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The prisoner's wound smelled like copper and rotted meat, the gash across his ribs weeping a yellow pus that Alina scraped away with the edge of her thumbnail. She'd run out of proper bandages three days ago, and the strips of torn linen she pressed against his skin were stiff with old blood. The torchlight made his face look like melted wax.

"Hold still," she murmured, though the man was barely conscious, his breathing a wet rattle in his chest. Her fingers worked quickly, crushing dried yarrow between her palms before sprinkling the powder into the wound. The herb stores were running low too. Everything in Blackspire Dungeon was running low except for suffering and damp.

The stone walls wept condensation, and rust bloomed on every iron fitting like a fungus. Chains hung from the ceiling in lazy arcs, their links crusted with something brown that flaked when touched. Alina had been tending the prisoners here for two months, ever since the baron's men had dragged her from her village for the crime of healing a man they'd wanted dead. She'd learned the geography of this place through touch and smell—which cells flooded when it rained, which corners held pockets of warmth, where the rats nested.

The ground shook.

At first, Alina thought it was thunder, but thunder didn't have a rhythm. This was steady, methodical, like a heartbeat made of stone. Dust sifted from the ceiling, and the chains began to sway, their rusted links groaning. The prisoner's eyes snapped open, wide and white with terror.

"Orcs," he whispered, the word barely audible over the sound of approaching boots.

Alina's hands stilled. The yarrow powder scattered across the man's chest, useless now. She'd heard stories about orc raids on border strongholds, but Blackspire was supposed to be secure, deep enough in civilized lands that such things didn't happen. The rhythm grew louder, accompanied by guttural voices that made her spine feel like it was full of ice water.

She stood, her healer's robe hanging loose on her frame, the fabric stained with months of other people's blood. Her dark braided hair had come partially undone, wisps clinging to her neck with sweat. There was nowhere to run. The cell door was already open—she'd been granted that small mercy as the dungeon's healer—but the corridor beyond offered only more stone and darkness.

The voices grew distinct, words in a language that sounded like gravel being chewed. Then came the smell: earth and sweat and something else, something thick and musky that made her nostrils flare involuntarily. It wasn't entirely unpleasant, which disturbed her more than if it had been.

They rounded the corner like a war made flesh.

The first one was massive, his green hide crosshatched with scars that looked like they'd been carved with deliberate artistry. His tusks curved up from his lower jaw, yellowed and sharp, and his eyes were the color of amber with pupils that tracked her like a predator marking prey. He wore armor that looked cobbled together from a dozen different victims—a breastplate here, a pauldron there, all of it dented and scored. This had to be Grotmuk. She knew it in her bones.

Behind him came three more, each distinct in their monstrosity. One had a roar building in his throat before he even fully entered the cell, the sound making her teeth ache. Durgar, her mind supplied, though she didn't know how she knew. Another wore a grin that split his face like a wound, his eyes roaming over her body with an assessment that made her skin prickle. Vroth. The third moved with a heavy tread that made the floor vibrate, his bulk somehow even more imposing than the others. Korg.

The air in the cell changed. It was thicker now, harder to breathe, and that musky scent intensified until it felt like it was coating the inside of her throat. Her heart hammered against her ribs, and she clutched the small leather pouch of herbs at her belt like a talisman.

"You're our omega now," Grotmuk said, his voice a rumble that seemed to come from somewhere deeper than his chest. The words were in the common tongue, but mangled, consonants turned to growls.

Alina opened her mouth to protest, to explain that she was just a healer, that there had been some mistake, but Grotmuk was already moving. His hand shot out and closed around her wrist, his grip like an iron manacle. She tried to pull away, her free hand scrabbling at his fingers, but it was like trying to move stone.

"No," she managed, the word coming out thin and desperate. "I'm not—I don't—"

Durgar laughed, the sound harsh and guttural. Vroth's grin widened. Korg just watched, his eyes heavy-lidded but intent.

Grotmuk pulled something from his belt—shackles, but not the crude iron ones that hung throughout the dungeon. These were darker, etched with symbols that seemed to writhe in the torchlight. When he clamped the first one around her wrist, Alina felt something cold slide through her veins, a sensation like ice water replacing her blood. The shackle pulsed against her skin, and with each pulse, something inside her responded.

Magic. This was magic, the kind that healers whispered about in scared voices. Omega-suppressing spells, designed to break the will, to kindle heat without release.

"No," she said again, but her voice had lost its strength. The second shackle closed around her other wrist, and the cold spread, wrapping around her bones. Her legs weakened, and only Grotmuk's grip kept her upright.

She looked down at the shackles, at the symbols that pulsed with a sickly red light. They were warm against her skin despite the cold they'd sent through her body, and that warmth was spreading, pooling low in her belly in a way that made her breath catch.

This couldn't be happening. She was a healer. She'd spent years learning the properties of herbs, the way to set bones, the prayers that sometimes, inexplicably, made wounds close faster. She wasn't meant for this—for whatever these orcs intended.

