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The song came out raw and wrong, Juniper's voice scraping against the timber beams like a carpenter's rasp. She didn't care. The men in the saloon—dusty ranch hands and card sharps with tobacco-stained teeth—paid her in whiskey and copper coins, and that was enough to keep her fed in Dusthaven, where the sun bleached everything to the color of old bones.

Her corset pinched under her ribs, the laces drawn tight enough that each breath was a negotiation. The saloon smelled like sweat and spilled liquor, a sour funk that clung to her hair no matter how many times she washed it in the basin behind the bar. Lantern light threw shadows across the warped floorboards, making the whole room look crooked, which it probably was. Nothing in Dusthaven stood straight anymore.

She held the final note of her song—something about lost love and empty beds—and let it die in her throat. The ranch hands clapped, their palms making dull sounds like meat slapping against wood. Juniper forced a smile that didn't reach her eyes and reached for the tin cup on the piano, already counting the coins inside.

The doors exploded inward.

The hinges screamed, and one door dangled at an angle, its lower hinge torn clean from the frame. Four figures filled the entrance, massive and wrong, their silhouettes too broad to be human. Juniper's hand froze halfway to the cup.

Orcs.

The first one through was built like a barn, shoulders wide enough that he had to angle sideways to clear the doorframe. His skin was the color of old leather left too long in the sun, and a scar ran from his temple to his jaw, puckering the flesh into a permanent sneer. He wore armor made from scavenged metal and animal hide, pieces that didn't match and probably came from men who'd died wearing them.

Behind him came three more, each one massive and radiating violence. One had eyes like hammered steel, his face set in a perpetual glare. Another was laughing—a low, rolling sound that made Juniper's stomach clench. The fourth moved with a sly grace that didn't match his bulk, his gaze sliding over her body like oil.

The ranch hands scattered. Chairs scraped and boots pounded as the patrons fled through the back door, leaving their cards and drinks abandoned on the tables. Within seconds, the saloon was empty except for Juniper and the four orcs.

The scarred one—the leader, she could tell by the way the others flanked him—stomped forward. Each footfall made the floorboards groan. The air thickened with their scent: leather and sweat and something musky that made her nose wrinkle. Whiskey fumes seemed to cling to them, mixing with the smell of the desert and something else, something animal.

"You're our rut prize," the leader growled. His voice was gravel scraping across metal.

Juniper's hand moved on instinct. She grabbed the whiskey bottle from the piano top, her fingers wrapping around the neck hard enough that her knuckles went white. "Get out."

Her voice didn't shake, which surprised her. Her heart was hammering against her ribs like a trapped bird, but the words came out steady and hard.

The leader—Brakgul, she would learn later—laughed. It wasn't a pleasant sound. "Feisty. Good. The rut likes fight."

She swung the bottle. It arced through the lantern light, amber liquid sloshing inside, and for a moment she thought it might connect with his scarred jaw. But his hand shot out, faster than something his size should move, and caught her wrist. His grip was iron, his fingers wrapping completely around her forearm.

The bottle slipped from her grasp and shattered on the floor, glass and whiskey spreading across the boards.

Juniper tried to jerk away, but he yanked her forward. She stumbled, her boots sliding in the spilled liquor, and then the other three were there, surrounding her. The one with steel eyes grabbed her other arm. The laughing one circled behind her. The sly one produced something from his belt—leather straps, dark and supple, with runes etched along their length that glowed faint blue in the dim light.

"No—" She kicked at the leader, her boot connecting with his shin. It was like kicking a tree. He didn't even flinch.

"Hold her," Brakgul said.

The one behind her—Gorvok, with his menacing laugh still rumbling in his chest—wrapped his arms around her waist, pinning her arms to her sides. She thrashed, her head whipping back, trying to crack his nose, but he twisted and her skull glanced off his shoulder instead. Stars burst across her vision.

The sly one—Thrag—moved in with the straps. They smelled like oiled leather and something else, something that made her skin prickle. Magic. She could feel it humming in the air, a frequency just below hearing that made her teeth ache.

"What are those?" Her voice came out higher than she wanted.

Thrag's leer widened. "Insurance."

He wrapped the first strap around her right wrist. The moment the leather touched her skin, it constricted, tightening until it fit snug as a second skin. The runes flared bright blue, then faded to a dull glow. Heat bloomed where the strap circled her wrist, spreading up her arm and into her chest.

"Get them off—" She tried to jerk away, but Gorvok's grip was absolute.

Thrag secured her other wrist with a second strap. The same heat, the same constriction. But this time, when the runes faded, she felt something else. A tingling between her legs, a warmth that had nothing to do with fear and everything to do with something she didn't want to name.

No.

