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The Victorian mansion smelled like burnt sage and something older—decay wrapped in velvet, perhaps, or the particular rot of old money. Lena pushed through the parlor door into a room where candles guttered in brass holders, their flames bending sideways though no breeze stirred. Cobwebs hung from the chandelier like wedding veils someone had abandoned mid-ceremony, and the incense smoke coiled thick enough to choke on.

She'd worn her good boots to this Halloween party, the leather ones with buckles that dug into her ankles. Her dress was midnight blue, cut to show her collarbones and the bold frame of her shoulders. Windswept curls fell past those shoulders, tangled from the October wind that had slapped her face on the walk up to the mansion. A party, her friend had said. Come in costume, have a drink, maybe catch a ghost.

The séance circle sat in the room's center—six chairs arranged around a circular table scarred with water rings and what looked like burn marks. Three guests already occupied seats, strangers in elaborate costumes. A man in a plague doctor mask gestured to an empty chair. "Join us. We're about to begin."

Lena's boots clicked against the hardwood as she crossed to the table. The chair legs scraped when she pulled it out. Her palms were damp when she placed them on the table's surface, the wood cool and slightly sticky.

"Everyone hold hands," the plague doctor instructed. His voice was muffled behind the beak. "No matter what happens, don't break the circle."

She clasped the clammy hand of the woman to her left, then reached for the man on her right. His grip was cold, almost painfully so. The candles flickered in unison, all twelve flames bending toward the table's center. The incense smoke thickened until it formed a column above their joined hands.

The lights died.

Not a gradual dimming but an instant plunge into darkness so complete that Lena couldn't see her own hands on the table. Her heart kicked against her ribs. Someone whimpered—maybe her. The cold from the man's grip spread up her arm, into her shoulder, settling somewhere behind her sternum like swallowed ice.

The first alpha materialized in the smoke column.

He was translucent, edges blurred like a photograph left too long in water. His form shifted between solid and vapor, but she could make out the sharp angles of his face, the hollows where eyes should be that instead held points of cold light. When he moved, the temperature dropped until her breath fogged. His body was lean, almost emaciated, and completely naked—his cock hung heavy between his thighs, semi-hard and somehow more present than the rest of him.

"Christ," Lena whispered. Her voice cracked.

The second alpha ripped through the veil with less ceremony. He was massive, hunched and furred, his shoulders too broad for any doorway. Claws scraped the floorboards as he stepped into the candlelight that had somehow returned. His muzzle was long, teeth gleaming when he snarled, and his eyes burned amber. Fur covered him from head to foot, thick and dark, but his cock jutted from his groin unmistakably canine—already swollen at the base with the promise of a knot.

The twin witches came last, manifesting on either side of the table. They were identical down to the runes glowing along their forearms, symbols that pulsed with a sickly green light. Their hair was bone-white, cropped short against their skulls. They wore nothing but the runes, their bodies lean and androgynous, their cocks standing erect and adorned with more glowing marks that spiraled from base to tip.

The air in the room changed. It smelled like ozone now, like a storm about to break, but underneath was something else—musk and arousal, a scent so thick it coated Lena's tongue when she gasped.

The ghostly alpha drifted closer. When he spoke, his voice echoed from several directions at once, layered and wrong. "You're our omega conduit."

"No." Lena shoved back from the table. Her chair toppled. The other guests were gone—had they ever been real? The room was empty except for her and the four spectral beings closing in. "No, this is—I'm leaving."

She ran for the door.

Her boots slammed against the floor. The door was ten feet away, then five. Her hand closed around the brass knob, cold enough to burn, and she wrenched it sideways.

It didn't turn.

The werewolf moved faster than something his size should. He was behind her in a heartbeat, his breath hot against the back of her neck, one massive paw pressed flat to the door above her head. "Stay," he growled. The word vibrated through her spine.

Magic crackled through the air—she felt it before she saw it, a pressure building in her skull. The twin witches stood on either side of her now, their hands raised, runes blazing bright enough to hurt. Green light spilled from their palms and wrapped around the door's frame, sealing it with symbols that burned themselves into the wood.