Grotmuk began to move, dragging her toward the cell door. Alina's feet scrambled for purchase on the stone floor, her healer's instincts screaming at her to resist, to fight, to maintain some shred of autonomy. Her fingers found the leather pouch at her belt, and she gripped it tight, the dried herbs inside crinkling under her palm. It was all she had left.

The prisoner on the floor watched them go, his eyes glazed with fever and fear. She'd failed him. She'd failed everyone.

The corridor outside the cell was darker than she remembered, or perhaps the torches had been extinguished in the raid. Durgar and Vroth flanked her, their bodies radiating heat, while Korg's heavy footsteps followed behind. The musky scent was overwhelming now, mixing with the damp stone smell of the dungeon, and with each breath, Alina felt that strange heat in her belly intensify.

The shackles pulsed again, and this time, she felt a stirring between her thighs, a slickness that made her stumble. Grotmuk's grip tightened, keeping her upright, pulling her deeper into the dungeon's depths where she'd never been allowed to go.

Her heart pounded with fear, yes, but underneath that fear was something else, something that made her hate herself even as her body responded to the magic coursing through the shackles. The omega-suppressing spell wasn't suppressing at all—it was awakening something she hadn't known existed, something that recognized these orcs not as enemies but as something else entirely.

The darkness swallowed them, and Alina's last coherent thought before they descended into the true depths was that she still had her herbs, still had that small piece of her identity clutched in her palm. It wouldn't save her, but it was hers.

For now.



The cell they brought her to was older than the rest of Blackspire, the stones darker and slick with something that wasn't quite water. Moss grew in patches like diseased skin, and the ceiling arced high enough that the torchlight didn't reach it, leaving the upper reaches lost in shadow. The air hummed, not with sound but with something Alina felt in her teeth, a vibration that made her molars ache.

Stone basins had been carved directly into the walls, each one deep enough to hold a man's head, their interiors stained dark with use. She didn't want to think about what had filled them before. The floor sloped gently toward a central drain, and the grooves worn into the stone suggested centuries of liquid flowing in that direction.

Grotmuk released her wrist, and Alina immediately stumbled backward, her legs unsteady beneath her. The shackles pulsed against her skin, each beat sending that strange warmth deeper into her body. She pressed her back against the wall, the damp stone soaking through her robe, and tried to steady her breathing.

The four orcs spread out across the space, and the scent intensified. It was earth and sweat, yes, but also something raw and primal that made her nostrils flare despite her revulsion. Her body recognized it even as her mind recoiled. The musk of rutting males, thick enough to taste on her tongue.

Durgar's chest heaved with each breath, his muscles bunching and releasing under his scarred hide. Vroth ran his tongue across his tusks, that unsettling grin never faltering. Korg simply stood, but his presence filled the space like a boulder blocking a stream. And Grotmuk watched her with those amber eyes, his gaze heavy with intent.

"The pack requires seed," Grotmuk said, his mangled words echoing off the stone. "You serve the heat. You milk the knot."

Alina shook her head, her braided hair whipping against her shoulders. "I don't understand. I'm a healer, I don't—"

"You understand," Grotmuk interrupted. He gestured to Durgar, a sharp motion that made the other orc move immediately. "Watch. Learn."

What happened next burned itself into Alina's vision whether she wanted it there or not.

Grotmuk moved behind Durgar with a speed that seemed impossible for something so large. His hand closed on the back of Durgar's neck, forcing him forward, bending him over one of the stone basins. Durgar didn't resist—if anything, he leaned into the grip, a rumbling growl building in his chest that vibrated through the entire cell.

Grotmuk's other hand reached around, finding the leather straps that held Durgar's crude armor in place. He tore them away, the sound sharp in the enclosed space, and Durgar's cock emerged already hard, already swollen at the base in a way that made Alina's breath catch.

The knot. She'd heard of such things in whispered conversations between the older healers, stories of beast-kind and their anatomy. But seeing it was different. The knot was thick, darker than the rest of his shaft, and pulsing with visible need.

Grotmuk's hand wrapped around it, his scarred fingers barely meeting around the girth, and began to work it with a methodical rhythm. Durgar's growl deepened, became something closer to a roar, his hips bucking into the grip. The sound he made wasn't quite language, but Alina understood it anyway—pure, animal need.

"The knot holds the seed," Grotmuk said, not looking at her, his attention on his task. "You work it. You milk it. You fill the basin."

His hand moved faster, squeezing and releasing, and Durgar's entire body went rigid. The orc's cock jerked in Grotmuk's grip, and then seed erupted, thick ropes of it shooting into the waiting basin. It steamed in the cool air, and the smell that rose from it made Alina's head spin—salt and musk and something indefinably male.

Grotmuk continued to work the knot, milking every drop, and Durgar's roar became a series of guttural grunts, his body shuddering with each pulse. The basin filled, and still more came, until finally Durgar sagged, his breath coming in harsh pants.

"Serve the heat," Grotmuk rumbled, releasing Durgar's spent cock. He turned those amber eyes back to Alina. "Your turn."

Terror lanced through her, cold and sharp. "No. I won't—"

But Vroth was already moving, his grin widening as he closed the distance between them. Alina tried to dart away, but the shackles pulsed, and her legs gave out. She caught herself against the wall, her palms scraping on the rough stone, and then Vroth's hands were on her, lifting her as easily as if she weighed nothing.