She clenched her jaw, willing the sensation away, but it spread like fire catching dry grass. Her nipples tightened against the inside of her corset. Her thighs pressed together, and she felt wetness beginning to gather.

"Chastity spell," Brakgul said, watching her face. "You'll feel everything. But you won't get released. Not until we decide."

Horror and heat warred in her chest. She could feel her pulse throbbing in her clit, an ache that was already building to something unbearable. "You can't—"

"We can." Rukthor, the steel-eyed one, spoke for the first time. His voice was flat, without inflection. "Rut law. You're unclaimed. No pack bonds, no mate marks. That makes you fair game."

"This is kidnapping—" She tried to sound defiant, but her voice cracked. The heat was spreading, making her skin too sensitive, every brush of fabric against her thighs a torment.

Brakgul smiled, showing teeth that were too sharp. "This is the rut. You'll learn."

They dragged her toward the bar. She dug her heels in, but the whiskey-slick floor gave her no purchase. Gorvok lifted her as easily as a sack of grain, and she found herself hauled over the polished wood counter, her hip banging against the edge hard enough to bruise.

Behind the bar, the floor was stickier, years of spilled drinks creating a tacky surface that caught at her boots. They shoved her down, and she landed on her knees, her bound wrists twisted in front of her. The leather straps hummed against her skin, and with each pulse, the ache between her legs intensified.

She looked up at the four orcs looming over her, their bodies blocking out the lantern light. Brakgul crouched down, bringing his scarred face level with hers.

"The rut is sacred," he said. "You'll serve. You'll be bred. And when we're done, you'll beg for more."

Juniper spat at him. The saliva hit his cheek and dripped down to his jaw.

He wiped it away slowly, deliberately, then licked his finger. His grin widened.

"Good," he said. "The rut loves spirit."

They hauled her upright and dragged her toward the back room, her boots scraping against the floor, leaving twin tracks in the grime. The saloon's main hall emptied behind them, chairs overturned and cards scattered like broken promises. Through the broken doors, the desert wind blew in, carrying sand that settled on the abandoned drinks.

The town's fate was sealed. And so, Juniper realized with a sick twist in her stomach, was hers.



The back room smelled like fermented grain and old wood, sweet and rotten at the same time. They dropped Juniper onto the dirt floor, and she landed hard enough that dust puffed up around her knees. Her bound wrists throbbed where the leather straps constricted, the runes still glowing their faint blue.

Barrels lined the walls, stacked three high in places, their wooden slats dark with age and leaking moisture. Moonshine, probably, or whatever poison the saloon keeper brewed in the cellar. The room was windowless, lit by a single oil lamp that hung from a ceiling beam and cast everything in shades of amber and shadow.

But it was the troughs that made her stomach drop.

Four of them, arranged in a half-circle in the center of the room. They were crude things, carved from single pieces of wood, their interiors stained dark. They looked like feeding troughs for livestock, wide and shallow, but something about the way they were positioned—with care, with intention—made her skin crawl.

Brakgul circled them slowly, his boots making soft sounds in the dirt. "You're wondering what these are for."

It wasn't a question. Juniper didn't answer. She tried to stand, but Gorvok's hand pressed down on her shoulder, forcing her to stay kneeling.

"Rut season," Brakgul continued, running his scarred hand along the edge of the nearest trough. "Happens twice a year. Our bodies change. Our seed becomes... valuable. Potent. Humans pay good money for orc cum—fertility potions, strength elixirs, all manner of magic." He looked at her, his eyes catching the lamplight. "But it's not easy to harvest. Not for orcs. We need help."

The heat from the leather straps pulsed, and Juniper felt her thighs clench involuntarily. The ache between her legs was getting worse, spreading through her pelvis like a low fever. Her clit throbbed, swollen and sensitive, and every time she shifted, the fabric of her undergarments rubbed against it, sending sparks of sensation that made her bite her lip.

"You're insane," she managed. Her voice came out breathy, which made her furious.

Thrag laughed, that sly sound that made her want to punch him. "She still thinks she has a choice."

"Show her," Brakgul said.

Rukthor moved to the center of the troughs, his steel-gray eyes emotionless. He began unbuckling his belt, his movements methodical and precise. Juniper looked away, but Gorvok grabbed her jaw and forced her head back around.

"Watch," he growled in her ear. "You'll be doing this soon enough."

Rukthor's cock emerged from his leather trousers, and Juniper's breath caught. It was massive, easily as thick as her wrist, the shaft ridged with raised veins. But it was the base that made her stomach flip—a bulbous knot, already swelling, the size of a man's fist.

The leather straps hummed against her wrists, and a fresh wave of heat rolled through her body. Her nipples were so hard they hurt, pressing against the boning of her corset. She could feel wetness soaking through her undergarments, her body betraying her with slickness she couldn't control.

