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The crater breathed heat like a dying god's last gasp. Elara felt it against her face, a persistent pressure that made her lungs work harder for each breath. Ash floated through the air in lazy spirals, settling on her leather apron and the exposed skin of her forearms. She'd come to Volkrath for the black ore that formed in these volcanic depths, the kind that held an edge better than any steel she'd worked before. The hammer at her belt knocked against her hip with each step, a familiar weight that usually brought comfort. Today it felt like a child's toy.

Molten rivers carved channels through the blackened stone, their orange glow reflecting off the walls of the crater. Somewhere deeper in, she could hear the rhythmic clang of hammers—orc hammers, she knew, though she'd never seen the creatures who made them. The sound echoed strangely in this place, multiplying until it seemed like a hundred smiths worked in the darkness below.

She crouched beside a vein of ore, running her fingers over the stone. The black mineral gleamed like frozen night, shot through with veins of something that looked like silver but felt warm to the touch. Her hands were scarred from years at the forge, callused and strong. She'd built her body the same way she built her weapons—through repetition and resistance. Her frame was sturdy, curves earned from muscle rather than softness, though there was enough of both to draw eyes in the taverns back home. Not that she cared much for that.

The chisel fit naturally in her palm. She positioned it against the rock and raised her hammer. The first strike sent a satisfying crack through the stone. The second made her teeth rattle. The third—

The ground shook.

Not the steady tremor of volcanic activity she'd felt since entering the crater. This was rhythmic. Purposeful. Like footsteps from something massive enough to make the earth notice.

Elara straightened, hammer still in hand. The clanging from deeper in the forge had stopped. The silence that replaced it felt like a held breath.

They emerged from the heat-shimmer like figures born from the air itself. Four of them, each massive enough to make her feel suddenly small despite her own solid build. Orcs. She'd heard the stories, seen the crude drawings in the tavern, but nothing had prepared her for the reality of them.

The one in front was a wall of scarred green flesh. His jaw looked like it had been split open and healed wrong, leaving a jagged line from ear to chin. His eyes found her with an intensity that made her stomach clench. Behind him came another with a gaze like banked coals, all smoldering fury barely contained. The third was broader, with a grin that showed too many teeth, each one filed to a point. The fourth moved with a strange grace for something so large, a sly intelligence in the way he studied her that made her skin prickle.

Their musk hit her before they'd closed half the distance. It was overwhelming—earth and sweat and something else, something that made her think of rutting animals and the forge at its hottest. The smell bypassed her rational mind and went straight to something older, something that recognized predators when they circled.

"You're ours to forge and fill." The scarred one's voice was like gravel sliding down a mountainside. He smiled, and it was the worst thing she'd seen all day.

Elara's hand tightened on her hammer. The weight of it felt more substantial now, though she knew—knew—it wouldn't be enough. "I'm no one's," she said. Her voice came out steadier than she'd expected. "Especially not some forge rat's who doesn't know the difference between iron and his own—"

She swung.

The hammer cut through the air in a clean arc, aimed for Scarred-Jaw's temple. She'd cracked skulls before—drunken miners who thought a woman alone was an invitation. She knew how to put her weight behind a blow.

He caught her wrist mid-swing.

The impact of his grip sent a shock up her arm. His hand was hot—not warm, but fever-hot, like metal fresh from the coals. For a moment they were frozen there, her muscles straining against his casual hold. Then he twisted, and the hammer clattered against the stone.

The others moved in. She kicked at the one with the burning gaze, felt her boot connect with something solid. He grunted—actually grunted—but his hands closed around her ankle. The broad one grabbed her other arm. The sly one circled behind her, and she felt his breath against her neck, hot and wet.

"Spirited," Broad said, that horrible grin widening. "I like spirited."

She thrashed, but they were coordinating now, each one controlling a limb while Scarred-Jaw watched with something like approval. Her boots scraped against stone as they lifted her, not quite off the ground but enough that she couldn't get proper leverage. Panic fluttered in her chest—real panic, not the manageable fear she'd felt facing down angry drunks or difficult commissions.