"Please." Lena's voice was small. She hated how it shook. "This isn't—you can't—"

The ghost drifted through the werewolf's solid form. He reached for her, and though his fingers looked insubstantial, they gripped her wrists with shocking strength. The cold bit deep, down to bone. He pulled her away from the door, back toward the center of the room where the table waited.

"Bind her," the ghost commanded.

The witches moved in synchronization. They touched their glowing palms together, then pulled them apart. Between their hands, chains materialized—not metal but pure light, golden and thrumming with power. The chains wrapped around Lena's wrists before she could pull away, coiling twice, three times, before cinching tight. The sensation was immediate and overwhelming.

Heat flooded her body, starting at her wrists and racing inward. It pooled low in her belly, between her thighs, a sudden wetness that made her knees weak. But alongside the heat was a wrongness, a hollow feeling, as if something essential had been scooped out of her chest. Her omega nature—she felt it being compressed, suppressed, locked away behind a wall she couldn't breach.

"What did you do?" She pulled against the chains. They didn't budge. The light pulsed with each frantic beat of her heart.

"Omega-suppressing spell," one witch said. Her voice was melodic, almost sweet. "You'll feel the need but never the release. Not until we allow it."

The ghost pulled her toward the table. His grip never wavered despite his translucent form. The werewolf and witches flanked her, herding her forward. Lena's legs moved without her permission, her body responding to their proximity in ways that terrified her. Slickness gathered between her thighs. Her nipples peaked against the fabric of her dress. She wanted to scream, to fight, but her muscles felt disconnected from her will.

They pressed her against the table's edge. The scarred wood bit into her hipbones. The chains hummed where they touched her skin, the spell singing through her veins. The four alphas surrounded her now, their scents mingling—ozone and musk, wet fur and something ancient that had no name. Her breath came in shallow gasps. The room spun. Her pussy ached with a need that had no outlet, the spell trapping her arousal in an endless loop of wanting without relief.

"Good," the ghost whispered, his breath a cold kiss against her ear. "Now we begin."



They dragged her through a doorway that hadn't existed moments before, the threshold shimmering like heat ripples on summer asphalt. The ritual parlor was smaller than the séance room, its walls lined with mirrors that reflected nothing—or perhaps reflected too much, showing angles and dimensions that bent wrong. Lena caught glimpses of herself fractured across the glass—her face pale, her dress disheveled, the golden chains bright against her wrists. But she also saw other reflections, shadows of herself in positions she hadn't taken, doing things she hadn't done yet.

The mirrors cracked as she watched. Hairline fractures spread across their surfaces in spiderweb patterns, and the sound was like ice breaking on a frozen lake.

Crystal bowls sat arranged on a low altar—six of them, each the size of a dinner plate, perfectly clear and polished to a gleam. The air hummed with energy that made her teeth ache. Candles floated without holders, their flames casting light that didn't behave properly, bending and stretching into shapes flames shouldn't make.

The ghost released her wrists, but the chains remained. They coiled around her forearms like living things, pulsing with that same golden light. Lena stumbled, caught herself against a small table. Her palms came away sticky with wax that smelled like honey and rot.

"The séance rite," the ghost began, his voice echoing from the corners of the room, "requires a conduit. An omega who can channel our essence, collect it, amplify it." He drifted closer, his translucent form solidifying slightly, until she could make out the sharp cut of his jaw, the cruel curve of his mouth. "You'll serve this purpose tonight and every Halloween hence, for the veil between worlds is thinnest now."

"I didn't agree to this." Lena's voice came out stronger than she felt. She pulled at the chains. They tightened in response, sending another wave of heat through her body. Her cunt clenched around nothing, desperate and empty. "Let me go."

One of the witch twins laughed. The sound was musical and horrible. "Your body already agreed. Smell yourself, omega. You're dripping."

She was. The slickness that had soaked through her underwear, was probably visible on her dress. The scent of her arousal mixed with the wax and incense and the otherworldly musk of the alphas surrounding her. It was thick enough to taste, sweet and shameful.

"I'll demonstrate," the ghost said. He turned to the werewolf, who stood near the altar, massive and patient. "Come."

