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The champagne tasted like a lie—too sweet, too perfect for a night that felt unfinished. Liora held the crystal flute between her fingers and watched the bubbles rise in mechanical procession, each one a tiny transparent bead of predictability. The Midnight Express rocked beneath her like a drunk trying to walk a straight line, and the velvet seats held the warmth of bodies that had occupied them in decades past. She'd paid extra for this private compartment, for the brass fixtures that caught the moonlight through the window and turned it into something that looked like safety.

Outside, the countryside streamed past in shades of silver and shadow. Fields she couldn't name blurred into forests she'd never walk through. Liora took another sip and let the bubbles die on her tongue. Her auburn hair fell in waves over her shoulders, and she'd dressed for this journey like it mattered—a silk gown the color of old wine, pearls at her throat that her mother would have called pretentious. Twenty-eight years old and still trying to convince herself that luxury meant freedom.

The compartment smelled of leather and cigarette smoke from previous passengers. The walls were paneled in dark wood that gleamed like wet stone, and a small reading lamp cast a pool of amber light across the seat beside her. She'd brought a book but hadn't opened it. The train's rhythm was enough—the endless percussion of wheels on rails, the occasional shriek of the whistle cutting through the night like a warning no one heeded.

The door burst open with a crack that made her drop the flute.

Glass shattered against the floor, champagne spreading in a pale stain across the burgundy carpet. Liora's hand went to her chest—a useless gesture, as if she could hold her heart inside her body through sheer force of will. The doorway filled with shapes that didn't belong on a civilized train. Shapes that smelled of sweat and leather and something older, something that made her throat close.

Brakthar entered first. He had to duck his head to clear the frame, and his shoulders nearly touched both sides of the doorway. His face was a landscape of scars—one cutting through his left eyebrow, another pulling his mouth into a permanent half-grin that showed too many teeth. His eyes were the color of tarnished brass, and they fixed on her with an intensity that felt like pressure against her skin.

"Well," he said, his voice a rumble that competed with the train's engines. "Look what we found."

Behind him came the others. Grimgor was wider than Brakthar, his laugh a booming sound that filled the compartment like smoke. Vulk moved with a predator's grace, his stare sharp enough to draw blood, silver rings piercing the cartilage of his pointed ears. Drax slipped in last, smaller but no less dangerous, his smirk cutting across his face like a blade that knew where to strike.

They smelled of musk and metal and something sweet that made Liora think of rotting fruit. The train lurched, and Brakthar steadied himself against the doorframe, his hand leaving an indentation in the wood.

"You're our prize," he said, and his grin widened until it split his face.

Liora's hand found the letter opener on the side table. Silver, ornate, meant for slicing envelopes but sharp enough to cut skin. She stood, her legs shaking beneath her gown, and held it before her like a talisman that might ward off demons.

"Get out," she said, and her voice came out steadier than she'd expected. "This is a private compartment."

Grimgor's laugh shook the crystal in the overhead fixture. "Hear that? She's got spirit."

"Won't matter," Vulk said, his voice cold and precise. "They all think they can fight."

Liora lunged. It was stupid and desperate and the only thing she could think to do. The letter opener caught moonlight as it arced toward Brakthar's throat, but his hand shot out and caught her wrist mid-strike. His grip was iron wrapped in flesh, and the bones in her arm ground together until she gasped.

The letter opener clattered to the floor.

"Nice try," Brakthar said, and twisted her arm behind her back until tears sprang to her eyes.

They were on her then, all four of them, hands that felt too large and too rough pulling at her gown, at her hair, spinning her around until she didn't know which direction the door was. She kicked out and connected with someone's shin—Drax cursed—but then Grimgor had her other arm, and Vulk was wrapping something around her wrists.

Silk cords. She felt them slide across her skin, soft as a lover's touch but tightening with purpose. The moment they knotted, something hummed—a vibration that ran through the silk and into her flesh, deeper than bone, settling in places she hadn't known existed. Magic. Binding magic that made her muscles go slack even as her heart hammered against her ribs.