Scarred-Jaw approached with something in his hands. Chains. But not ordinary chains—these glowed with an inner heat, orange and pulsing like they'd just come from the forge. No, she realized with a sick dropping sensation. They were always like this. They were made this way.

"Hold her steady."

The iron closed around her wrists with a hiss. She expected pain—third-degree burns at minimum—but the chains only felt warm. Uncomfortably warm, like touching bathwater that was slightly too hot. They were binding her, she understood distantly. Not just physically, but with whatever magic thrummed through this cursed place.

Her heart pounded against her ribs. Fear, yes. Definitely fear. But underneath it, something else was waking up. A flicker of something she didn't want to name. Curiosity, maybe. Or worse—interest. The kind of interest that had no business existing while she was being captured by four orcs who looked at her like she was already theirs.

"What do you want?" She hated how breathless she sounded. The heat, she told herself. Just the heat and the struggle.

Scarred-Jaw leaned close. His breath smelled like charcoal and meat. "Told you already. You're ours now. Our forge-mate. Our vessel." His hand came up, rough fingers catching her chin. "You'll learn to serve. They all do."

"I'll kill you first," she spat.

He laughed. They all laughed. The sound echoed through the crater, mixing with the distant rumble of lava flows.

They dragged her deeper into the forge. Her boots scraped against stone as she tried to dig in her heels, but the chains made her clumsy. The heat intensified with each step down, until sweat ran freely down her spine and between her breasts. The air shimmered and danced. Somewhere ahead, she could see the orange glow intensifying, spreading across the walls like spilled paint.

The one she was starting to think of as Sly leaned in as they descended. "You smell good," he murmured. "Scared. Angry." A pause. "Curious."

She wanted to spit at him, but her mouth was too dry. The chains clinked as she stumbled. Strong hands kept her upright, kept her moving forward into the heat and the dark and whatever waited in the forge's depths.

Her last thought before they turned a corner into a chamber that glowed like a newborn sun was that she should have listened when the miners warned her about Volkrath. That some ore wasn't worth the price.

But even as she thought it, that forbidden flicker in her core pulsed warmer.



The chamber was womb-like in its heat. Elara's eyes watered from the sulfur that hung thick in the air, mixing with another scent she didn't want to identify. Molten metal filled channels carved into the floor, liquid orange veins that pulsed with light. But it was the vats that drew her attention—crude metal containers positioned around the chamber's perimeter, each one emanating steam.

They shoved her forward, and she stumbled, catching herself against something that burned her palm. She jerked back with a hiss. Everything here was too hot, too close, too much. Her lungs felt scorched with each breath.

"Welcome to the heart," Korgul said. That was his name—she'd heard the others use it as they dragged her down. Korgul, the one with the destroyed jaw and eyes that looked at her like she was already broken. "This is where you'll serve."

Serve. The word sat wrong in her mouth, tasted like copper and ash. "I don't serve anyone," she managed, but her voice came out weaker than before. The heat was stealing her strength, or maybe it was the chains, still warm against her wrists.

"You will." He moved toward one of the vats, running a hand along its rim. "The forge hungers. We feed it. And you—" He turned back to her, that awful smile returning. "You'll help us."

She didn't understand. Not yet. But her stomach was already turning, some instinct warning her that whatever came next would change something fundamental.

"Show her," Korgul said to the others.

Rukthar stepped forward. Up close, he was even more imposing—all coiled muscle and barely restrained violence. His eyes met hers for a moment, and she saw something there. Not kindness, but acknowledgment. Like he knew what she was about to witness and almost pitied her for it.

Then Korgul's hand closed around Rukthar's neck.

The movement was sudden, practiced. Korgul forced the other orc down, bending him over one of the vats with casual strength that suggested he'd done this countless times. Rukthar went without much resistance, though his muscles bunched and flexed under his skin. His breathing changed, deepened.

"Watch," Korgul said to Elara.

She didn't want to. Every fiber of her being wanted to look away, to close her eyes, to be anywhere but here. But his tone made it clear that refusing wasn't an option. The other two orcs—Gorzod and Thrain—moved to flank her, their presence ensuring she'd see everything.