Brakgul positioned himself behind Rukthor, his hands gripping the other orc's hips. "During rut, we're all equals," he said, his voice taking on a ritualistic quality. "We breed together, we milk together. No hierarchy. Just the pack."

He pushed Rukthor forward, bending him over one of the troughs. Rukthor braced his hands on either side of the wooden edge, his cock hanging heavy over the interior. Brakgul reached around and wrapped his massive hand around Rukthor's shaft, just above the swelling knot.

"Feel the heat," Brakgul said.

He began to stroke, his grip firm, his movements slow and deliberate. Rukthor grunted, his knuckles going white where they gripped the trough. The knot swelled larger, pulsing with each stroke, and the ridged shaft hardened until it looked almost painful.

Juniper wanted to look away, but she couldn't. The scene was obscene and hypnotic, and the chastity strap was reacting to it, sending pulses of sensation through her core that made her thighs tremble. She could feel herself clenching around nothing, her body preparing for penetration that wasn't coming, and the denial was starting to hurt.

Brakgul increased his pace, his hand working over Rukthor's cock with practiced efficiency. The knot was fully swollen now, grotesquely large, and precum leaked from the tip in thick strands, dripping into the trough below.

"When the knot swells like this," Brakgul said, his voice rougher now, "the seed is ready."

He squeezed at the base of the knot, and Rukthor roared. His cock jerked in Brakgul's grip, and thick ropes of cum erupted from the tip, splashing into the trough in heavy spurts. The smell hit Juniper immediately—musky and sharp, like ozone after a lightning strike. The cum was thick, almost viscous, steaming faintly in the cool air of the back room.

The leather straps blazed hot against her wrists, and Juniper gasped. The ache in her clit intensified to something unbearable, a throbbing need that made her hips rock forward involuntarily. She was so wet she could feel it running down her inner thighs, soaking through her stockings.

"No," she whispered. "No, I don't—"

But her body was screaming yes, her pussy clenching and releasing in a rhythm that matched the pulses of Rukthor's orgasm. She was on the edge of something—a climax that hovered just out of reach, blocked by the magic in the straps.

Rukthor's cock finally stopped jerking, the last few spurts of cum dripping weakly into the trough. Brakgul released him and wiped his hand on Rukthor's thigh.

"That's one harvest," he said. "We'll need dozens more before the night's done."

He turned to Juniper, and his scarred face was flushed, his own arousal evident in the bulge at his crotch. "Your turn."

"Fuck you," she spat.

Gorvok hauled her to her feet, ignoring her struggles. Thrag grabbed her bound wrists and dragged her to the trough where Rukthor still stood, his cock slowly softening but still grotesquely large.

"Touch it," Brakgul ordered.

"No."

Gorvok twisted her arm, and pain shot through her shoulder. She cried out, and in that moment of distraction, Thrag forced her hands forward, pressing her palms against Rukthor's knot.

The sensation was immediate and overwhelming. The knot was hot, almost burning, pulsing with a rhythm that seemed to sync with her own heartbeat. It was slick with cum and sweat, the texture alien under her fingers—firm muscle covered in skin that was softer than she expected.

The leather straps reacted violently. Heat exploded through her body, centering in her clit and radiating outward. Her knees buckled, and only Gorvok's grip kept her upright. She could feel her pussy spasming, clenching desperately around emptiness, seeking penetration that would never come while the straps were in place.

"Please—" The word escaped before she could stop it.

Brakgul's laugh was low and satisfied. "Please what?"

"I'll never yield," she forced out through gritted teeth, even as her fingers involuntarily squeezed Rukthor's knot, feeling the thick veins pulse beneath the surface.

"You don't have to yield," Brakgul said. He moved closer, his breath hot against her ear. "Your body will do it for you."

Rukthor's cock twitched in her grip, beginning to harden again despite having just come. The knot swelled slightly, and Juniper felt answering heat in her core. Slickness pooled between her legs, her body preparing itself despite the denial, and she realized with horror that she was panting, her breath coming in short gasps.

The rut magic was working. She could feel it burrowing into her nervous system, rewiring her responses, teaching her body to crave what terrified her mind.

"That's enough for now," Brakgul said, nodding to Gorvok. "Let her stew in it."

They released her, and she collapsed to her knees, her bound hands falling into her lap. The leather straps continued their torment, pulsing against her wrists in time with the throbbing in her clit. She was trembling, caught between rage and a need so powerful it made her dizzy.

The orcs watched her with satisfaction, their eyes gleaming in the lamplight. The trough held Rukthor's seed, still steaming faintly, and Juniper knew with sick certainty that this was only the beginning.