He carried her to where Durgar still leaned against the basin, the orc's breathing slowly returning to normal. The knot on Durgar's cock was still partially swollen, glistening with seed and the remnants of Grotmuk's attentions.

"Touch it," Vroth said, his voice a rasp against her ear. His breath was hot on her neck, and his body pressed against her back, pinning her in place. "Feel how it pulses."

"I won't," Alina hissed, but Vroth grabbed her shackled wrists and forced her hands forward. Her fingers brushed the knot, and she gasped.

It was hot, almost feverish, and the texture was rough beneath her fingertips. The knot pulsed against her palm, and she felt an answering pulse from the shackles, the magic surging through her veins. That warmth in her belly intensified, spreading like spilled oil, and between her thighs, she felt herself growing slick.

No. No, this wasn't right. This was magic, corruption, not her own desire. But her body didn't seem to care about the distinction.

"Good omega," Vroth murmured, his hands guiding hers, showing her how to squeeze, how to work the sensitive flesh. Durgar groaned, his cock twitching back to partial hardness despite having just spent. "You learn quick."

Alina wanted to pull away, to spit in Vroth's face, to do anything but continue touching Durgar's knot. But the shackles had other ideas. Each pulse sent more warmth through her, and with it came a growing ache, a hollow need that centered between her legs. Her pussy clenched on nothing, and the slickness increased, soaking through her small clothes.

"I'll never bow," she managed, the words coming out strangled. Her fingers continued to work despite her protest, muscle memory taking over even though she'd never done this before. The magic knew what to do even if she didn't.

Korg's heavy tread approached, and she felt his presence at her back, solid and immovable. His hand reached around, thick fingers finding her jaw and tilting her head back. His eyes were dark, hooded, but she saw the heat in them, the barely controlled hunger.

"You bow already," he said, his voice deeper than the others, each word a minor earthquake. "Body knows. Mind follows."

The shackles pulsed again, harder this time, and Alina cried out. The sensation was pleasure and pain braided together, racing along her nerves and settling in her core. Her nipples hardened beneath her robe, sensitive enough that even the rough fabric made her gasp. And between her legs, the ache grew unbearable, a throbbing need that demanded satisfaction the shackles wouldn't allow.

This was the omega-suppressing magic. It didn't suppress her nature—it awakened it, stoked it into an inferno, and then denied release. She would burn and burn and never be consumed.

Durgar's knot swelled fully again under her ministrations, and she felt the moment he was close, felt it in the way his whole body tensed. Vroth moved her hands faster, rougher, and then Durgar was coming again, more seed spilling into the basin, mixing with what was already there.

The smell was overwhelming. Alina's head spun, and her vision tunneled. The warmth in her belly was fire now, and the slickness between her thighs was a flood. Her body screamed for release, for anything to ease the building pressure, but the shackles only pulsed and pulsed, denying her even as they stoked her higher.

"Please," she whispered, though she didn't know what she was begging for. Stop, maybe. Or more. Her mind was fragmenting, unable to reconcile her resistance with her body's eager betrayal.

Grotmuk appeared before her, his scarred face filling her vision. He reached out and touched her cheek, the gesture almost gentle, and Alina flinched.

"The dungeon claims you," he said. "The pack claims you. Your heat will feed us, and you will learn to crave the knot."

His hand dropped lower, finding the damp fabric between her legs. When his fingers pressed against her through the cloth, Alina's legs nearly buckled. The pleasure was a sharp blade, and the shackles caught it mid-strike, turning it into more aching need.

"Already wet," Grotmuk observed, and there was satisfaction in his voice. "The omega awakens."

Alina's breath came in ragged gasps. Her core throbbed with denied pleasure, her body awash in sensations she couldn't control and didn't want. The leather pouch of herbs was still clutched in her hand, the dried plants crinkling against her palm—the last piece of who she'd been before the shackles, before the magic, before the orcs and their rutting heat.

It wasn't enough to save her. She could feel that now, feel it in every pulse of the shackles, every throb of her aching pussy, every desperate breath. The dungeon was claiming her, piece by piece, and she was powerless to stop it.

But she wouldn't surrender. Not yet. Even as her body betrayed her, even as the magic wound tighter around her core, she held onto that one truth.

She wouldn't bow.

The shackles pulsed again, and Alina whimpered, the sound escaping before she could stop it. The orcs heard it—she saw it in their eyes, in the way their pupils dilated, in the way the musk in the air intensified.

They knew she was close to breaking.

And gods help her, so did she.



The chamber was smaller than the ritual space, barely large enough for two bodies if one was willing to press against the walls. Straw had been scattered across the floor, but it was old and brittle, crumbling to dust under Alina's stumbling feet. Water dripped from somewhere above, the sound rhythmic and hollow, like a heartbeat counting down to something inevitable.

Grotmuk shoved her forward, and she caught herself against the damp stone, her palms scraping on the rough surface. The chains rattled as she spun to face him, her back against the wall, her chest heaving with panicked breaths. The shackles pulsed steadily now, that warmth spreading through her veins like poison, pooling between her thighs where she was already slick with unwanted need.