The werewolf moved forward. His claws clicked against the stone floor. When he reached the ghost, he dropped to all fours—not submissive but ready, his amber eyes fixed on the translucent alpha with something like anticipation.

"The essence must be harvested with care," the ghost explained, circling the werewolf. "Each alpha carries power in his seed, but it must be coaxed out, collected, preserved." He reached down, his spectral hand passing through the werewolf's fur before solidifying. His fingers wrapped around the base of the werewolf's cock.

The werewolf growled, low and pleased. His cock was already hard, the thick shaft dark and slick, the knot at its base swollen to the size of a fist. The ghost's grip tightened, and the werewolf's haunches tensed.

"Watch," the ghost commanded Lena. "Learn."

She couldn't look away. The ghost's hand stroked up the werewolf's length, slow and deliberate. His thumb pressed against the sensitive spot just below the head, and the werewolf's growl deepened into something closer to a whine. Pre-cum beaded at the tip, thick and opalescent. The ghost caught it with his other hand, brought his fingers to his mouth, and tasted it. His eyes—those cold points of light—fixed on Lena.

"Your turn will come," he said. "But first, you watch."

He positioned the werewolf over one of the crystal bowls. Then he gripped the knot with both hands, squeezing and massaging the swollen flesh. The werewolf's back arched. His claws scraped grooves in the stone. The ghost worked the knot with practiced efficiency, his spectral hands somehow exerting real pressure, manipulating the sensitive tissue until the werewolf was panting, his tongue lolling from his muzzle.

"Channel the flow," the ghost murmured. His voice was almost gentle. One hand continued working the knot while the other moved to the werewolf's balls, cupping and rolling them. "Let it build. Hold. Release."

The werewolf came with a howl that rattled the mirrors. His cock pulsed, thick ropes of cum spurting into the crystal bowl. But this wasn't ordinary cum—it glowed, faint and silver, and it shimmered as it hit the bowl's surface, spreading across the bottom in patterns that looked almost like runes. The ghost continued milking the knot, coaxing out every drop, until the bowl was half-full and the werewolf was shaking, spent.

"Good," the ghost said. He released the werewolf, who collapsed to the side, still panting. "The essence retains power for the ritual. We'll need more. Much more."

He turned back to Lena. The chains on her wrists pulled taut, dragging her forward. She resisted, but her boots slid across the stone. The witch twins appeared on either side of her, their hands on her shoulders, forcing her down until she knelt beside the altar.

"Your turn to assist," one witch said. The runes on her arms glowed brighter. She grabbed Lena's right hand, pried open her clenched fingers. "Touch the knot. Feel its structure. You'll need to know how to milk them all."

"No." Lena tried to pull back. "I won't—"

The other witch took her left hand. Together, they forced both of Lena's hands toward the werewolf's cock. The knot was still swollen, still slick with cum and saliva where the ghost had worked it. Her fingers made contact, and the sensation shot through her like electricity.

The knot was hot. Searingly hot compared to the ghost's cold touch. It pulsed under her palms, alive and responsive. She felt the blood flowing through it, felt the ridges and the way the flesh yielded slightly when she pressed. The werewolf whined, his hips jerking forward.

"Stroke it," the witch commanded. "Learn the rhythm."

Lena's hands moved without her permission. The chains guided them, or perhaps the magic did, but her fingers wrapped around the knot and squeezed. The werewolf's whine turned desperate. Her thumb found a spot that made him buck, and more cum dribbled from his tip, adding to the bowl's contents.

"This can't be real," she whispered. Her voice shook. "This isn't—I don't—"

But her body betrayed her. The heat between her thighs intensified. Her nipples ached where they pressed against her dress. Her cunt clenched rhythmically, trying to draw in something that wasn't there, desperate for the knot her hands were touching. The chains hummed their denial, the spell holding her orgasm just out of reach while ramping up her need until she wanted to sob with frustration.

The witch's grip tightened on her shoulder. "You'll learn to crave this. To beg for the chance to serve."

"No," Lena said again, but the word came out breathless, almost a moan. Her fingers continued working the knot, learning its shape, committing it to muscle memory. The werewolf's cock twitched in her grip, still half-hard despite his recent release. The essence in the bowl shimmered, casting strange shadows on the cracked mirrors.