They dragged her through the saloon's back door into the desert night, where the air was cold enough to make her breath visible and the stars were scattered like broken glass across the sky. The temperature shift made her gasp—from the stuffy warmth of the back room to the biting chill that cut through her thin dress. But the cold did nothing to dampen the fire in her blood.

The stable was barely worthy of the name. Three walls of weathered wood planks, a roof of corrugated tin that had more holes than metal, and a floor of hard-packed dirt covered in old hay. It smelled like horses, though Juniper couldn't see any animals. Just empty stalls and the skeletal remains of a wagon wheel propped in one corner.

Brakgul shoved her inside, and she stumbled, her boots sliding in the loose hay. Moonlight filtered through the gaps in the roof, painting silver stripes across the floor. The leather straps on her wrists pulsed with renewed intensity, and she felt her knees go weak.

"On your back," Brakgul ordered.

Juniper turned to face him, her bound hands raised like inadequate weapons. "Go to hell."

He moved faster than she could track. One moment he was silhouetted in the doorway, the next he had her by the throat, lifting her off her feet. Her hands clawed at his wrist, but it was like trying to bend iron.

"You'll learn respect," he growled.

He threw her down. She hit the hay-covered floor hard enough to knock the wind from her lungs, stars exploding across her vision. Before she could recover, he was on her, his massive weight pinning her down, his knees forcing her thighs apart.

"No—" She kicked at him, her boot connecting with his ribs. He didn't even grunt.

His hands went to her corset, fingers finding the laces. "Take my knot, singer."

He ripped. The sound of tearing fabric was obscenely loud in the quiet stable. The corset gave way like paper, the laces snapping and the boning popping free. Cool air hit her breasts, and her nipples—already painfully hard from the chastity spell—tightened further.

Juniper tried to cover herself, but her bound wrists made it impossible. Brakgul caught her hands and pinned them above her head with one of his own, his grip crushing.

"Stop fighting," he said. "It'll hurt more if you fight."

"Good," she spat. "I want it to hurt. I want to remember every second of this so I can kill you later."

His scarred face split into a grin. "There's the spirit."

His free hand went to her skirt, bunching the fabric and pushing it up to her waist. Her undergarments were soaked, the thin cotton clinging to her skin, and when his fingers brushed against her mound, she couldn't stop the whimper that escaped.

The chastity spell had her on a knife's edge. Every nerve ending was screaming, her clit so swollen and sensitive that even the brush of fabric was torture. She was wet—obscenely wet—her arousal coating her thighs and soaking into the hay beneath her.

Brakgul tore her undergarments away with one sharp pull. The fabric gave off a sound like ripping paper, and suddenly she was bare, exposed to the cold air and his hungry gaze.

"Beautiful," he murmured, his hand sliding between her legs. "Already dripping for me."

"It's not—it's the spell—" But her voice broke as his fingers found her entrance, sliding through her slickness.

He pushed one finger inside, and Juniper arched off the ground. The sensation was overwhelming—she was so sensitive, so primed, that even this slight penetration made her vision white out. Her pussy clenched around his finger, desperate and needy, and she hated herself for it.

"So tight," Brakgul said, working his finger deeper. "This'll be good."

He withdrew his hand and positioned himself between her legs. Juniper felt his cock brush against her inner thigh—hot and massive—and panic flooded through her.

"Wait—you're too big—you'll tear me—"

"You'll stretch," he said.

He entered her in one brutal thrust.

Juniper screamed. The pain was immediate and total, her body struggling to accommodate his size. He was impossibly thick, the ridges on his shaft scraping against her walls, stretching her in ways she'd never been stretched before. It felt like being split in half.

But underneath the pain was something else. Pleasure, sharp and wrong, courtesy of the chastity spell. Her pussy was clenching around him, trying to pull him deeper even as her mind screamed for him to stop. The conflicting sensations made her dizzy.

"Stop—please—" Tears leaked from the corners of her eyes.

Brakgul didn't stop. He pulled back and thrust again, setting a rhythm that was brutal and efficient. Each thrust drove the air from her lungs, each withdrawal left her feeling empty. Her body was adjusting, the pain fading into a dull ache, replaced by mounting pressure that centered in her clit.

She was going to come. The realization hit her with horror. Despite everything—the violation, the pain, the wrongness—her body was racing toward orgasm, driven by the rut magic and his relentless fucking.

"That's it," Brakgul grunted. "Feel it building. Feel what the rut does."

His thrusts became harder, faster. Juniper could feel something else now, something pressing against her entrance with each thrust. His knot. It was swelling, growing larger, and he was trying to force it inside her.

"No—no, that won't fit—"

"It will," he growled.

He angled his hips and thrust hard. The knot breached her entrance, and Juniper's scream tore from her throat. The stretch was unbearable, her body protesting even as the chastity spell made every nerve sing. She could feel herself tearing—not literally, she realized dimly, but it felt like it, felt like she was being ripped apart to accommodate his size.

