost soothing, and her body felt wrung out, hollow except for the fullness of him still locked inside her. She could feel his heartbeat through his cock, could feel the occasional pulse of more seed being pumped into her already flooded womb.

"Contract clause five," Krag said, his voice rumbling through her back. "Asset breeding during high-stress scenarios ensures optimal protection bonding."

Sage didn't respond. Couldn't respond. Her mind was a white haze of overwhelmed sensation, her body limp against his, her pussy still twitching with aftershocks around his knot.

She'd been claimed. Bred. Knotted like an animal.

And her body had loved it.



The executive lounge's panoramic windows offered a view of the city at twilight, glass towers catching the last light like burning embers. Sage barely registered it. She was bent over the leather couch, her torn blazer hanging from one shoulder, her destroyed skirt long gone, and her body still leaking Krag's seed from the safe room claiming. The coffee table was covered in vials—some full, some waiting—and the air was thick with the scent of cum and sweat and the orcs' overwhelming musk.

The lockdown had ended an hour ago. They'd brought her here instead of letting her leave.

Her wrists were still cuffed, the blue glow pulsing steadily, and she'd stopped trying to understand what the stimulation was doing to her. Every pulse sent pleasure-pain through her nervous system, keeping her on edge, keeping her wet and ready despite the soreness between her legs.

She heard them before she saw them—boots on marble, the sound of tactical gear being unfastened. All four of them, moving into the lounge with the coordinated silence of a pack.

Krag took position by the windows, arms crossed, watching. Supervising.

Thorne, Brock, and Riven approached from different angles, and Sage felt her heart rate spike. The cuffs responded, pulsing harder, and she bit back a whimper as the vibration centered on her swollen clit.

"Asset recovery protocol," Riven said, and his voice was clinical despite the heat in his eyes. "Multiple protection detail members ensure complete bonding saturation."

Sage tried to straighten, but her legs were weak, her body wrung out from Krag's knotting. "I can't," she said, and her voice was hoarse from screaming. "I need rest. I need—"

"You need more knots," Brock rumbled, and then his hands were on her hips, lifting her like she weighed nothing. He turned her around and sat on the couch, positioning her in his lap facing away from him, her legs spread over his thighs. "You need to milk the contract."

His cock pressed against her pussy from below, the knot already swollen, and she felt the mess of Krag's cum leak out as Brock positioned himself. Too soon. She was too sore, too stretched, too—

He thrust up into her, and her head fell back against his shoulder as his cock filled her. Bigger than Krag, impossibly, the knot catching at her entrance and forcing it wider. The leather couch creaked under their combined weight as he worked himself deeper, his hands gripping her hips hard enough to bruise.

"Fuck," Brock grunted. "So tight even after Krag bred you. Can feel his cum inside you. Gonna mix my seed with his."

The knot pushed past her entrance with a wet sound, and Sage cried out as it locked into place, stretching her walls to their limit again. Brock growled his satisfaction and began to thrust, short grinding movements that made the knot shift inside her.

"Good asset," he rumbled against her ear. "Taking two knots in one day. Proving your value."

Riven appeared in front of her, and she watched through half-closed eyes as he unfastened his pants, his pierced cock emerging already hard. The metal barbell through the head glinted in the city lights filtering through the windows.

"Open," he commanded, and his hand tangled in her hair, the bun finally falling apart, auburn strands cascading around her face.

She shook her head, but Brock thrust upward and the sensation made her gasp. Riven used the opening, pushing his cock past her lips, the piercing hard and smooth against her tongue.

"Suck," he said, and began to fuck her mouth with steady strokes. "Show us how good assets service their protection detail."

The taste of him flooded her mouth—salt and musk and something metallic from the piercing. She choked as he pushed deeper, hitting the back of her throat, but his hand tightened in her hair, holding her in place.

"Breathe through your nose," Riven instructed, his voice almost gentle despite the brutality of what he was doing. "Relax your throat. Take me deeper."

She tried to obey, tried to breathe, and felt his cock push past her gag reflex into her throat. Tears streamed down her face, and she heard him groan approval as her throat convulsed around him.

Brock thrust up into her pussy, his knot grinding against her walls, and Riven fucked her mouth, and she was overwhelmed by sensation—fullness and stretch and the cuffs pulsing and the taste and smell of them surrounding her.

She felt Riven's cock swell in her throat, felt the pulse that meant he was close, and then his cum flooded her mouth and throat. She had no choice but to swallow, gulp after gulp of thick seed, the taste overwhelming as he held himself deep and pumped his release directly down her throat.