The séance magic pulled at her, hooks buried deep in her chest, reeling her in. Her breath fogged in the cold air, but inside she burned. The ghost watched with those lightless eyes, patient and ancient and utterly certain.

"Again," he said softly. "Make him spill again. Fill the bowl."

And Lena's hands obeyed.



The bedroom materialized around her like a stage set dropping into place. One moment she knelt in the ritual parlor, her hands slick with the werewolf's essence, and the next she was standing beside a four-poster bed, the chains on her wrists pulling her toward moth-eaten curtains that swayed though the windows were closed. Moonlight spilled through the glass, blue-white and cold, painting everything in shades of ice. The bed's canopy was torn, hanging in strips like flesh flayed from bone. Dust motes drifted in the light, each one catching and reflecting until the air looked full of tiny stars.

The floor was warped beneath her boots. When she shifted her weight, the boards groaned like something dying.

"Where—" Lena started, but her voice died when the ghost appeared at the foot of the bed.

He didn't walk or drift—he simply was, occupying space he hadn't occupied a heartbeat before. The moonlight passed through him, but it also caught on something within his translucent form. Ectoplasm, she realized. It swirled inside him like smoke in water, giving his body more substance than before. His form solidified as she watched, edges sharpening, until she could make out the individual planes of his face, the hollow of his throat, the ridge of his collarbones.

His cock materialized last. It emerged from the ectoplasm like something being born, thick and pale and already fully erect. The knot at its base was massive, easily twice the size of her fist, and it pulsed with a light that matched his eyes—cold and distant and utterly inhuman.

"Take my knot, guest," he said. His voice echoed from the corners of the room, from inside her own skull. "Take it and channel our essence."

"No." Lena backed away. Her spine hit the bedpost. The chains jerked her forward again, pulling her toward him despite her resistance. "You can't—this isn't—"

"Your body is already prepared." He glided forward. The temperature plummeted with each foot he closed between them. Lena's breath came out in clouds now, her lips numb from the cold. "The omega spell ensures it. You'll take what we give you."

He reached for her dress. His hands passed through the fabric like it wasn't there, the midnight blue material offering no resistance to his spectral touch. But when his fingers found her skin, they solidified. Cold gripped her hips, her waist. He pulled the dress down, phasing through it until the fabric pooled at her feet. Her bra vanished the same way, then her underwear, until she stood naked in the moonlight, trembling, the chains the only thing she wore besides her boots.

Her body was flushed despite the cold. Her nipples peaked hard, darkened with arousal. Between her thighs, slickness gleamed. The omega spell had done its work—she was prepared, opened, desperate, even as her mind screamed at her to fight.

"Please," she whispered. The word fogged in the frozen air. "Don't do this."

The ghost's laugh was like wind through a crypt. "You'll beg me to continue before I'm done."

He lifted her—his hands under her thighs, her back against his chest. The cold was shocking, like being lowered into arctic water. She gasped, thrashed, but the chains wrapped around the bedposts, stretching her arms wide and binding her in place. Her legs dangled, spread, vulnerable.

The tip of his cock pressed against her entrance. Ice against fire. She felt it despite its ethereal nature—felt every inch of its length, the ridges along the shaft, the massive swell of the knot waiting below.

"It's freezing," Lena sobbed. She pulled at the chains. They held fast, the golden light pulsing in time with her racing heart. "Please, it's too cold, I can't—"

He thrust into her.

The penetration was slow and inexorable. His cock stretched her, filled her, the cold seeping into her walls and spreading through her core. She screamed—from shock, from the wrongness of it, from the way her pussy clenched around him despite every instinct telling her this was a violation. The magic wouldn't let her reject him. It held her open, receptive, slick and hot around his frigid length.

"Too much," she gasped. Tears froze on her cheeks. "You're too big, the knot won't—"

"It will." His voice was everywhere. "Your body was made for this. For us."

He pulled back until only his tip remained inside her, then thrust again, deeper. His cock reached places she didn't know she had, pressed against walls that sparked with sensation. The cold was agony and ecstasy together, numbing and heightening everything at once. Her cunt tried to push him out, then squeezed to pull him deeper, confused by the conflicting signals from her brain and the spell.