The knot popped fully inside, and suddenly he was locked. She could feel it swelling larger, filling her completely, pressing against places inside her that made her vision blur. She couldn't move, couldn't escape, could only lie there pinned beneath him as the knot continued to expand.

"You're knotted," Brakgul said, satisfaction thick in his voice. "You're mine now."

The pressure inside her was building to something catastrophic. Her clit was throbbing, her pussy clenching rhythmically around his knot, and she was right there, right on the edge—

Brakgul's cock jerked inside her, and she felt the first pulse of his cum. It was hot, almost scalding, flooding her insides in thick spurts. The sensation triggered something in the chastity spell, and suddenly Juniper was falling, her body convulsing as it tried to orgasm—

But the climax never came.

The leather straps blazed with light, the runes flaring bright blue, and the orgasm was ripped away at the last second. Juniper's body seized, caught in the worst moment—all the tension, all the buildup, with none of the release. It was agony. She thrashed beneath Brakgul, her bound hands clawing at the air, her screams turning hoarse.

"Please—fuck—please let me come—"

"Not yet," Brakgul said. He was still pulsing inside her, his knot keeping every drop of his cum trapped. "You'll come when we decide. When you've earned it."

He filled her until she thought she'd burst, his seed hot and thick inside her, and still the climax eluded her. Her body was trembling, every muscle locked tight, sweat and tears mixing on her face.

Finally, his cock stopped jerking. He stayed inside her, his knot still swollen, his weight pressing her into the hay. Juniper lay beneath him, panting and shaking, feeling marked and used and desperate in ways she'd never imagined.

The leather straps cooled against her wrists, settling back to their constant low pulse. The denied orgasm left her feeling hollow and aching, worse than before. She could feel his cum inside her, feel the stretch of his knot, and knew with sick certainty that this was just the beginning.

Brakgul finally pulled out, his knot deflating enough to slip free. Cum gushed from her, thick and hot, soaking into the hay. He stood over her, his cock still half-hard, glistening with their mixed fluids.

"Marked," he said simply. "The pack's prize."

Juniper lay in the hay, her legs spread, her body trembling. The rut's pull was stronger now, sunk into her bones, and she could feel it changing her. Teaching her. Making her into something she didn't want to be.

But her voice, when it came, was still defiant. "I'll never beg."

Brakgul's laugh echoed in the stable. "You will," he said. "Before dawn, you'll beg."



They hauled her back into the saloon, her legs too weak to support her weight, cum still leaking down her thighs. Brakgul's seed was thick and warm, a constant reminder of what had been done to her. The leather straps pulsed against her wrists, keeping her on that razor's edge between agony and need.

The main hall had been transformed. Tables were shoved against the walls, cards and coins scattered across the floor like debris after a storm. The wooden troughs from the back room had been dragged out and positioned in a circle, their interiors gleaming wetly in the lantern light. The air was thick with the smell of sweat and musk and something else—the rut itself, a scent that made Juniper's head swim.

Rukthor stood in the center of the circle, his steel-gray eyes tracking her movement. His cock was already hard, the knot at the base swollen and ready. Behind him, Gorvok was laughing that low, menacing sound, and Thrag circled like a predator.

"Can't even stand," Gorvok observed, his tone amused. "Brakgul must've been thorough."

"She'll stand," Brakgul said. He released Juniper, and she immediately collapsed, her knees hitting the floor hard enough to send jolts of pain up her legs. "Or crawl. Doesn't matter which."

Juniper tried to push herself up, but her arms were shaking. The chastity spell had her entire body thrumming with need—her clit was so swollen it hurt, her pussy clenching around nothing, desperate for the release that the leather straps wouldn't allow.

Rukthor crossed to her in three long strides. He grabbed her by the hair, yanking her head back, forcing her to look up at him. "You'll take all of us now."

"Fuck you," she whispered, but the words had no strength behind them.

He dragged her to the nearest table—solid oak, scarred from years of hard use—and bent her over it. The wood was cool against her bare breasts, and she felt splinters catch at her skin. Her legs dangled, toes barely touching the floor, and when Rukthor kicked her feet apart, she couldn't resist.

"Milk our seed," he said, positioning himself behind her.

She felt the head of his cock press against her entrance, and even though Brakgul had stretched her, Rukthor felt massive. He pushed in slowly, his ridged shaft dragging against her oversensitive walls, and Juniper's fingers scrabbled at the table's surface.

"No—wait—" But her body was betraying her, opening for him, pulling him in.

Rukthor bottomed out, his knot pressing against her entrance but not yet entering. He gripped her hips hard enough to bruise and began to fuck her with mechanical precision. Each thrust was measured, controlled, hitting places inside her that made her vision blur.