"Good," he murmured, finally pulling back enough to let her breathe. "Swallow all of it. Waste nothing."

She coughed and gasped, but kept swallowing, kept taking what he gave her, until he finally withdrew and she could drag in full breaths.

Thorne moved into her field of vision, silent as always, and she saw him holding something—a small bottle of clear liquid. Lubrication. Her stomach dropped as she realized where he intended to use it.

"No," she managed, her voice wrecked. "Not there. I can't take—"

But Thorne was already moving behind the couch, and she felt his slick fingers press against her ass, pushing inside with steady pressure. She clenched instinctively, but Brock's hands tightened on her hips, holding her still as Thorne prepared her.

"Asset optimization," Krag said from his position by the windows, his voice carrying authority. "All positions utilized. Full saturation achieved."

Thorne's fingers withdrew, and she felt the head of his cock press against her ass, impossibly thick even without the knot. She whimpered into the space above Riven's cock, her body trembling, but Thorne pushed forward with relentless patience.

The burn was immediate and intense, different from the stretch in her pussy, sharper and more invasive. She tried to crawl forward, to escape the penetration, but Brock held her impaled on his knot and Thorne kept pushing, kept forcing his cock into her virgin ass.

"Breathe," Thorne murmured, his first words of the day, and his hands were surprisingly gentle on her back. "Accept it. Accept what you need."

She sobbed as he pushed deeper, as her ass stretched around his girth, as the burn intensified into something that wasn't quite pleasure but wasn't entirely pain either. The cuffs pulsed against her clit, forcing arousal through the discomfort, and she felt her pussy clench around Brock's knot.

"That's it," Brock grunted. "Feel Thorne in your ass. Both holes filled. Perfect asset."

Thorne's knot caught at her rim, and she couldn't hold back her scream as he forced it past the tight ring of muscle. It locked into place, and she was sealed from both ends, two knots binding her to two cocks, fullness beyond anything she'd thought possible.

"Prime asset," Riven said, stroking himself back to hardness as he watched. "Taking multiple knots. Contract fulfillment exceeds projections."

Thorne began to thrust in opposition to Brock, one pulling out as the other pushed in, and Sage's mind whited out from the sensation. Every nerve was firing, every hole was full, and the cuffs were driving her toward an orgasm she didn't want but couldn't resist.

"One more," Krag said, moving from the windows, and Sage's eyes went wide as she realized what he meant.

"No room," she gasped. "Can't—already full—"

But Krag was kneeling between her spread legs, his cock in his hand, and she watched in horror as he positioned himself at her pussy alongside Brock's already-locked knot.

"Assets expand to accommodate their protection detail," Krag said, and began to push into her already-stuffed cunt.

The stretch was impossible. She was already sealed around Brock's knot, already stretched to her limit, but Krag forced his cock in alongside, widening her entrance beyond anything natural. She screamed, her voice breaking, as two cocks filled her pussy, two knots grinding against her walls.

"Too much," she sobbed. "Please, too much, I'm breaking—"

"You're perfect," Krag growled, and thrust deeper, his knot catching alongside Brock's. "Taking everything we give you. Best asset we've ever protected."

Both knots locked into her pussy, and she felt her mind fracture from the fullness. Thorne in her ass, Brock and Krag in her cunt, all three knotted, all three about to flood her with seed.

"Milk us," Krag commanded. "Milk your protection detail."

The cuffs pulsed one final time and released their denial, and her orgasm detonated through her body. She convulsed between them, every hole clenching around knotted cocks, and they responded in perfect synchronization.

She felt Thorne's cum pump into her ass, hot and thick, filling her bowels.

She felt Brock and Krag's seed flood her pussy together, their combined loads bloating her womb, so much cum that it leaked around both knots and dripped onto the leather couch.

She felt Riven's cock push back into her mouth, adding his second load, and she swallowed mindlessly as he praised her.

"Prime asset," they rumbled in overlapping voices. "Perfect omega. Contract fulfilled."

Her body quivered between them, a vessel for their seed, three knots locked inside her and cum leaking from every hole. The vials on the coffee table had overflowed, white puddles spreading across the glass surface, and she knew there would be more harvesting, more demonstrations, more protocol.

The city lights blurred through her tears, and she felt herself floating, disconnected from her body, just sensation and fullness and the cuffs' satisfied pulse against her wrists.