Korgul's hand slid down Rukthar's body, rough and purposeful. The captive orc's breathing grew harsher. And then—

Elara's mind struggled to process what she was seeing. Rukthar's cock emerged, thick and flushed dark green, already hard. But it wasn't like any human man's. At the base, where it met his body, there was a swelling. A knot. The term came to her from somewhere—tavern gossip about animals, maybe, or some half-forgotten bestiary.

Korgul's hand wrapped around the shaft with practiced ease. Rukthar grunted, his hips jerking forward involuntarily. The sound he made was animal, raw need stripped of any pretense of civilization.

"The knot holds the seed," Korgul said, his voice steady like he was explaining basic metallurgy. "You grip here—" His hand tightened just below the swelling. "And pull."

He demonstrated. His fist slid along Rukthar's length with firm pressure, paying particular attention to the knot. The captive orc's whole body tensed. His claws scraped against the vat's edge, leaving gouges in the metal.

The smell intensified. That earthy musk she'd noticed before, but concentrated now, almost overwhelming. It made her head swim, made her aware of her own body in ways she desperately didn't want to be.

Rukthar's breathing became ragged. Korgul's hand moved with methodical efficiency, stroking and squeezing, working the knot with particular attention. "You'll learn the rhythm," he said, not even looking at Elara. "Each of us has our preferences, but the principle is the same."

She wanted to be sick. She wanted to scream. But she couldn't look away from the obscene display. Couldn't stop watching as Rukthar's body drew tighter and tighter, as his grunts became something closer to whimpers.

When he came, it was violent.

His whole body convulsed. The knot swelled larger, and thick ropes of cum erupted from him, steaming as they hit the metal vat. It was copious—more than any human man could produce—and it kept coming, pulse after pulse as Korgul milked him with ruthless efficiency.

The seed hissed where it pooled, releasing more of that overwhelming smell. Not quite sulfur, not quite musk. Something in between that made her thighs clench involuntarily.

Korgul finally released Rukthar, who sagged against the vat, breathing hard. "You'll learn this," Korgul said, turning to Elara. "How to milk us properly. How to harvest what the forge needs."

Before she could react, he'd grabbed her bound hands and pulled her forward. Her fingers, still tender from the chain burns, were forced against Rukthar's softening cock. The heat of it shocked her. Slick with his release, still pulsing with aftershocks.

"Feel the knot," Korgul commanded, moving her hands to the swelling at the base. It was firm under her fingers, warmer than the rest, with a strange texture that made her skin prickle.

She jerked back—or tried to. His grip was iron. "I'll never—" The words caught in her throat. "I'll never serve this."

"You will." His certainty was absolute. "The forge will make sure of it."

He released her, and she stumbled back. Her hands felt branded where she'd touched Rukthar. Burned and marked. She wanted to wipe them on her apron, but something stopped her. The lingering heat, maybe. Or the way that scent had worked its way into her lungs, into her blood.

The other orcs were watching her with varied expressions. Gorzod's grin had widened, feral and eager. Thrain studied her with that unnerving intelligence, like he was cataloging every micro-expression that crossed her face. Rukthar had straightened, his breathing almost normal now, and there was something in his eyes that might have been satisfaction or might have been warning.

And underneath her fear, underneath her disgust and rage, something else stirred. A warmth in her core that had nothing to do with the chamber's heat. A slickness between her thighs that made shame burn hotter than any forge.

The magic, she told herself desperately. It had to be the magic of this cursed place. Nothing else made sense. Nothing else was acceptable.

But when she met Korgul's eyes, she saw that he knew. Knew about the warmth, the slickness, the way her breath had changed rhythm while watching the demonstration.

"You'll learn," he said softly. "They all do."

Her breath hitched. The chains clinked as her hands trembled. And deep in her core, despite everything, despite her fury and fear and shame—

Something pulsed with terrible want.



The chamber had walls like frozen smoke. Volcanic glass, black and reflective, caught the orange glow from channels of lava running beneath the floor. The bed wasn't a bed at all—just a raised platform of stone that radiated heat like it was alive. Elara's reflection stared back at her from a dozen angles, a woman with wild eyes and chains at her wrists.