"No," she said, but the word had lost all its force. Her voice was thin, reedy, the sound of something already broken trying to remember what whole felt like.

Grotmuk filled the chamber, his massive form blocking the only exit. His armor was gone now, stripped away to reveal the full expanse of his scarred green hide. His muscles moved like tectonic plates under his skin, and between his legs, his cock was already hard, already showing the beginning of his knot at the base. It was monstrous—thick as her wrist, ridged along the shaft, the head flushed almost purple with blood.

She couldn't take that. It would tear her apart.

"You are omega," Grotmuk rumbled, taking a step closer. The stone floor groaned under his weight. "You will take my knot. You will bear my seed."

Alina shook her head, pressing harder against the wall as if she could somehow merge with it and disappear. Her fingers found the leather pouch at her belt again, that small anchor to her old life, and she clutched it like a drowning woman clutching driftwood.

"I'm a healer," she whispered. "I tend wounds. I help people. I'm not—I can't—"

Grotmuk's hand shot out and grabbed the front of her robe. The fabric tore like wet paper, the sound sharp in the enclosed space. Alina gasped as cool air hit her exposed skin, her breasts spilling free, nipples already hard from the magic coursing through her veins. He tore again, and the robe fell away in pieces, leaving her in nothing but her soaked small clothes.

"Please," she tried, but Grotmuk's other hand was already tearing those away too, the fabric giving easily under his strength. Now she was bare before him, trembling and exposed, her thighs slick with the evidence of her body's betrayal.

He reached for her, and she tried to dodge, but the shackles pulsed hard, and her legs buckled. Grotmuk caught her before she could fall, his hands wrapping around her waist, his fingers nearly meeting at her spine. He lifted her as if she weighed nothing, and then he was pressing her against the wall, the cold stone against her back a sharp contrast to the heat of his body against her front.

"Take my knot, omega," he growled, and positioned himself at her entrance.

The head of his cock pressed against her pussy, and even slick as she was, it was too much. Alina's hands came up, pressing against his chest, trying to push him away. "No! You're too big, it won't—"

He thrust.

The pain was immediate and overwhelming, a tearing sensation that made Alina scream. He was splitting her open, forcing her body to accommodate his impossible size, and there was nothing she could do to stop it. Her hands scrabbled against his chest, her nails finding purchase on his scarred hide, but he didn't even seem to notice.

And then, beneath the pain, there was something else. The shackles pulsed in time with his thrust, and that pulse sent pleasure racing through her nerves, turning the pain into something complex and awful. Her pussy clenched around his invading cock, trying to reject it and draw it deeper in the same confused motion.

Grotmuk grunted and thrust again, sinking deeper. Alina felt the ridges along his shaft dragging against her inner walls, each one sending sparks of sensation through her core. Her head fell back against the stone, her mouth open in a silent cry, her body caught between agony and unwanted ecstasy.

"So tight," Grotmuk rumbled, his breath hot against her neck. "Omega body made for knot."

He was right, and that truth was more terrifying than anything else. Her pussy was stretching around him, accepting him, and with each thrust, the pain receded and the pleasure grew. The shackles ensured she felt every inch, every ridge, every pulse of his cock inside her, but they also ensured she couldn't crest over into release. She would feel everything and be denied the relief of climax.

Grotmuk's rhythm increased, his hips snapping against hers with brutal efficiency. Alina's legs wrapped around his waist involuntarily, her body seeking to change the angle, to ease the stretch or increase it—she didn't even know anymore. Her breasts bounced with each thrust, her nipples scraping against his chest, and every point of contact was fire and ice braided together.

She felt it when his knot began to swell, felt the base of his cock growing thicker, wider, beginning to catch at her entrance with each withdrawal. Panic flared through her pleasure-hazed mind.

"Wait," she gasped, her fingers digging into his shoulders. "The knot, it's too—"

But Grotmuk thrust hard, and the knot pushed past her entrance, stretching her impossibly wider. Alina's scream echoed off the stone walls, raw and primal. The knot swelled fully inside her, and she felt the moment it locked, felt her body seal around it, trapping them together.

The sensation was indescribable. She was full beyond full, stretched beyond what she'd thought possible, and the pressure against her inner walls sent waves of sensation through her entire body. Every nerve ending was screaming, pleasure and pain so intertwined she couldn't distinguish between them.

Grotmuk stilled, his cock locked deep inside her, his knot pressing against places that made her vision blur. She could feel it pulsing, feel the blood throbbing through it, and each pulse sent answering throbs through her core.

"Feel the knot, omega," Grotmuk said, his voice rough with satisfaction. "Feel how it claims you."

Alina's breath came in short, desperate gasps. Her pussy clenched around his knot, trying to adjust to the intrusion, and each clench sent more pleasure spiraling through her. The shackles pulsed harder, faster, stoking her higher and higher while denying her any peak.

And then Grotmuk began to cum.

She felt the first pulse of his seed, hot and thick, flooding into her. It kept coming, pulse after pulse, his knot ensuring none of it escaped, forcing her body to take every drop. The heat spread through her belly, and with it came another surge from the shackles.