"No," she whispered, but her voice was lost beneath Brakthar's growl.

"You're coming with us," he said, and the words felt like a sentence being passed.

They dragged her from the compartment. Her feet scraped across the carpet, then caught on the brass threshold, and she stumbled into the corridor. The train swayed, and she fell against Vulk, who caught her with hands that felt like they could crush stone. His scent was overwhelming—musk and something darker, something that made her stomach clench with an emotion she couldn't name.

The corridor stretched before them, narrow and lined with doors that stayed closed despite the commotion. Other passengers hiding, pretending they didn't hear. The train's whistle shrieked again, and through the windows, she saw the moon hanging low and fat above the fields, indifferent to everything happening beneath it.

Liora's heart pounded in her ears, drowning out the train's rhythm. Her wrists ached where the silk bit into flesh, and that strange hum continued, spreading through her body like fever. She tried to twist free, but Brakthar's grip on her arm was unrelenting, and when she opened her mouth to scream, Drax's hand covered it, his palm rough and tasting of salt.

"Save your breath," he said, his smirk inches from her face. "You'll need it."

They hauled her through the corridor, past compartments where shadows moved behind frosted glass, past the washroom where a faucet dripped its endless percussion. The dining car loomed ahead, its doors carved with art deco patterns that caught the overhead lights and threw geometric shadows across the walls.

Brakthar kicked the doors open, and they dragged her through.

The dining car stretched before them—crystal chandeliers swaying with the train's motion, tables set with white linen and silver that gleamed like promises no one intended to keep. Empty now, the dinner service long finished, the passengers retired to their compartments with full bellies and light consciences.

Liora's feet dragged across the carpet, her gown tearing where it caught on chair legs. The cords hummed against her wrists, and she felt their magic sinking deeper, wrapping around something inside her that she'd kept locked away. Fear mixed with something else, something that made her skin flush and her breath come faster.

They stopped in the center of the car, beneath a chandelier that cast fractured light across their faces. Brakthar released her arm, but Grimgor kept his grip, holding her upright as her legs threatened to give out. The train rocked, and she swayed with it, bound and terrified and unable to look away from the four pairs of eyes that studied her like she was something they'd won in a game she hadn't known she was playing.

"Perfect," Brakthar said, and his grin was all teeth and hunger. "Absolutely perfect."



They stripped her with efficiency that suggested practice—hands that knew how to remove fabric without caring whether it tore. Liora stood beneath the chandelier while her wine-colored gown fell in pieces around her ankles, the silk whispering against her skin like last words. The pearls at her throat went next, Drax's fingers working the clasp until they scattered across the white linen tablecloth like teeth. The dining car air felt cold against her exposed flesh, and she shivered despite the heat radiating from the four bodies surrounding her.

The cords at her wrists hummed their binding song, and she couldn't move her arms to cover herself. Couldn't hide what the removal of her undergarments would reveal.

"Let's see what we caught," Brakthar said, and his hands—rough as tree bark—pulled away the last barrier.

Liora closed her eyes. This was the moment she'd feared in every interaction, the revelation that changed everything. Her breath caught in her throat, and she waited for the disgust, the rejection, the violence that came when men realized she wasn't what they'd expected.

Silence stretched for three heartbeats.

Then Brakthar laughed—not the mocking sound she'd braced for, but something that held genuine delight. "Well, well," he said, his brass-colored eyes lighting like someone had struck a match behind them. "Even better."

Liora's eyes snapped open. Brakthar was grinning at her, and behind him, Grimgor's booming laugh shook the chandelier.

"A rare prize indeed," Vulk said, his cold voice warming by a fraction of a degree.

"Didn't expect this," Drax added, his smirk widening. "But I'm not complaining."

Brakthar circled her slowly, his gaze raking across her body without judgment, only assessment. "You're beautiful," he said, and the words hit her like a fist to the chest. "Knot her anyway."

The relief that flooded through her was so intense it felt like drowning. They knew. They saw her, truly saw her, and they weren't recoiling. The fear remained—these were still raiders who'd captured her—but beneath it, something else stirred. Something that recognized acceptance in the most unlikely place.