Korgul filled the doorway behind her. She could feel him without looking, the way prey feels a predator's attention.

"This is where you begin," he said.

The air was suffocating. Thicker than in the main chamber, dense with heat that made her dress cling to her skin. Sweat ran down her spine, pooled between her breasts. She'd stopped shivering from fear somewhere between the demonstration and now. Now she was just hot, burning from the inside out.

"I won't—" she started.

"You will." He moved, and suddenly he was close enough to touch. His hand came up, fingers tracing the line of her jaw. She flinched, but there was nowhere to go. The stone bed pressed against the backs of her thighs. "Take my knot."

It wasn't a request.

His hands found her blacksmith's apron, the leather straps she'd tied that morning in her own forge, in her own life before this nightmare. He tore it away like it was paper. The sound of ripping fabric echoed off the glass walls, multiplied into a dozen tearings. Her dress followed, the simple linen she wore for working. It fell in pieces around her feet.

She stood exposed, the forge's heat licking at her bare skin. Her body was what it was—muscled arms and strong thighs, breasts that were full enough to be noticed, a softness at her hips and belly that came from eating well and working hard. She'd never been ashamed of it before. But now, reflected in the dark glass with an orc warlord's eyes raking over her, she felt small.

"No," she said, and shoved at him.

Her hands met his chest, pushed with all the strength she'd built swinging hammers. He didn't move. Didn't even sway. It was like pushing a mountain.

His laugh was dark, pleased. "Yes. Fight. It's better when you fight."

She tried to dodge around him, but he caught her easily. The chains made her clumsy, threw off her balance. He lifted her—actually lifted her off her feet—and threw her onto the stone bed. The heat of it seared against her back, her ass, the backs of her thighs. She gasped, tried to roll away.

He was on her before she'd moved an inch. His weight pinned her, his hands catching her wrists and forcing them above her head. The chains clinked and sang. His face was close to hers, close enough that she could see the details of that ruined jaw, the way the scar tissue pulled at his mouth.

"You're ours," he growled. "Mine first. Then theirs. But mine now."

She spat at him. The saliva hit his cheek, ran down toward that scarred jaw. For a moment, she thought he'd hurt her—really hurt her, break something or worse.

Instead he smiled. And his free hand slid between her thighs.

"No," she gasped, but her body was already betraying her. She was wet. Not just damp but slick, her pussy aching with a need that had no right to exist. "No, I don't—"

"The forge knows what you want," he said. His fingers found her entrance, pressed inside without ceremony. She was tight around them, but her body yielded, welcomed the intrusion with a clench that made her want to scream. "It's already in your blood. Making you ready."

She wanted to deny it, but two of his thick fingers were inside her now, stretching her, and she couldn't form words around the sensation. It was too much, too rough, and somehow not enough. Her hips lifted against her will, seeking more friction.

"That's it," he murmured. His thumb found her clit, rubbed in circles that made stars burst behind her eyes. "Your body knows, even if you don't want to accept it."

He withdrew his fingers, and she hated the whimper that escaped her at the loss. Then she felt him—the blunt head of his cock pressing against her entrance. Even without seeing it, she knew it was massive. Too big. It would split her in half.

"Too much," she gasped. Her hands twisted in his grip, trying to break free. "You'll—it won't—"

"It will." He pushed forward.

The stretch was immediate and overwhelming. Her body resisted even as it accepted, walls fluttering around the intrusion. He was thick, so thick, and he kept pushing, kept filling her inch by impossible inch. She could feel every ridge, every vein. The heat of him matched the heat of the stone beneath her.

Pain lanced through her core, sharp and bright. But underneath it, winding through it, was pleasure. Sick, unwanted pleasure that made her arch against him even as tears leaked from the corners of her eyes.

"Please," she heard herself say, though she didn't know what she was begging for. Stop, maybe. Or don't stop. The forge's magic had her thoughts tangled, had her body singing with need even as her mind screamed resistance.

He withdrew slightly, then thrust deeper. She cried out, the sound bouncing off the glass walls. Her reflection showed her own face, twisted in something that might have been pain or might have been ecstasy. She couldn't tell anymore.