Alina's entire body went rigid. The pleasure built and built, climbing toward a climax that the shackles wouldn't allow, and the denial was exquisite torture. She quivered in Grotmuk's arms, her pussy spasming around his knot, her muscles locked in an orgasm that wouldn't crest, couldn't break.

"No," she whimpered, but it came out as a moan. Her head thrashed against the stone, her fingers clawing at Grotmuk's shoulders, and still the pleasure built, still the shackles denied, still his seed flooded into her.

Grotmuk's hand found her throat, not squeezing but holding, forcing her to look at him. His amber eyes were dark with satisfaction, with possessive hunger, and when he spoke, his voice was almost gentle.

"You are claimed," he said. "Marked. Mine."

More seed poured into her, and Alina's body jerked with another denied climax. Tears leaked from the corners of her eyes, whether from pleasure or frustration or despair she didn't know. All she knew was that she was trapped on this knife's edge, impaled on Grotmuk's knot, filled with his seed, her body singing with denied release.

The shackles pulsed one more time, hard and cruel, and Alina sobbed. The sound was broken, raw, a surrender of everything but her will. Her body had betrayed her completely—slick and eager and responsive despite every intention to resist—but somewhere in her fractured mind, she still held onto that one truth.

She hadn't chosen this. The magic forced it, the shackles stoked it, but it wasn't her choice.

Except her pussy clenched around Grotmuk's knot again, drawing him deeper, and she couldn't pretend even to herself that it was entirely unwilling. Some part of her, buried deep and unlocked by the omega magic, craved this. Craved the fullness, the stretch, the heat of his seed in her belly.

Grotmuk finally pulled back, and his knot tugged at her entrance, locked tight. He would be inside her for minutes yet, maybe longer, pumping seed into her until his rut was satisfied. Alina hung in his arms, impaled and helpless, her body marked by his claiming in a way that went deeper than skin.

The rut was only beginning, she realized with a distant horror. This was one orc, one knotting. There were three more waiting, and the shackles showed no sign of releasing their grip on her denied pleasure.

She moaned again, the sound escaping despite her efforts to stay silent, and felt Grotmuk's satisfied rumble against her chest. He shifted slightly, and the knot moved inside her, sending fresh sparks through her oversensitized nerves.

"Good omega," he murmured against her ear, and Alina shuddered, hating how much her body responded to those words, how some broken part of her preened under his approval.

The straw-strewn floor waited below them, and she knew that when his knot finally released, she would be thrown down there, ready for the next claiming.

The dungeon had her now. The pack had her.

And gods help her, her body was starting to accept it.



They brought her to the central hall in a daze, Grotmuk's seed still hot inside her, his knot having finally released with a wet sound that made her whimper. Her legs wouldn't hold her, so Grotmuk carried her, one massive arm under her knees, the other supporting her back, cradling her like a child or a prize. She should have fought. Should have screamed and clawed and done anything but lie limp in his arms, but her body was a stranger to her now, responding to commands she didn't give.

The hall was larger than the chambers, with torches mounted in iron sconces that cast dancing shadows across the walls. The stone basins from the ritual room were here too, but bigger, carved directly into pillars, and several were already full of seed, the thick fluid steaming in the cool air. The smell was overpowering—musk and earth and rut, so thick she could taste it with each breath.

Durgar, Vroth, and Korg waited, and the hunger in their eyes made something deep in Alina's core clench with anticipation she refused to acknowledge. The shackles pulsed against her wrists, steadier now, their rhythm matching her racing heartbeat.

Grotmuk set her on a stone slab in the center of the hall, the surface cold against her overheated skin. She tried to curl into herself, to cover her exposed body, but Grotmuk caught her wrists and stretched them above her head, holding them there with one hand while his other traced down her body—between her breasts, over her belly, to where his seed was slowly leaking from her abused pussy.

"The pack claims what the warlord breaks," he said, and released her.

Before Alina could move, Durgar was there. His guttural roar filled the hall as he grabbed her hips and flipped her onto her stomach, the stone slab scraping against her nipples. She gasped at the sudden shift, her hands scrambling for purchase, but there was nothing to hold onto.

Durgar's hands were rougher than Grotmuk's, his scarred fingers digging into the flesh of her hips hard enough to bruise. He positioned himself behind her, and she felt his cock—already hard, already swollen at the base—pressing against her pussy.

"Wait," she managed, but her voice was weak, destroyed by earlier screams. "Please, I need—"

"Need knot," Durgar grunted, and thrust into her.

He was slightly smaller than Grotmuk, but after being stretched by the warlord's knot, her pussy accepted him with a wet, obscene sound that made shame burn through her. Durgar didn't give her time to adjust—he immediately set a brutal pace, his hips slamming against her ass, driving her forward on the stone slab with each thrust.

The ridges on his cock were more pronounced than Grotmuk's, and they dragged against her inner walls in a way that made stars burst behind her eyes. The shackles pulsed with each impact, sending pleasure spiraling through her core, building and building with nowhere to go.