The chastity spell reacted immediately. Pleasure crashed through her in waves, building toward a climax that would never come. Her pussy clenched around him, trying to milk his cock, and she heard herself making sounds—whimpers and gasps—that she couldn't control.

"Tight," Rukthor grunted. "Still tight even after Brakgul."

Footsteps approached from her left. Gorvok appeared in her peripheral vision, his cock in his hand, stroking it slowly. It was as massive as the others, the knot already partially swollen, precum leaking from the tip.

"Open your mouth," he said.

Juniper pressed her lips together, defiant even as Rukthor's thrusts made her body jolt forward with each impact.

Gorvok grabbed her jaw, his fingers digging in painfully. "I said open."

She tried to shake her head, but his grip was iron. He squeezed until pain shot through her jaw, and when her mouth opened in a gasp, he shoved his cock inside.

The taste was immediate and overwhelming—salt and musk and something bitter that made her gag. He was too big, pushing into her throat, cutting off her air. Juniper tried to pull back, but he held her head in place while Rukthor continued to pound into her from behind.

"Breathe through your nose," Gorvok said, almost conversational. "You'll learn."

She couldn't. She was choking, her throat convulsing around his length, tears streaming from her eyes. But then Rukthor's knot breached her entrance, and the shock of sensation made her body go rigid.

Gorvok used her distraction to push deeper, his cock sliding into her throat. She could feel him pulsing, could taste his precum coating her tongue. Her bound hands came up instinctively, trying to push him away, but he caught her wrists and held them against his thighs.

"That's it," he rumbled. "Take it."

Rukthor's knot swelled fully inside her, locking them together. The stretch was just as overwhelming as it had been with Brakgul, her body struggling to accommodate him. He began to grind against her, his knot putting pressure on places inside her that made her want to scream.

But she couldn't scream. Gorvok's cock was too deep, his hips pressed against her face. She was completely filled, completely helpless, and the chastity spell was driving her insane. Every thrust, every pulse, every movement pushed her closer to an orgasm she couldn't have.

Hands gripped her ass cheeks, spreading them. Juniper's eyes widened in panic—Thrag, she realized. She tried to protest, but Gorvok's cock muffled everything.

"Never taken it here, have you?" Thrag's sly voice came from behind her. "Rut takes everything."

She felt something slick and cold—oil, probably—being dripped between her cheeks. Then his fingers, thick and probing, pushing at her rear entrance. The sensation was alien and wrong, and she tried to clench against him, but Rukthor's knot kept her spread wide.

Thrag worked one finger inside, then two, stretching her. The pain was sharp and immediate, different from the stretch in her pussy. She whimpered around Gorvok's cock, and he groaned.

"She's making sounds," he said. "Feels good."

Thrag withdrew his fingers and replaced them with the head of his cock. "This'll hurt," he said, almost apologetic. "But you'll get used to it."

He pushed in slowly, and Juniper's entire body went rigid. The pain was incredible—burning and tearing—even as the chastity spell tried to twist it into pleasure. She was too full, stretched in too many places, and her mind was starting to fracture under the sensory overload.

"Fuck," Thrag groaned. "So tight."

He worked himself deeper, inch by inch, until his knot pressed against her rear entrance. Juniper was shaking, impaled on three cocks, unable to move or protest or do anything but take it.

Then Brakgul was there, standing beside the table where she was bent. His scarred hand stroked her sweat-dampened hair almost gently.

"Such a fine rut," he murmured. "Look at you, taking the whole pack."

He moved around to where Rukthor stood buried inside her pussy. "Make room."

Rukthor pulled back slightly, his knot tugging at her entrance, and Juniper felt Brakgul's cock press against her pussy alongside Rukthor's still-knotted length.

No. No, that wasn't possible. She couldn't take both—

Brakgul pushed in anyway.

The stretch was beyond description. Two massive cocks filling her pussy, Rukthor's knot keeping them both locked inside. Juniper's scream was muffled by Gorvok's cock in her throat, coming out as a strangled sound. Her body was being pushed past every limit, stretched to the point of breaking.

But the chastity spell wouldn't let her break. It kept her conscious, kept her feeling everything, kept her body responsive even as her mind wanted to shut down.

They moved in rhythm. Rukthor and Brakgul grinding in her pussy, their cocks rubbing against each other and her walls. Thrag thrusting into her ass, his movements shorter but no less intense. Gorvok fucking her throat, his knot beginning to swell and press against her lips.

"Milk us," Brakgul growled. "Squeeze us. Give the rut what it wants."

And gods help her, her body obeyed. Her pussy clenched rhythmically, her throat swallowed around Gorvok's length, her ass tightened around Thrag. She was servicing all four of them, her body moving on autopilot, driven by the rut magic.