She was theirs now. Their asset. Their omega.

Their perfect fucking contract.



Dawn broke over the city in shades of amber and rose, and Sage lay on a tactical blanket spread across the rooftop helipad, feeling the cold concrete seep through the thin fabric. Her body ached in places she'd never been aware of before, and when she shifted, she felt the phantom stretch of knots that were no longer inside her, the ghost of fullness that had redefined what her body could endure. The cuffs pulsed softly at her wrists, almost gentle now, like they'd achieved their purpose.

She could see the city waking below—early traffic, lights flickering on in office buildings, the world continuing like nothing had changed. But everything had changed. She had changed.

Her blazer was gone, lost somewhere between the war room and the executive lounge. Her blouse hung open, buttons torn away, exposing her breasts and the marks they'd left on her skin—bite marks and bruises and the red imprints where mouths had sucked too hard. Her skirt was a memory. She wore only the remnants of her professional uniform, transformed into evidence of her claiming.

She should report this. Should file a complaint with corporate oversight, should document the violation of her contract, should—

The thoughts felt distant, hollow. Her hand drifted down to her stomach, pressing against the slight swell where their cum still filled her womb. She'd lost count of how many times they'd knotted her, how many loads they'd pumped into her body. The vials had stopped mattering after the first dozen.

She traced the stretch marks on her inner thighs, the places where knots had forced her open beyond her body's intended limits. The marks were red and angry-looking, but when she touched them, she felt warmth spread through her core, felt her pussy clench around nothing.

"I should report this," she whispered to the empty helipad, but the words tasted like lies.

The rooftop access door opened with a metallic clang, and all four of them emerged—Krag, Thorne, Brock, Riven. They'd showered, changed into fresh tactical gear, and they moved with the coordinated precision of a unit that had claimed their objective.

Sage's heart hammered as they approached, and the cuffs responded, pulsing harder. Her nipples tightened in the cool morning air, and she felt fresh slickness coat her already-tender pussy.

"Morning assessment," Krag said, kneeling beside her on the tactical blanket. His hand cupped her face, thumb brushing her swollen lips. "Asset recovery evaluation."

She should pull away. Should maintain some dignity, some professional distance. Should—

"Knot me again," she heard herself whisper, and the words felt like both surrender and victory. "Please. Renew me."

Krag's eyes darkened, and she saw satisfaction cross his scarred face. "Say it properly," he commanded. "Use your corporate voice. Request contract renewal."

Sage's breath caught, but she understood what he wanted. The final breaking, the complete transformation from analyst to asset to omega.

"I request contract renewal," she said, her voice gaining strength even as it acknowledged her submission. "I request continued protection protocols. I request—" Her voice broke. "I need your knots. All of you. Need to be bred again. Please."

"Good omega," Krag rumbled, and his hands went to his belt.

He didn't bother with foreplay, and didn't need to. Her body was ready, had been ready since she'd woken on this rooftop, had perhaps always been ready for this. He pushed her thighs apart and thrust into her with one smooth stroke, his cock finding her cunt unerringly, his knot catching at her entrance.

The concrete was cold and hard beneath her back, the tactical blanket barely cushioning the impact, but she didn't care. She wrapped her legs around Krag's waist and pulled him deeper, wanting the knot, needing it.

"Breed me," she begged, and didn't recognize her own voice—wrecked and desperate and completely honest. "Flood me. Mark me. Make me yours."

Krag's knot pushed past her entrance and locked into place, and she gasped at the familiar stretch, the fullness she was learning to crave. He began to thrust, grinding the knot against her walls, and she felt her body respond with practiced ease, her pussy gripping him, milking him.

"Contract renewal approved," he growled, and his teeth found her throat, biting down just hard enough to leave marks.

She heard the helicopter before she saw it, the distant thrum of rotors approaching from the east. Corporate transport, probably bringing executives for early meetings, but Krag didn't stop, didn't even slow his claiming of her body on the exposed helipad.

His knot swelled inside her, and then his cum flooded her womb in hot pulses that made her arch off the blanket. The rotor wash increased as the helicopter circled, and she wondered dimly if they could see her being bred, if they were watching this claiming from above.

The thought should have horrified her. Instead, it made her clench around Krag's knot, and made her pussy milk him harder.

Thorne appeared at her head, and she opened her mouth without being asked, accepting his cock past her lips as naturally as breathing. He fucked her throat while Krag's knot pulsed inside her cunt, and she swallowed his load when it came, grateful for the taste of him.