"Milk our seed," Durgar growled, his grip on her hips tightening. One hand left her hip and grabbed her braided hair, yanking her head back, arching her spine. The new angle made him sink deeper, and Alina cried out, the sound bouncing off the stone walls.

Her pussy clenched around him involuntarily, trying to draw him deeper, and she hated how responsive her body had become. She could feel Grotmuk's seed inside her, feel it mixing with her own slickness, making each of Durgar's thrusts slick and easy.

Movement at the edge of her vision—Vroth approaching, his cock in his hand, that unsettling grin still splitting his face. He climbed onto the slab in front of her, his knees on either side of her head, and his cock was suddenly at her lips, the head already leaking.

"Open," he commanded, his voice a rasp.

Alina pressed her lips together, shaking her head as much as Durgar's grip on her hair would allow. But Vroth's thumb pressed against the hinge of her jaw, forcing it open, and then his cock was pushing past her lips, filling her mouth with the taste of salt and musk.

She gagged as he pushed deeper, the head of his cock hitting the back of her throat. Behind her, Durgar's pace never faltered, his hips slamming against her ass, driving her forward onto Vroth's cock. She was caught between them, impaled from both ends, her body nothing but a vessel for their pleasure.

Vroth's hand joined Durgar's in her hair, and together they controlled her, pushing and pulling, setting a rhythm that she couldn't fight even if she'd wanted to. Each thrust from Durgar drove Vroth's cock deeper down her throat, and each withdrawal from Vroth left her empty just in time for Durgar to fill her again.

She couldn't breathe properly, couldn't think, could only feel—the stretch of her pussy around Durgar's cock, the weight of Vroth on her tongue, the shackles pulsing in time with her racing heart, the denied pleasure building to unbearable levels.

Vroth's cock hit the back of her throat again, and this time she swallowed around it instinctively. He groaned, his grip tightening in her hair, and began to fuck her mouth in earnest. Tears streamed from her eyes, saliva dripped from her chin, and still they used her.

"Perfect omega," Vroth rasped. "Made for knot. Made for seed."

Heavy footsteps—Korg approaching. Alina couldn't see him, couldn't turn her head with two cocks impaling her, but she felt his presence, felt the slab dip under his weight as he climbed up behind her.

His hand traced down her spine, almost gentle, and then lower, to where Durgar was still pounding into her pussy. But Korg's fingers didn't stop there—they continued back, finding the tight ring of her ass, and Alina's eyes went wide with panic.

She tried to pull away, but there was nowhere to go. Durgar held her hips, Vroth held her head, and Korg's thick finger was already pushing inside, breaching her ass with relentless pressure. The intrusion burned, but the shackles pulsed, and the burn became heat, became need, became something her body accepted despite her mind's screaming protests.

"No," she tried to say around Vroth's cock, but it came out as a muffled sound. Korg added a second finger, stretching her, preparing her, and her ass clenched around the invasion even as her pussy clenched around Durgar's cock.

"Take all of pack," Korg rumbled, his fingers withdrawing. The head of his cock pressed against her ass, impossibly thick, and Alina whimpered. "Take all knots."

He pushed in slowly, and the stretch was agony. Alina's entire body went rigid, impaled on Durgar's cock in her pussy and now Korg's in her ass, the two of them filling her beyond what should be possible. She couldn't breathe, couldn't think, could only feel herself being split apart.

And then Korg was fully seated, his hips pressed against her ass, and the fullness was overwhelming. She could feel both cocks inside her, separated by only a thin wall of flesh, and each movement from one made her more aware of the other.

Durgar grunted and resumed his brutal pace. Korg matched him, thrust for thrust, and Alina was lost in sensation. Her pussy spasmed around Durgar's cock, her ass clenched around Korg's, and Vroth continued to fuck her mouth, his cock hitting the back of her throat with each drive forward.

She was nothing but holes to be filled, a body to be used, and the shackles ensured she felt every second of it without the mercy of climax. The pleasure built and built, a wave that would never crest, and she was drowning in it.

Durgar's knot began to swell, catching at her entrance, and she felt the moment it pushed past, locking him inside her. The sensation of being knotted again, while Korg continued to pound her ass and Vroth fucked her throat, sent her over an edge she hadn't known existed—not into orgasm, the shackles wouldn't allow that, but into some other space where pleasure and pain ceased to have meaning.

Durgar roared and came, his seed flooding her pussy, mixing with Grotmuk's, and the heat spread through her belly. Korg followed moments later, his knot swelling in her ass, locking them together, his seed pumping into her in thick pulses. And Vroth pulled her head forward, burying himself to the root in her throat, and came directly down it, forcing her to swallow every drop or choke.

She swallowed, her throat working around his cock, and tasted salt and musk and male satisfaction. The shackles pulsed hard, once, twice, and her body convulsed with a denied climax so intense she nearly passed out.

Through her blurred vision, she saw Grotmuk approach again, his cock already hard, his knot beginning to swell. He positioned himself under her, sliding onto the slab beneath her suspended body, and his cock pressed against her pussy alongside Durgar's locked knot.