The knot pressed against her entrance. It was too big—impossibly big. She shook her head, tried to close her legs, but the chains and his grip kept her spread wide. He pushed harder. The knot stretched her, forcing her open, the pain bright and sharp until something gave and it slipped inside.

Lena's scream was soundless. Her mouth opened but nothing came out except frozen breath. The knot locked into place, huge and cold and utterly immovable, tying them together. She felt it pulse inside her, felt her walls clamping down around it, and the sensation was so overwhelming she thought she'd black out.

"Good," the ghost murmured. His lips brushed her ear, cold as a corpse's kiss. "Now take my breeding."

He began to move. Not thrusting—the knot prevented that—but grinding, rolling his hips, working the knot against her inner walls and the spot deep inside that made stars explode behind her eyes. She tried to resist, tried to hold still, but her hips moved with him, seeking more pressure, more friction, more of the terrible pleasure that built and built without release.

The climax approached. She felt it gathering, felt her body tightening, every muscle clenching in preparation. Her pussy spasmed around the knot. Her clit throbbed, swollen and desperate. Just a little more, just another thrust—

The chains flared bright. The spell clamped down, and the orgasm vanished. It didn't fade—it was simply taken, stolen, leaving her hanging on the edge with no way to tip over. A sob tore from her throat.

"Not yet," the ghost said. "You don't come until we allow it. Your pleasure is ours to control."

His cock pulsed inside her. She felt it growing colder, felt the ectoplasm swirling faster. Then he came, and it was like being filled with ice water. His essence flooded her, thick and glowing, pumping from his cock in spurts that seemed endless. It was too much—her belly swelled slightly, and still he filled her, the knot keeping every drop locked inside.

The denied climax pulled at her, aching and desperate. Her pussy clenched rhythmically, trying to milk him, trying to find the release the spell wouldn't allow. She moaned, the sound broken and needy, hating herself for how good it felt despite everything.

"More," the ghost said. He ground the knot deeper, and another wave of his essence flooded her. "You'll take all of us tonight. Every alpha, every knot, every drop of seed. You'll be so full you can taste it."

Lena's head fell back. Her mouth open, breath fogging the air in rapid clouds. The moonlight painted her body silver and blue, marked now by the ghost's claim. The chains hummed their satisfaction, the spell settling deeper into her bones.

The séance pulled her down, down into darkness that promised no escape.



The grand hall rushed up to meet her, or perhaps she fell into it—Lena couldn't tell anymore where one room ended and another began. The ghost's knot slipped free with a wet sound that echoed off vaulted ceilings, his essence spilling down her thighs in glowing rivulets. She stumbled, caught herself against what felt like empty air but held her weight anyway. The chains dragged her forward, deeper into the vast space.

Candles floated everywhere. Hundreds of them, maybe thousands, drifting like fireflies but larger, brighter, casting shadows that moved independent of their light source. The crystal bowls from the ritual parlor were here too, but now they lined the walls, arranged on shelves that stretched up into darkness. Half of them were already full, the essence inside shimmering with different colors—silver from the werewolf, pale blue from the ghost, sickly green from the witches.

The séance table sat in the hall's center, the same scarred wood but larger now, reinforced. Lena's boots dragged across marble floors inlaid with symbols she couldn't read. Her body felt used, stretched, the ghost's essence still cooling inside her belly. But the chains hummed with demand, pulling her toward the table where the four alphas waited.

Their combined scents hit her like a wall. Wet fur and musk from the werewolf, ozone and ancient dust from the ghost, something herbal and wrong from the witches—it all mixed with her own arousal, with the cum leaking from her pussy, creating a smell so thick she could taste it on the back of her tongue. Sweet and rotten and impossibly arousing.

The werewolf moved first. He was on her before she could react, massive paws gripping her waist, lifting her like she weighed nothing. His claws pricked her skin without breaking it, his fur coarse against her back when he pressed her forward, bending her over the table's edge.

"Harvest our essence," he growled directly into her ear. His breath was hot, fetid, smelling of raw meat and something wild. "Be our vessel."