Brock and Riven flanked her, their cocks in their hands, and she reached up with her cuffed wrists to stroke them, to pleasure them even as Krag and Thorne used her. The cuffs pulsed in rhythm with her heartbeat, amplifying every sensation, and she felt herself climbing toward another orgasm.

"All holes," Riven said, positioning himself at her ass. "Complete renewal requires full saturation."

She nodded, unable to speak with Thorne in her throat, and felt Riven push into her rear while Krag was still locked in her cunt. The stretch was immediate and intense, but her body accepted it now, and had learned to accommodate multiple knots, multiple claims.

When Brock pushed into her pussy alongside Krag, forcing her cunt to stretch around two knots again, she came with a muffled scream around Thorne's cock. Her body convulsed, every hole clenching, and she felt them all respond—cum flooding her ass, her cunt, her throat, overlapping loads mixing inside her.

The helicopter's rotor wash kicked up dust and debris around them, and she heard Krag laugh darkly as their seed overflowed from her body, spilling onto the helipad concrete in thick white puddles.

"Look at her," Brock grunted, his knot pulsing another load into her flooded pussy. "Perfect omega. Taking everything we give her."

Thorne withdrew from her mouth, and she gasped for air, tasting cum and sweat and satisfaction. Her breasts felt heavy, swollen, and when she looked down, she saw wetness beading at her nipples.

Milk.

"Fuck," Krag breathed, noticing it too. "Lactation's starting. The breeding took faster than projected."

Riven reached down and squeezed her breast, and milk sprayed in a thin stream. She moaned at the sensation—relief and pleasure and something primal that made her arch into his touch.

"Drink," she heard herself beg. "Please. They're so full. I need—"

Krag's mouth closed over her right nipple while still knotted in her cunt, and he began to suck, pulling milk from her breast in long draws. The sensation was electric, connecting directly to her pussy, making her clench around the knots still locked inside her.

Thorne took her left breast, his mouth gentler but no less thorough, and she lay there on the helipad being drained from both ends—milk flowing from her nipples, cum still pulsing into her holes, her body a vessel for their use and sustenance.

The cuffs pulsed one final time and went dark, their programming complete. She was bonded now, chemically and biologically tied to her protection detail, her body producing milk to feed them, her womb ready to carry their genetic legacy.

Brock produced a tablet—her tablet, she realized, the one she'd been carrying in the elevator a lifetime ago. He pulled up a contract document, the screen's blue glow harsh in the dawn light.

"Contract renewal clause," he said, positioning the tablet on her stomach between her swollen breasts. "Requires signature. Manual input."

She stared at the document through half-closed eyes, too wrung out to focus on the legal language. But she understood what it meant—permanent assignment to enhanced protection protocols, permanent status as their asset, their omega.

"Sign it," Krag commanded against her breast, milk dripping from his tusks.

Riven withdrew his cock from her ass and stroked himself over the tablet screen, his cum splattering across the contract text. Brock followed, then Thorne, then Krag—all four of them marking the document with their seed until the screen was covered in thick white fluid.

"Use our cum," Krag said. "Sign your renewal in our seed."

Sage reached out with one trembling finger, dipped it in the pool of mixed cum on the tablet screen, and traced her name across the contract clause. The letters were shaky, barely legible, but legally binding.

The tablet chirped its acceptance, biometric signature recognized, contract executed.

"Permanent omega," Krag rumbled, satisfaction thick in his voice. "Ours now. No termination clause. No escape protocol."

"Prime asset," Riven agreed, his hand gentle on her milk-slick breast.

"Perfect contract," Thorne murmured.

"Ours," Brock finished.

Sage lay there on the tactical blanket, marked inside and out, her body still leaking their cum, her breasts still flowing with milk, and felt something in her chest that might have been relief or might have been joy.

She'd lost her promotion, probably lost her career, definitely lost the person she'd been when she stepped into that elevator.

But she'd gained something else—purpose, belonging, the bone-deep satisfaction of being exactly what she was meant to be.

The helicopter finally landed on the far side of the helipad, and she watched executives in suits disembark, briefcases in hand, their eyes carefully averted from the scene before them.

Contract renewal. Enhanced protection protocols. Asset optimization.

Just another day at Apex Security.

She closed her eyes and felt Krag's knot still pulsing inside her, felt Thorne and Riven's mouths still working at her breasts, felt Brock's hands possessive on her thighs.

She was home.
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