"No," she whimpered as Vroth withdrew from her mouth, finally letting her speak. "I can't, it's too much, please—"

But Grotmuk was already pushing in, his cock sliding alongside Durgar's, stretching her pussy to impossible width. The burn was instant and overwhelming, but the shackles pulsed, and the burn became pleasure, became need, became ecstasy that wouldn't resolve.

"Take warlord's knot again," Grotmuk growled. "Take all seed. Be pack omega."

He thrust up, and his knot pushed past her entrance, locking in beside Durgar's, and Alina screamed. The sound was raw, primal, barely human. She was stretched beyond breaking, filled beyond full, impaled on four orc cocks, and the pleasure was a white-hot knife through her core.

They began to move in tandem—Grotmuk and Durgar's knots grinding against her inner walls, Korg's continuing to pound her ass, and Vroth's cock already hardening again as he pushed back into her mouth. She was their vessel, their omega, their toy, and her body accepted it all even as her mind fractured.

"Perfect omega," one of them said—she couldn't tell who anymore. "Made for pack. Made for knot."

Their seed flooded her, filling every hole, and the shackles denied her release while forcing her to feel every pulse, every throb, every drop. She trembled between them, her body a battlefield of sensation, and somewhere in the back of her breaking mind, she realized the truth.

She was theirs now. Completely. The dungeon had claimed her, the pack had claimed her, and there was no going back.



Alina woke alone for the first time since the raid, the silence in the vault so complete it felt like a physical weight on her chest. She lay on a tattered cloak that smelled of earth and orc musk, her body sprawled across the rough fabric like a broken doll. Above her, a skylight carved into the stone showed a slice of storm-riven sky, gray clouds roiling past, occasionally split by lightning that illuminated the vault in stark white flashes.

She hurt. Every muscle ached, every inch of skin felt bruised or marked or claimed. When she tried to move, her pussy throbbed with a deep, hollow ache, stretched and used and still hungry despite everything. Her ass burned. Her throat was raw. And still the shackles pulsed against her wrists, that steady rhythm that had become as familiar as her own heartbeat.

Slowly, carefully, she sat up. The movement made seed leak from her—Grotmuk's, Durgar's, Vroth's, Korg's, all mixed together, running down her thighs in thick rivulets. The leather pouch of herbs was gone, lost somewhere in the claiming, and with it the last physical connection to who she'd been before.

But she didn't need it anymore. That was the truth that settled in her chest like a stone. She didn't need it because she wasn't that person anymore.

Her hands moved of their own accord, tracing the marks on her body. Bruises in the shape of orcish fingers on her hips, her thighs, her arms. Bite marks on her shoulders and breasts where they'd claimed her with teeth as well as cock. And between her legs, the swollen, tender flesh that spoke of repeated knotting, of being stretched and filled beyond human limits.

She should feel violated. Destroyed. Broken beyond repair.

Instead, she felt... hungry.

The admission came with a wave of shame so intense it nearly bent her double. But beneath the shame was the undeniable truth—her body craved more. Craved the stretch, the fullness, the heat of their seed inside her. The shackles had awakened something in her that she couldn't suppress even if she wanted to, something that recognized the orcs not as captors but as mates, as pack, as hers.

"I shouldn't crave this," she whispered to the empty vault, her voice hoarse and broken. But even as she said it, her hand drifted between her legs, finding the swollen flesh there, and when her fingers brushed her clit, the shackles pulsed and denied her the pleasure she sought.

She whimpered, frustrated and desperate. Her body was a live wire of need, sensitized beyond bearing, and the magical denial had pushed her into a space where rational thought was nearly impossible. All she could think about was the knot, the seed, the feeling of being filled and claimed and used.

Footsteps in the corridor outside—heavy treads that made the stone floor vibrate. All four of them, moving in unison, returning to their omega. Alina's breath caught, and instead of the fear that should have flooded her, she felt anticipation coiling hot in her belly.

The vault door opened, and they entered—Grotmuk with his scarred hide and amber eyes, Durgar with his guttural growls and rough hands, Vroth with his unsettling grin and raspy voice, Korg with his overwhelming presence and gentle touches. They were monsters, all of them, and her body sang at the sight of them.

Grotmuk's eyes found her immediately, tracking over her marked body, and something like satisfaction crossed his face. "Omega wakes," he rumbled.

Alina opened her mouth to speak, and what came out shocked her more than anything else that had happened in this dungeon. "Knot me," she whispered, and then louder, "Please. Knot me. Free me."

The words hung in the air, and she saw the moment they registered—saw the hunger intensify in four sets of eyes, saw their cocks begin to harden, saw their nostrils flare as they scented her desperate need.

"Free you?" Grotmuk moved closer, his hand reaching out to cup her face. "Shackles deny. Body needs release."

"Then give it to me," Alina begged, and the shame of begging was nothing compared to the need consuming her. "I can't—I need—please."

She was broken. Completely. And the worst part was that she didn't care anymore.

Grotmuk's thumb traced her lower lip, and she opened for him instinctively, sucking the digit into her mouth, tasting earth and salt and him. His eyes darkened, and he withdrew his thumb only to replace it with his cock, the thick head pressing past her lips.