The orgasm built inside her like a tsunami. Every nerve was firing, every muscle tensed, and she was right there, right on the edge—

Rukthor came first, his cock jerking inside her as he flooded her pussy with cum. The heat triggered Brakgul, who followed seconds later, adding his seed to Rukthor's. Then Thrag, groaning as he filled her ass with thick spurts. Finally Gorvok, his knot swelling huge in her mouth as he came down her throat, forcing her to swallow or choke.

The sensation of being filled in every hole, their cum hot and thick inside her, should have triggered her climax. Her body convulsed, her pussy clamping down on the two cocks inside her, her throat working around Gorvok's knot—

But the leather straps flared bright blue, and the orgasm was ripped away again.

Juniper's entire body went rigid. The denial was worse this time, exponentially worse, because she was so close. She could feel the climax right there, just out of reach, blocked by the magic. Her muffled screams turned desperate, her bound hands clawing at Gorvok's thighs, her body bucking between the four orcs.

"Not yet," Brakgul said, his voice rough. "You haven't earned it yet."

They stayed locked inside her, their knots keeping every drop of their seed trapped. Juniper quivered between them, overwhelmed and desperate and so full she thought she'd burst. Cum leaked from where their cocks plugged her, running down her thighs and dripping onto the floor.

When they finally pulled out—Gorvok first, then Thrag, finally Rukthor and Brakgul together—she collapsed onto the table, boneless and shaking. Cum gushed from her pussy and ass, pooling beneath her, and her jaw ached from being stretched around Gorvok's knot.

The leather straps settled back to their constant pulse, keeping her aroused but denied. The denied climax left her feeling worse than before—hollow and aching and desperate in ways that made her want to sob.

"More troughs to fill," Brakgul said, satisfaction in his voice. "The night's barely started."



They carried her up a narrow staircase to the saloon's loft, where a tattered quilt covered a mattress that smelled like dust and old sweat. Through the single window, she could see the desert stretching endlessly, silver under moonlight that made the sand look like water.

They laid her down almost gently, her body sinking into the thin mattress. Every muscle ached. Her jaw was sore from Gorvok's knot, her pussy and ass burning from being stretched beyond capacity. Cum was still leaking from her, thick and slow, soaking into the quilt beneath her.

But it was the leather straps that hurt most. They pulsed against her wrists with relentless rhythm, keeping her aroused, keeping her on that unbearable edge. Her clit throbbed with each pulse, swollen and sensitive, and she could feel her pussy clenching rhythmically around nothing, seeking penetration that wasn't there.

The orcs left her alone. She heard their heavy footsteps on the stairs, then voices from below—low and rumbling, discussing the harvest. How many troughs they'd filled. How many more they needed.

Juniper lay on the quilt and tried to catch her breath. Her bound wrists rested on her stomach, and she could feel the runes glowing against her skin, see the faint blue light they cast. She traced the marks on her body with trembling fingers—bruises on her hips where they'd gripped her, scratches on her thighs, the ache deep inside where they'd knotted her.

She was marked. Claimed. Used.

And gods help her, she wanted more.

The realization made her stomach clench. She'd fought them, had sworn she'd never yield, but her body had other ideas. The rut magic was in her blood now, rewriting her desires, teaching her to crave what terrified her.

Her hand drifted lower, fingers brushing against her swollen clit. The sensation made her gasp—too much, too sensitive—but she couldn't stop. She circled the sensitive nub, trying to bring herself to the orgasm the straps denied her.

The leather flared hot against her wrists, and pain shot through her clit like lightning. She cried out and jerked her hand away, panting. The chastity spell wouldn't even let her touch herself. She was completely at their mercy.

"I can't fight this heat," she whispered to the empty loft.

The admission felt like defeat. But it also felt like relief.

Footsteps on the stairs. All four of them, she realized, their heavy tread making the floorboards creak. Juniper pushed herself up on her elbows, her heart racing. They filled the doorway—Brakgul with his scarred sneer, Rukthor with his steel eyes, Gorvok still wearing that menacing grin, Thrag with his sly leer.

Their cocks were already hard, knots swelling, ready for another round.

Juniper's pussy clenched at the sight. She should have been terrified. She should have been planning an escape. Instead, she heard herself say, "Please."

The word came out broken and desperate.

Brakgul's eyebrows rose. "Please what?"

"Knot me." Her voice was hoarse from screaming, from having Gorvok's cock down her throat. "Break the spell. I need—I can't—"

She couldn't finish. Tears were streaming down her face, and she didn't know if they were from frustration or shame or relief.

"You're begging," Gorvok said, wonder in his voice. "The singer's begging."

"Yes." Juniper's hands went to her breasts, squeezing desperately, trying to create sensation that the chastity spell would allow. "I'm begging. Please. I'll do anything. Just let me come."