"Feel that?" His voice was rough with strain. "That's the knot. It's going to lock us together."

She felt it—the swelling at the base of his cock, pressing against her entrance. Larger than the rest, demanding entry into a body that was already stretched to its limit. Her mind recoiled. Her pussy clenched, drawing him deeper.

He thrust hard, and the knot popped inside.

The sensation was indescribable. She was full, completely and utterly full, locked onto him in a way that felt permanent. The knot pressed against places inside her that she didn't know existed, sent lightning through her nervous system. Her legs wrapped around his waist without her permission, trying to take him deeper even though there was nowhere left to go.

"Fuck," she gasped, the crude word torn from her. "Fuck, I can't—"

"You can." He started to move, not withdrawing fully—the knot prevented that—but grinding against her, making that swelling press and drag against her inner walls. "You were made for this."

She wanted to deny it, but her body was already climbing toward something. The heat from the stone beneath her, the heat from him above her, the heat from the forge's magic in her blood—it all converged. Her pussy clenched around him rhythmically, trying to milk him the way Korgul had milked Rukthar.

"That's it," he growled. "Take it. Take all of it."

He thrust harder, the knot dragging against her with each movement. The pleasure was building, cresting, becoming something too large to contain. She fought it, tried to hold it back, but it was like trying to hold back lava.

When he came, she felt it. Felt the first pulse of his seed flooding her, hot and thick. It triggered something in her, some final surrender of her body if not her mind. Her climax crashed through her, violent and consuming. She screamed, the sound echoing endlessly in the glass chamber, and her pussy clamped down on his knot, milking him for every drop.

He kept coming, filling her past full. She could feel it inside her, a warmth that spread through her core. The knot kept it locked inside, wouldn't let any escape. She was marked, claimed, bred.

Her mind was spinning, trying to separate the physical sensation from what it meant. But her body had already decided. Already softened around him, accepted him, welcomed him.

"Mine," Korgul said against her throat. "Ours. The forge's."

She couldn't answer. Could barely breathe. The chains clinked as her arms went slack above her head. In the glass walls, she saw herself—flushed and sweating, impaled on an orc's knotted cock, her expression one of shattered pleasure.

The shame would come later, she knew. Right now, there was only the heat, the fullness, and the terrible certainty that her body had just learned something it could never unlearn.



The anvil room was chaos given form. Sparks flew from unseen hammers, landing on her skin like angry insects. The vats they'd shown her earlier lined the walls, several already filled with that steaming seed. The air tasted like metal and salt and the overwhelming musk of aroused orcs.

Elara's legs barely held her weight. Korgul had finally pulled out, the knot releasing with a sensation that made her knees buckle. His cum leaked down her thighs, hot and thick. She should have felt empty after being so full. Instead she felt hollow, a vessel waiting to be filled again.

The forge's magic, she told herself. Just the magic.

But she'd stopped fully believing that.

They were all there now—Korgul watching with satisfaction, the other three circling like wolves who'd just been given permission to feed. Their eyes gleamed in the forge light. Their cocks were already hard, already dripping, already reaching for her.

"Our turn," Gorzod said, his filed teeth catching the light. "You took his knot so pretty. Let's see how you handle all of us."

She wanted to run. Her muscles tensed, preparing for flight. But where would she go? The chamber had one exit, and Korgul blocked it with his massive frame. And underneath the fear, underneath the exhaustion, her body was already responding. Already slickening, already aching.

The magic had its claws deep now.

Rukthar reached her first. His hands—hot like all of them—gripped her waist and lifted. She was strong, but he made her feel weightless, made her feel small. The anvil was solid under her when he bent her over it, the metal warm from the forge's heat. It pressed against her breasts, her belly, the angle forcing her ass up.

"Please," she gasped, though she didn't know what she was asking for anymore.

"We will," Rukthar said, and she felt his cock pressing against her entrance. Still sensitive from Korgul, still stretched, she took him easier this time. He thrust in hard, no gentleness, no preparation beyond what Korgul had already done. His knot pressed against her opening, not quite entering yet.