She took him eagerly, her throat opening, her hands coming up to grip his thighs for balance. Behind her, she felt Durgar's hands on her hips, lifting her, positioning her, and then his cock was pushing into her pussy, still slick with old seed, still stretched enough to take him easily.

Vroth moved to her side, guiding her hand to his cock, and she stroked him without being told, her fingers wrapping around his girth, working his knot. And Korg—gods, Korg pressed against her back, his cock finding her ass, pushing in with steady pressure that made her moan around Grotmuk's cock.

They moved together, a choreographed claiming that her body knew the steps to now. Durgar's knot swelled, locking in her pussy. Korg's followed, stretching her ass. Grotmuk thrust deep into her throat, cutting off her air, and she swallowed around him, taking everything he gave. And Vroth's cock pulsed in her hand, his seed spilling over her fingers, hot and thick.

The shackles pulsed faster, matching the rhythm of the orcs using her, and the pleasure built to impossible heights. Alina's body convulsed, trying to orgasm, trying to find release, but still the magic denied her, holding her on that knife's edge.

"Surrender," Grotmuk growled, pulling his cock from her throat long enough for her to gasp in the air. "Give pack your omega. Give us everything."

And something in Alina broke—not violently, but quietly, like a thread finally snapping under too much weight. She stopped fighting. Stopped resisting. Stopped trying to hold onto the woman she'd been and accepted the omega she'd become.

"Yours," she whispered, the word a prayer and a curse. "I'm yours. All of me. Take it. Take everything."

The shackles pulsed once more, hard enough to make her cry out, and then—

They released.

The orgasm that crashed through her was apocalyptic. Every nerve ending fired at once, pleasure so intense it bordered on pain racing through her body in waves that wouldn't stop. Her pussy clenched around Durgar's knot, milking him, and he roared as he came, his seed flooding her. Her ass spasmed around Korg's knot, and his seed joined, filling her from both holes. Grotmuk thrust deep one final time and came down her throat, and she swallowed and swallowed, taking every drop.

But that wasn't all.

As the orgasm continued to roll through her, Alina felt a new sensation—a tingling in her breasts, a pressure building, and then warmth. She looked down and saw milk beginning to bead at her nipples, white drops forming and then running down her skin in thin streams.

Lactation. The final sign of omega acceptance.

Vroth saw it first, his eyes widening, and then he was lowering his head to her breast, his mouth closing over her nipple. The sensation of him sucking made Alina gasp, a fresh wave of pleasure joining the orgasm that still hadn't fully subsided. Her milk flowed, and Vroth drank, his throat working, his hands gentle on her breast.

Grotmuk withdrew from her mouth and moved to her other breast, his rough tongue lapping at the milk there before his lips sealed around her nipple. The dual sensation—Vroth and Grotmuk nursing from her while Durgar and Korg's knots kept her impaled and full—sent Alina into another orgasm, this one deeper, more soul-shattering than the first.

She was complete. This was what the omega magic had been driving her toward—this moment of total surrender, of giving everything to the pack, of becoming not just their vessel but their sustenance, their queen.

"Perfect omega," Korg rumbled from behind her, his knot still locked in her ass. "Pack's omega. Pack's queen."

The words should have felt like a mockery, but instead they felt like a coronation. She was their queen—not through conquest or birthright, but through surrender. Through accepting what her body had become, what the magic had made her, what the dungeon had claimed.

Grotmuk and Vroth continued to drink from her, their mouths gentle now, almost reverent, and her milk flowed freely, her body providing for the pack that had broken and remade her. Durgar's knot finally began to soften, and he withdrew with a wet sound, his seed immediately running down her thighs. Korg followed, his knot releasing from her ass, leaving her gaping and empty.

But not for long. They would claim her again, she knew. And again. And again. This was her life now—omega to the dungeon pack, vessel for their rut, source of their sustenance.

As the final aftershocks of her orgasm faded, Alina gazed up at the skylight, at the storm clouds still roiling past. Lightning flashed, illuminating the vault, and in that brief light, she saw herself reflected in a puddle of water on the floor—marked, claimed, nursing two orc warriors while seed leaked from both her holes.

She should feel ashamed. Should feel destroyed.

Instead, she felt...

She didn't know. The emotion was too complex to name—part ecstasy, part despair, part acceptance, part defiance. She was their queen, but she was also their captive. She'd surrendered, but part of her still remembered the healer she'd been, the woman with the leather pouch of herbs and the knowledge of how to help people.

That woman was gone. Or perhaps she'd just been transformed, her healing nature twisted into something new—providing for the pack in a different way, sustaining them with her body, her milk, her omega nature.

Grotmuk released her nipple with a satisfied sound, and his hand cupped her face again, tilting her head up to meet his amber gaze. "Omega queen," he said, and this time it wasn't a claim but a recognition. "You feed pack. Pack protects you. Pack provides for you."

Alina's lips parted, and she found herself nodding, accepting the title, accepting her fate. The dungeon had claimed her. The pack had remade her.

And somewhere in the transformation, she'd found a dark, terrible pleasure that she couldn't deny, no matter how much shame came with it.

She was omega queen of the dungeon pack.

And gods help her, she was starting to crave it.
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