"Strip the tables," Brakthar ordered, gesturing to the white linen. "We'll need the trays."

Grimgor and Drax moved with purpose, clearing away the silverware and fine china with sweeping motions that sent plates clattering to the floor. They gathered the silver serving trays—ornate things meant for presenting roasted meats and delicate pastries—and arranged them on the largest table like surgical instruments.

Vulk produced cigars from somewhere in his leather vest, thick and pungent. He lit one, and the smoke curled through the dining car like gray spirits, mixing with the musk that emanated from the orcs. The combination made Liora's head swim, and she swayed where she stood, the cords at her wrists keeping her upright through their strange magic.

"Watch and learn," Brakthar said, his grin sharp enough to cut glass. "This is how we harvest."

Grimgor moved behind Vulk with surprising speed for someone his size. His massive hands gripped Vulk's shoulders and forced him face-down across the table, Vulk's chest pressed against white linen. Vulk didn't resist—if anything, he seemed to lean into it, his body relaxing under Grimgor's weight.

"We take care of our own first," Grimgor rumbled, his laugh rolling through the car like distant thunder. "Then you join the fun."

Liora watched, unable to look away, as Grimgor's hands worked at Vulk's trousers. The leather fell away, and Vulk's cock emerged—thick and already hardening, with a distinctive swelling at the base that she'd heard of but never seen. A knot. The anatomical feature that marked orc physiology, designed for breeding and binding.

Grimgor's hand wrapped around Vulk's shaft with practiced ease. His grip was firm, his strokes long and deliberate, and Vulk's breathing quickened, his fingers gripping the edge of the table until his knuckles went pale. The knot swelled larger with each stroke, growing until it looked impossible, until Liora couldn't imagine how something that size could fit anywhere.

"See how it works?" Brakthar said, stepping closer to her, his breath hot against her ear. "The knot locks inside, keeps the seed from escaping. Makes sure every drop counts."

Vulk groaned, his body shuddering, and Grimgor positioned one of the silver trays beneath him. The strokes grew faster, Grimgor's other hand working the knot itself, squeezing and massaging the swollen flesh until Vulk's groans turned to gasps.

"That's it," Grimgor murmured, his voice gone soft. "Give it up."

Vulk came with a sound that was half-growl, half-whimper. His cock pulsed in Grimgor's grip, and seed erupted in thick ropes that splattered against the silver tray. It was copious, seemingly endless, each pulse producing more until the tray gleamed with it. Steam rose from the fluid, and the scent hit Liora like a physical force—salt and musk and something primal that made her throat close.

Grimgor milked every drop, his hand moving in slow, firm strokes until Vulk's cock stopped pulsing and the knot began to deflate. He released him, and Vulk slumped against the table, his breathing ragged.

"Your turn to help," Drax said, and his hands were on Liora before she could process the words.

He dragged her forward, the cords at her wrists preventing resistance. Her bare feet stumbled over the torn remnants of her gown, and then she was pressed against the table beside Vulk, close enough to feel the heat radiating from his body. Close enough to smell his sweat and the lingering scent of his release.

Drax grabbed her bound hands and forced them forward. Her palms made contact with hot flesh—Vulk's cock, still half-hard, the knot still prominent. The texture was alien beneath her fingers, smooth and ridged at once, pulsing with residual heat.

"Feel that?" Drax murmured, his smirk pressed against her cheek. "That's what you're going to take."

"You don't understand," Liora whispered, but her voice came out weak, unconvincing even to her own ears.

"We understand perfectly," Brakthar said, moving to her other side. His hand slid down her back, possessive and warm. "You're exactly what we want. Every part of you."

The acceptance in his words sent heat cascading through her body. Her fingers trembled against Vulk's knot, feeling it pulse beneath her touch. The cords hummed at her wrists, and that vibration seemed to travel through her arms, down her spine, settling between her legs where her body was beginning to respond despite her fear.