His cock pressed between her thighs. Not at her pussy but higher, searching. He found her entrance—still slick with the ghost's cum, still stretched from the cold knot—and thrust inside without warning. The heat was shocking after the ghost's cold. The werewolf's cock burned, thick and ridged, the knot at its base already swelling as it pressed into her.

Lena screamed. The sound bounced off the vaulted ceiling, and came back to her distorted. Her hands scrabbled for purchase on the table, nails scratching the wood. He was too big, too hot, filling her completely and still pushing deeper. The knot forced its way inside, stretching her past what she thought possible, locking with a sensation that made her vision white out.

"Too much," she sobbed. "Can't—it's too much—"

One of the witches appeared in front of her. Lena couldn't tell which twin it was—they were identical, their white hair gleaming in the candlelight, their runes pulsing in rhythm with the chains on her wrists. The witch grabbed a fistful of her windswept curls, wrenched her head up.

"Open," the witch commanded.

"No—" Lena started, but the witch used the opening, thrust their cock between her lips and across her tongue before she could close her mouth. The taste was immediate and overwhelming—bitter herbs, something that numbed slightly, the salt of pre-cum mixing with the magical residue from the runes that decorated their shaft. The runes glowed brighter when they touched her tongue, heated, and she felt power flowing into her mouth, down her throat.

"Swallow," the witch said. Their grip tightened in her hair, holding her head still as they pushed deeper. Their cock hit the back of her throat, made her gag, but they didn't stop. "Take it all. You were made for this."

Behind her, the werewolf began to move. Short, grinding thrusts, working the knot against her walls. Each movement sent shockwaves through her body, made her pussy clench and spasm around the thick intrusion. She tried to pull away, but the chains held her bent over the table, holding her between the werewolf's brutal heat and the witch's magical cock.

The witch thrust faster. Their cock slid across her tongue, the runes burning paths she'd feel for days. Pre-cum leaked steadily, the bitter taste making her eyes water. She tried to breathe around them, but failed, her throat closing in panic. But then the witch pulled back just enough for her to gasp air before pushing deep again.

Hands gripped her hips from a different angle. The second witch twin, positioning themselves behind her but not where the werewolf already stretched her. Lower. Their fingers, slick with something cold and oily, pressed against her ass.

"No," Lena tried to say, but the cock in her mouth muffled it into a meaningless sound. She clenched, tried to resist, but the witch's fingers pushed inside anyway, one then two, stretching her unused hole with clinical efficiency. The oil numbed slightly but not enough, and when the witch replaced their fingers with their cock, the burn was immediate and blinding.

She couldn't scream. The witch in her mouth thrust deeper, blocking any sound. She couldn't move—the werewolf's knot locked her in place, the chains held her bent, the witch behind her gripped her hips hard enough to bruise. All she could do was take it, feel herself being opened and filled in ways she'd never imagined, her body reshaped into a vessel for their use.

The witch in her ass pressed deeper, their knot stretching her impossibly wide. Pain and pleasure blurred until she couldn't tell them apart. Her nerves sparked and misfired, sending sensations to her brain that made no sense—it hurt and it felt good and it was too much and not enough all at once.

"More," a voice said. The ghost's voice, echoing from everywhere. "She can take more."

No. She couldn't. She was too full already, stretched past any reasonable limit. But the ghost appeared beside the table, his translucent form solidifying. He reached between her legs, found where the werewolf's knot stretched her pussy, and pressed his own cock against the same entrance.

Lena's eyes went wide. She shook her head frantically. There was no room, no possible way—

The ghost pushed inside.

His cold cock slid alongside the werewolf's heat, forcing her open wider than she thought flesh could stretch. The sensation was beyond description—burning ice, two massive intrusions fighting for space inside her, her walls stretched so thin she felt translucent. The ghost's knot pressed against the werewolf's, both of them swelling, and when they locked together, Lena's mind simply broke.

She existed only as a sensation. The witch's cock hammering her throat. The other witch's knot grinding in her ass. The ghost and werewolf were both buried in her pussy, their knots locked together, her body nothing but a vessel stretched around them. The chains pulsed, keeping her arousal peaked but denying any release, trapping her in a state of endless, aching need.