The angle was different. He hit places inside her that made her see stars, made her hands scrabble against the anvil for purchase. His rhythm was faster than Korgul's, more urgent, like he'd been holding back watching and couldn't anymore.

"Milk our seed," he growled, his grip on her hips bruising. "That's what you're here for."

Movement in front of her. She looked up through the hair falling in her face and saw Gorzod, his cock level with her mouth. It was thick and dark, the knot at the base already swollen. The tip glistened with pre-cum.

"Open," he commanded.

She clenched her jaw. Defiance was all she had left, and she'd be damned if—

Rukthar thrust particularly hard, forcing his knot inside. She gasped at the sudden fullness, and Gorzod took the opportunity to push his cock between her lips.

The taste hit her immediately. Salty, musky, with an underlying bitterness that made her want to gag. But Gorzod's hand tangled in her hair, holding her still as he pushed deeper. She felt him hit the back of her throat, felt her body trying to reject the intrusion.

"Swallow," he said. "Relax your throat."

She couldn't breathe properly. Her nose was pressed against his lower belly, inhaling his scent with each desperate gasp for air. Behind her, Rukthar was moving faster, fucking her with hard, purposeful strokes that made the anvil scrape against the stone floor.

Tears leaked from her eyes. From the overwhelming sensation, from the lack of air, from the shame of taking one cock in her cunt while sucking another. Her jaw ached. Her pussy ached. Everything ached and burned and somehow felt too good.

"She's tight," Rukthar groaned. His fingers dug into her ass cheeks, spreading them. "Fuck, she's milking me already."

Then she felt another presence behind her. Thrain. His clever hands traced up her spine, making her shiver. She felt him press against her rear—the one place that hadn't been violated yet.

Her eyes widened. She tried to shake her head, but Gorzod's grip kept her still, kept his cock in her throat. She made a sound of protest that came out muffled and desperate.

"Shh," Thrain murmured. She felt something slick against her asshole—oil, maybe, or some other lubricant. His finger pressed inside, testing. "You'll take this too. You'll take all of us."

She couldn't. She couldn't possibly. She was already so full of Rukthar, already choking on Gorzod. There was no room for more.

But Thrain was patient, working her with his fingers until her muscles relaxed despite her mental resistance. Two fingers, then three, stretching her open. The sensation was foreign, wrong, but the forge's magic twisted it into something her body recognized as pleasure.

When he finally pressed his cock against her rear entrance, she tried to clench, to keep him out. But she was too exhausted, too overwhelmed. He pushed inside, slow but inexorable.

The fullness was impossible. She had cocks in every hole, stretching her beyond what should be bearable. Rukthar in her pussy, his knot dragging against her walls. Thrain in her ass, filling her with a burning stretch. Gorzod in her throat, cutting off her air every few seconds.

She couldn't think. Could barely feel where one sensation ended and another began. It was all just heat and fullness and overwhelming stimulation.

"Look at her," Korgul's voice, from somewhere nearby. "Taking all three. She's perfect for us."

The praise shouldn't have mattered. Shouldn't have sent a thrill through her. But it did.

Rukthar and Thrain found a rhythm, alternating their thrusts so she was never less than completely full. When one pushed in, the other pulled back. The thin wall between her passages meant she could feel both of them, the impossible stretch and pressure.

Gorzod withdrew from her mouth, letting her gasp for air. Drool and pre-cum connected her lips to his cock in glistening strings. "Good girl," he said, stroking her cheek with surprising gentleness. "You're learning."

She hated that those words made her core clench. Hated that some part of her was preening under the approval.

He pushed back into her mouth, and she let him. Stopped fighting, stopped resisting. Just took it. Took all of them.

"She's close," Thrain observed, his voice strained. "I can feel her tightening."

She was. Despite everything, despite the overwhelming nature of it, her body was climbing again toward that peak. The multiple points of stimulation, the forge's magic in her blood, the heat—it was all building toward something massive.

"Fill her," Korgul said. Not a request. A command.

They moved faster. Rukthar's knot swelled further, locking them together. Thrain pressed deep, his own knot working its way into her ass. Gorzod thrust into her throat with increasing urgency.