Brakgul crossed to the mattress, his scarred face thoughtful. He sat on the edge, the mattress dipping under his weight. His hand cupped her face, surprisingly gentle.

"The rut changes you," he said. "Makes you into what you're meant to be. Do you understand?"

"I don't care." The words rushed out. "I just need—please—"

"You'll be ours," he continued. "Our rut queen. You'll milk us every season, bear our young, serve the pack."

"Yes." She didn't hesitate. In that moment, with the chastity spell driving her mad with need, she would have agreed to anything. "Yes, I'll be yours. Just please—"

Brakgul looked at the others, and something passed between them—an understanding, a decision. He nodded.

"Then the spell breaks when I breed you deep," he said. "When my seed takes root."

He pushed her back onto the mattress, his body covering hers. She opened her legs willingly this time, her pussy slick and ready, and when he entered her it felt like coming home. The stretch was familiar now, welcome even, and she wrapped her legs around his waist to pull him deeper.

"Yes," she moaned. "Breed me. Fill me."

Brakgul thrust hard, his cock driving deep, and his knot pressed against her entrance. She reached down with her bound hands and grabbed it, squeezing, trying to force it inside.

"Desperate little thing," he growled, but there was approval in his voice.

Rukthor knelt beside her head, his cock inches from her face. She opened her mouth without being asked, taking him in, tasting his precum and the remnants of his earlier orgasm. Gorvok positioned himself at her rear, and she felt his cock press against her still-tender entrance.

"All of us," Gorvok said. "You take all of us when the spell breaks."

She nodded frantically around Rukthor's cock, and Gorvok pushed in. The burn was intense but not unbearable—her body was learning, adapting to their size. Thrag took her hand, wrapping her fingers around his knot, and she squeezed obediently.

They moved together, finding a rhythm. Brakgul's knot breached her pussy, locking inside with a pop that made her moan around Rukthor's cock. Gorvok's knot stretched her rear, and Rukthor's was swelling against her lips. She was filled completely, every hole plugged, and the sensation was overwhelming.

The orgasm built faster this time. Her body knew what was coming, and was primed for it. She could feel Brakgul's cock pulsing inside her, could feel the moment his knot swelled to maximum size, could feel—

He came with a roar, his cock jerking as thick ropes of cum flooded her pussy. The others followed—Gorvok filling her ass, Rukthor spilling down her throat, even Thrag coming in her hand, his cum coating her fingers.

And this time, when her body convulsed toward climax, the leather straps didn't stop it.

The runes flared brilliant blue, so bright she could see them through her closed eyelids, and then they shattered. The magic broke with an almost audible snap, and Juniper's orgasm crashed through her like a physical force.

She screamed around Rukthor's cock, her body seizing, her pussy clamping down on Brakgul's knot so hard he grunted. The climax went on and on, waves of pleasure rolling through her, each one stronger than the last. She was shaking, crying, her hands clawing at whatever they could reach.

But there was more. As the orgasm peaked, she felt something else—a tingling in her breasts, a pressure building. They were swelling, growing heavier, and then suddenly there was wetness.

Milk.

It leaked from her nipples in thin streams, warm and sweet-smelling. Brakgul pulled back to look, and his eyes widened.

"The lactation," he said, wonder in his voice. "The rut's fully claimed her."

Rukthor pulled out of her mouth and moved to her breast, latching onto her nipple. The sensation of him sucking sent aftershocks through her still-convulsing body. Gorvok joined him at her other breast, and the combined sensation of them drinking from her while still knotted in her holes made her moan.

"Good," Brakgul murmured, grinding his still-swollen knot inside her. "So good. Our perfect rut queen."

Juniper lay beneath them, milk flowing, cum leaking from every hole, her body wrung out and satisfied for the first time since they'd bound her. The orgasm had left her floating, boneless, and the sensation of them feeding from her breasts was almost tender.

When they finally pulled out, she didn't move. She lay on the quilt, her legs spread, her breasts leaking milk that soaked into the fabric. The leather straps were gone—dissolved when the spell broke—and her wrists bore only faint marks where they'd been.

Through the window, she could see the desert lightening, dawn approaching. Brakgul stroked her hair, his touch gentle now that she'd surrendered.

"Rest," he said. "The rut season is long. We'll need you again soon."

Juniper gazed out at the desert, watching the stars fade as the sky turned gray, then pink. Shame and ecstasy warred in her chest—shame at how completely she'd broken, ecstasy at the release she'd finally been granted.

But underneath both was something else. Acceptance. She was theirs now, the pack's rut queen, and some part of her—the part touched by the magic—was content with that.

She closed her eyes, their seed warm inside her, milk still leaking from her swollen breasts, and let sleep take her.
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