They moved together. A rhythm that built and intensified, each thrust sending ripples through her body. She felt their cocks pulsing, felt them swelling even larger as their orgasms approached. The witch in her mouth came first, flooding her throat with bitter, glowing seed. She swallowed reflexively, the essence burning down her esophagus.

"Good vessel," the witch praised, voice musical. "Drink it all."

The others followed. The werewolf howled, his knot pulsing as he pumped her full of burning essence. The ghost's cold cum flooded her from the other side, mixing with the werewolf's, the temperature difference making her pussy spasm uncontrollably. The witch in her ass groaned, their knot throbbing as they filled her rear with more glowing seed.

Too much. It was too much. Her belly swelled visibly, distended with the sheer volume of cum they poured into her. It leaked around their knots, ran down her thighs, dripped onto the table. But still they came, still they filled her, murmuring praise.

"Perfect conduit."

"Channel of the veil."

"Our harvest vessel."

"Omega of the séance."

Lena quivered between them, her body wracked with sensations she had no words for. The denied climax pulled at her, so close she could almost touch it, but the chains held it away, keeping her suspended in a state of desperate, unfulfilled need even as four alphas bred her simultaneously.

She was their vessel. Their conduit. Their harvest.

And the night was far from over.



The attic was all rough beams and bare brick, the kind of space that should have smelled like dust and dead mice. Instead, it smelled like sex—her sex, their cum, the mingled scents of omega and alpha soaked into the wood. Lena lay on a velvet chaise that hadn't been there before, its fabric the color of old blood, soft against her bare skin. Through the single round window, a blood moon hung huge and red, painting everything in shades of rust and shadow.

She didn't know how long she'd been here. Hours? Days? Time moved strangely in the mansion, stretching and contracting like something alive. The chains on her wrists still glowed, but their light was dimmer now, pulsing slow and steady like a heartbeat.

Her body bore the marks of their claims. Bruises on her hips in the shape of the werewolf's paws. Scratches along her thighs where his claws had pricked. Her nipples were swollen and darkened, sensitive from the witches' teeth. Between her legs, she was tender and stretched, cum still leaking from her despite how many times they'd filled her. Her belly was slightly distended, full of their essence, and she could feel it shifting inside her when she moved.

Lena traced one of the bruises with her fingertips. The touch sent a shiver through her body, awakening the hunger that never quite went away. The chains kept her arousal at a constant simmer, never boiling over into release but never cooling either. She existed in a state of perpetual need, her pussy slick and aching, her clit swollen and throbbing with each beat of her heart.

"I shouldn't crave ghosts," she whispered to the empty attic. Her voice was hoarse from screaming, from the witches' cocks down her throat. "I shouldn't want this."

But she did. God help her, she did. The horror had transmuted into something else—not acceptance, exactly, but a recognition that this was what she was now. Their omega. Their vessel. Their harvest conduit. The séance had claimed her, body and soul, and fighting it only made the chains tighten, made the denial more acute.

Footsteps on the attic stairs. All four of them, she could tell by the different rhythms—the ghost's silence, the werewolf's heavy tread, the witches' synchronized steps. Her pulse quickened. Her thighs pressed together, trying to ease the ache building between them.

They emerged into the moonlight. The ghost drifted to her side, his translucent fingers trailing down her cheek. The werewolf prowled the room's perimeter, amber eyes fixed on her prone form. The witch twins stood at the foot of the chaise, their runes glowing brighter in response to her elevated arousal.

"Please," Lena heard herself say. The word came out broken, desperate. "Please, I need—"

"What do you need?" the ghost asked. His voice was almost gentle, almost kind. His cold fingers traced down her throat, between her breasts. "Say it."

She shouldn't. Every rational part of her brain screamed that she shouldn't beg for this, shouldn't give them the satisfaction of hearing her surrender. But the chains pulsed, the need built, and the words spilled out before she could stop them.

"Knot me." Her voice was barely a whisper. "Fill me. Please, I need it, I need all of you."

The ghost smiled. It was a terrible expression on his spectral face, triumphant and possessive. "Good omega. You're learning your place."