Slickness formed, her body preparing itself without her permission. Her breath quickened, coming in shallow gasps that made the cigar smoke burn in her lungs. Vulk shifted beneath her hands, and the movement made his knot twitch against her palms, made her feel the power contained in that swollen flesh.

"See?" Drax said, his voice a purr. "Your body knows what's coming."

Liora's legs shook, and only the cords and the hands on her body kept her upright. The dining car swayed with the train's rhythm, and the chandelier scattered light across the scene like broken promises. She looked down at her hands on Vulk's cock, at the silver tray filled with his seed, at the three orcs surrounding her with hunger in their eyes.

Her breath came faster, and the heat between her legs intensified until she couldn't ignore it. Couldn't pretend she was only afraid.



Brakthar's hand on her arm felt like ownership, and Liora didn't resist as he led her from the dining car. The bound silk at her wrists hummed its constant song, and her naked body shivered as they passed through corridors where the night air leaked through gaps in the train's armor. Her bare feet made no sound against the carpet, but the train's wheels screamed beneath them, a constant reminder that they were hurtling through darkness at speeds that made stopping impossible.

The sleeper compartment he chose was smaller than her own had been—meant for two at most, with a bed that folded down from the wall and a window that rattled in its frame with each lurch of the tracks. The walls were the same dark wood paneling, but scuffed and worn, and the single lamp cast shadows that moved like living things.

Brakthar shut the door behind them, and the sound of the latch clicking felt final.

He turned to face her, and Liora saw him fully for the first time—not as one shape among many, but as the creature who would claim her. He was massive, his shoulders broad enough to block out half the compartment's light. Scars decorated his chest and arms like a map of violence survived, and his eyes held something she hadn't expected. Not cruelty. Hunger, yes, but also something that looked almost like reverence.

"I meant what I said," he told her, his voice dropping to a rumble that competed with the train's engines. "You're perfect. Every part of you."

His hand reached for what remained of her undergarments—scraps that Drax had left clinging to her hips. He tore them away with a single motion, and the fabric gave up without protest. She stood before him completely exposed, her body a collection of curves and lines that had never quite matched anyone's expectations, including her own.

But Brakthar looked at her like she'd exceeded his.

His cock was already hard, straining against the leather of his trousers. He freed it with quick movements, and Liora's breath caught at the sight. Thick and long, darker than the rest of his skin, with that distinctive knot at the base that was already beginning to swell. The head glistened with moisture, and the scent of him—musk and heat and something that bypassed her brain and went straight to her body—filled the small compartment.

"We like you as you are," he growled, stepping closer until his heat enveloped her. "Take my knot."

His hands gripped her waist and lifted her like she weighed nothing. The bed creaked as he laid her across it, the thin mattress barely cushioning the impact. Liora's bound wrists were pressed above her head, and Brakthar loomed over her, his body blocking out the lamp's light until she existed in his shadow.

She wanted to protest. Wanted to tell him this was wrong, that she'd been captured, that consent given under duress wasn't consent at all. But the words died on her tongue because somewhere beneath the fear, beneath the shock of what was happening, something else thrummed to life.

They accepted her. Saw her for what she was and wanted her anyway. More than anyway—wanted her because of it.

Brakthar's hand moved between her legs, and his fingers found the slickness that had formed without her permission. He groaned at the discovery, his expression shifting to something that looked like gratitude.

"Already ready for me," he said, and pressed two fingers inside her.

Liora gasped. The intrusion was thick and relentless, his fingers stretching her in a way that walked the line between pleasure and pain. He worked her open with the same efficiency he'd shown in everything else, his thumb finding her clit and circling it until sparks shot through her nervous system.

"That's it," he murmured, watching her face. "Let your body tell the truth."

Her hips rocked against his hand despite herself. The binding cords pulsed at her wrists, and their magic seemed to spread through her veins, amplifying every sensation until she could feel her own heartbeat in places she'd never noticed before.

Brakthar withdrew his fingers and positioned himself between her legs. The head of his cock pressed against her entrance, and even through the haze of arousal, Liora's mind screamed that it was too much. Too thick. The knot was still small, but it was there, a promise of more stretch to come.