When they came, it was nearly simultaneous.

She felt Rukthar first, his seed flooding her pussy, hot and copious. Then Thrain, filling her ass with the same liquid heat. Gorzod pulled back just enough that his cum flooded her mouth instead of choking her. The taste was overwhelming, and she swallowed reflexively, not wanting to drown.

Their seed mixed inside her, a warmth that spread through her core. And then her own orgasm hit, devastating in its intensity. Her body convulsed around the cocks still buried in her, milking them for every last drop. She would have screamed if her mouth weren't full.

The pleasure was so intense it bordered on pain, lasting far longer than any climax she'd experienced before. When it finally crested and began to fade, she was left trembling, barely conscious.

They withdrew slowly, carefully. The loss of their cocks left her feeling empty, used. Cum leaked from both her lower holes, running down her thighs to pool on the floor. Gorzod wiped his cock on her cheek before stepping back.

"Perfect," he said, that horrible grin wide. "Absolutely perfect."

She couldn't answer. Could barely process words. She slumped over the anvil, her reflection in a nearby vat showing a woman she barely recognized—flushed, sweating, covered in cum and her own fluids.

And still, impossibly, still aroused. Still wanting more.

The forge had won. She knew that now, felt it in her bones. Whatever resistance she'd had was gone, burned away in the heat of their claiming.

"Rest," Korgul said, somewhere above her. "You'll need your strength. We're not done with you yet."

She quivered at his words, shame and anticipation mixing until she couldn't tell them apart. Her body was theirs now. The forge's. And some terrible part of her was learning to accept it.



The chamber opened to the sky like a wound. Stars hung above, impossibly bright against the black, while below, a lava flow painted everything in shifting orange light. The heated slab beneath her was almost comfortable now, or maybe her body had just stopped registering pain as distinct from pleasure.

Elara lay on her back, alone for the first time since her capture. How long ago? Hours? Days? Time moved strangely in the forge's heat, stretching and compressing until she couldn't track it anymore.

Her body was marked. She could feel it without looking—the places where their knots had stretched her, the tender spots where teeth had grazed, the bruises blooming like dark flowers across her hips and thighs. Her wrists still bore the warm chains, though they'd loosened them after the last session. Escape wouldn't matter now anyway. Where would she go? Back to her forge, her old life, pretending this hadn't changed something fundamental?

She raised a trembling hand, traced the curve of her breast. Her nipples were sensitive, more so than before, and there was a heaviness to her breasts that hadn't been there yesterday. Or whenever yesterday was.

"I shouldn't want this," she whispered to the stars.

But she did. Gods help her, she did.

The forge's magic had done more than just inflame her body. It had cracked open something inside her, revealed desires she'd never acknowledged. The shame was still there, would probably always be there. But underneath it, growing stronger with each passing hour, was a terrible satisfaction.

She was wanted here. Needed. Not for her skill with a hammer, but for her body, for what it could provide. It should have been degrading. Should have been the worst thing she could imagine.

Instead, it felt like purpose.

The sound of footsteps on stone made her breath catch. She didn't need to look to know they'd returned. Could smell them before they entered—that overwhelming musk that her body now recognized as an arousal trigger and promise.

All four of them, silhouetted against the starlight. Korgul in front, the others flanking him like an honor guard. Their eyes gleamed in the darkness, reflecting the lava's glow.

Her pussy clenched, already slick. No hesitation anymore, no mental resistance. Her body knew what was coming and wanted it.

"Please," she heard herself say. The word came out breathy, desperate. "Please, my lords. I need—"

"What do you need?" Korgul's voice was dark honey, satisfied.

She should have some pride left. Should have kept silent, made them take what they wanted without her asking. But the forge had burned that away too, leaving only the raw truth.

"Knot me again." Her thighs fell open in invitation. "All of you. Fill me. I'm—" The words caught. "I'm yours."

The admission should have broken her. Instead, it felt like relief.

They moved as one, predators who'd just heard the magic words. Korgul reached her first, his hands sliding up her thighs, spreading her wider. His cock was already hard, the knot at the base swollen with need.