He positioned himself between her thighs. His cock was already hard, already knotted, glowing with cold light. When he thrust inside, her back arched off the chaise. The cold burned through her, familiar now, almost welcome. He seated himself fully, his knot stretching her wide, and began to move with deep, grinding thrusts.

"More," Lena gasped. She reached for him, for any of them. "I need more, please—"

The werewolf approached. He lifted her upper body, cradling her against his furred chest while the ghost continued fucking her from below. His cock pressed against her lips, the knot already swollen, pre-cum leaking across her tongue when she opened for him. She sucked him eagerly, hollowing her cheeks, working her tongue along the ridges of his shaft.

One witch knelt behind the chaise. Their slick fingers probed her ass, preparing her with more of that numbing oil. When their cock pressed inside, she moaned around the werewolf's shaft, the vibrations making him growl. The stretch was still intense, still burned, but her body was learning to accommodate them, to reshape itself around their use.

The second witch squeezed onto the chaise, their cock pressing into her pussy alongside the ghost's. The impossible stretch, the double penetration, it should have hurt worse than before. But Lena was so wet, so opened by their previous claims, that her body yielded. Both knots pressed inside, locked together, stretching her to her absolute limit.

They moved together, a coordinated assault on every hole. The ghost and witch in her pussy thrust in alternating rhythm, their knots grinding against each other and her walls. The witch in her ass matched their pace. The werewolf fucked her throat, his knot battering against her lips until she relaxed enough to take it inside, her jaw stretched painfully wide.

Lena's body was just a vessel between them. She couldn't move, couldn't breathe except when they allowed it, couldn't do anything but take what they gave her. And she loved it. The realization hit her like a physical blow—she loved being used like this, loved being filled and stretched and bred. The horror had become ecstasy, the violation transformed into worship.

Then something changed. A pressure in her breasts, building and building until it became pain. She tried to make a sound around the werewolf's knot, tried to communicate the new sensation, but then the pressure released and liquid warmth flooded her chest.

Milk. She was lactating.

The werewolf pulled free of her mouth, his knot slipping past her teeth with a wet pop. Milk leaked from her nipples, white and pure against her flushed skin, running down the curves of her breasts. The werewolf lowered his muzzle, his rough tongue lapping at the droplets. The sensation sent electricity straight to her core, making her pussy clench around the two knots inside her.

"Yes," one of the witch twins hissed. They pulled free from her ass, moved to her other breast, their mouth closing around her nipple. They sucked hard, drinking deeply, their hands kneading the soft flesh to encourage more flow.

The ghost and remaining witch continued fucking her pussy, their pace increasing, their knots swelling even larger. The ghost's cold essence flooded her first, then the witch's magical cum, the two mixing inside her womb. The witch at her breast came next, cum spurting onto her skin, marking her further. The werewolf howled against her chest, his seed spilling across her breasts, mixing with the milk.

The climax built. Lena felt it approaching, but this time the chains didn't suppress it. Instead, they glowed bright, the spell shifting, transforming. The denial released all at once, and the orgasm that crashed through her was beyond anything she'd ever experienced. It ripped through her body in waves, making her scream, making every muscle lock and spasm. Her pussy clamped down on the knots inside her, milking them, drawing out more essence. Her breasts sprayed milk as the witch and werewolf continued drinking. The pleasure went on and on, cresting and cresting again, until she thought it might never end.

When it finally released her, she collapsed bonelessly against the chaise. The alphas slowly pulled free, their essence flooding out of her, adding to the mess coating her thighs and belly. She could barely move, could barely think. Her body was wrung out, used completely, marked inside and out.

The ghost stroked her cheek. "Good omega. Our perfect harvest vessel."

Lena gazed up at the blood moon through the window. Its red light painted her body like a baptism. She should feel horror, should feel shame. Instead, she felt complete. The séance had claimed her utterly, transformed her into something new—something that craved the knots and cold and overwhelming fullness they provided.

"Yours," she whispered. A mix of fright and ecstasy colored her voice, acceptance and surrender. "I'm yours."

Their living omega. Their conduit. Their harvest.

Forever bound to the Halloween séance, to the veil between worlds, to the four spectral alphas who had claimed her body and remade it in their image.

And beneath the blood moon, Lena smiled.
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