"Say it again," he commanded.

"I'm yours." Easier this time. "The forge's. Your vessel. Your—" She searched for the word he'd used before. "Your forge-mate."

He thrust into her in one smooth motion, and she cried out not in pain but in relief. This was what she'd needed, this fullness, this sense of completion. Her body welcomed him, walls fluttering around his length.

"That's it," he growled, settling into a rhythm that made her toes curl. "Accept it. Accept us."

She did. Gods, she did. Her hips rose to meet his thrusts, taking him deeper, seeking the knot that would lock them together. When it finally popped inside, she moaned with satisfaction, her hands coming up to grip his shoulders.

"More," she gasped. "I want more. I want all of you."

Rukthar appeared beside her, his cock level with her face. She didn't wait for a command. Just opened her mouth and took him in, tasting the salt-musk of him. She'd learned what they liked now—how to work her tongue around the shaft, how to take the knot into her mouth even though it made her jaw ache.

Thrain lifted one of her legs, spreading her wider, and pressed his cock against where Korgul was already buried. The stretch as he worked inside alongside Korgul was intense, burning, perfect. She was so full, impossibly full, both of them working in her cunt while Rukthar fucked her mouth.

Gorzod knelt beside her, his hands finding her breasts. When he squeezed, she felt a strange tingling, a pressure that was almost painful.

Then wetness.

Her eyes widened. Milk. She was producing milk, white droplets beading on her nipples. The forge's final transformation, turning her into exactly what they needed.

Gorzod's grin was feral. "Look at that. She's perfect now. Completely perfect." He lowered his mouth to her breast and sucked.

The sensation shot straight to her core. Her pussy clenched around the two cocks inside her, making both Korgul and Thrain groan. The milk flowed freely into Gorzod's mouth, and she could feel her breasts lightening, the pressure easing.

"Drink," she gasped around Rukthar's cock. "Take it all."

They did. Gorzod on one breast, Rukthar pulling out of her mouth to claim the other. The four of them working in coordination—two cocks in her cunt, two mouths on her breasts, all of them taking what she had to give.

The pleasure built differently this time. Slower, deeper, coming from her core and her breasts simultaneously. She was being drained and filled at the same time, giving and receiving until she couldn't tell which was which.

"Coming," Korgul grunted. "Fuck, she's milking us both."

Their knots swelled further, locking them inside her. She felt their seed flooding her, mixing together in her depths. The warmth spread through her belly, and her own climax followed, rolling through her in waves that seemed to last forever.

Rukthar and Gorzod came next, their seed splashing across her breasts and throat as they pulled back from nursing. The smell of it mixed with the sulfur and lava, creating something uniquely theirs.

When they finally withdrew, she lay trembling and leaking, covered in their marks. Cum dripped from her pussy, ran down the curves of her breasts. Her body was theirs, marked and claimed and transformed.

She should have felt destroyed. Used up and broken.

Instead, she felt powerful. They needed her. Desired her. Returned to her again and again because she was perfect for them.

Elara turned her head to gaze at the lava flow. The molten rock moved with hypnotic slowness, destroying everything it touched and creating new stone in its wake.

Like her. The forge had destroyed who she was and created something new. Something that belonged here, in the heat and the darkness, serving these creatures who'd claimed her so thoroughly.

Shame still flickered in her chest. She wasn't naive enough to think it would ever fully leave. But pride flickered there too—strange, dark pride in how well she served, how much pleasure she could draw from them, how her body had transformed to meet their needs.

"My forge-queen," Korgul murmured, settling beside her on the slab. The others joined, their bodies surrounding hers in a protective circle. "My perfect vessel."

She didn't answer. Just closed her eyes and let their heat sink into her bones, accepting what she'd become.

The stars watched. The lava flowed. And in the forge's heart, a blacksmith who'd come seeking ore found herself forged into something new—something that would never return to the life she'd known.

The chains clinked as she shifted, and she realized with distant surprise that she no longer wanted them removed.

They were part of her now. Like the marks, like the milk, like the ache between her thighs that promised this was just the beginning.

The forge had claimed her, body and soul.

And she'd stopped fighting.
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