"Breathe," Brakthar said, and thrust forward.

Her body resisted. Muscles clenched involuntarily, trying to keep him out, but he was relentless and her slickness was a traitor. The head breached her, and Liora cried out at the stretch, at the burn of being opened too wide too fast.

Brakthar paused, buried only a few inches deep, and his hand found her face. His thumb brushed across her cheek with surprising gentleness.

"You can take it," he said. Not a question. A statement of fact.

And somehow, that certainty helped. Liora forced herself to breathe, forced her muscles to unclench, and felt him sink deeper. Inch by impossible inch, he filled her, stretched her around his thickness until she was certain she'd split apart.

But she didn't.

The train lurched, and the momentum drove him deeper. Liora's back arched off the bed, her bound hands clenching into fists above her head. The fullness was overwhelming, bordering on too much, but beneath it ran a current of pleasure that grew stronger with each breath.

"Almost there," Brakthar growled, and she realized with a shock that he wasn't fully inside yet. The knot. The knot was still outside, pressed against her entrance like a fist demanding entry.

"I can't—" she started, but he cut her off with a kiss.

His mouth swallowed her protests, his tongue invading with the same certainty as his cock. He tasted of smoke and something sweet, and the kiss distracted her just enough that when he thrust forward—when he forced the partially swollen knot past her entrance—the shock of it went straight to pleasure instead of pain.

Liora screamed into his mouth. The knot locked behind her pelvic bone, and suddenly he couldn't pull out. Could only grind deeper, the swollen flesh pressing against places inside her that she'd never known could feel sensation. The pressure was immense, constant, and her body responded with a flood of slickness that eased the stretch.

"Yes," she gasped when he released her mouth. "Yes, God, yes."

Brakthar's grin was triumphant. He began to move—shallow thrusts constrained by the lock of his knot, but enough to create friction against every nerve ending she possessed. The bed creaked beneath them in rhythm with the train's wheels, and the window rattled its percussion, and somewhere in the distance, the whistle shrieked.

The knot continued to swell. Liora felt it growing inside her, stretching her wider, and the sensation pushed her toward a cliff she hadn't known she was climbing. Brakthar's hand found her cock—small and hard, leaking against her stomach—and wrapped around it with the same firm grip he'd used on Vulk.

"Come for me," he commanded. "Come with my knot locked inside you."

His thumb pressed against the head of her cock, and that pressure combined with the impossible fullness inside her, with the knowledge that they wanted her, accepted her, desired her—it was too much.

Liora's orgasm hit like the train hitting a wall. Her body convulsed, clenching around the knot buried inside her, and the sensation must have triggered something in Brakthar because he roared and went still.

His cock pulsed. She felt every throb, every surge of cum flooding into her, hot and copious and seemingly endless. The knot locked them together ensured none of it escaped, and the pressure built inside her until she thought she'd burst. Her own cock spurted across her stomach, and she moaned—a sound that started as fear and ended as ecstasy.

Brakthar collapsed onto his forearms, his weight pressing her into the mattress, his breath hot against her neck. His cock continued to pulse, continued to fill her, and her body took it all. Accepted it. Welcomed it.

"Mine," he growled against her skin. "Ours."

Liora's eyes drifted closed. The cords at her wrists hummed their binding song, and she realized the magic wasn't just keeping her captive. It was marking her. Claiming her as theirs in a way that went deeper than flesh.

The train rocked them both, and she lay pinned beneath Brakthar's weight, his knot locked inside her, his seed filling her, and felt something she hadn't expected.

Safe.



They moved her to the lounge car like a piece of cargo that required careful handling—Brakthar's knot had finally released, but the loss of it left Liora feeling hollow in a way that had nothing to do with emptiness. The silk cords still bound her wrists, still hummed their magic through her bones, and her legs barely supported her weight as Grimgor and Drax half-carried her through corridors that seemed to stretch forever.

The lounge car was larger than the sleeper compartment but more intimate than the dining car. Leather seats lined the walls, cracked and worn from decades of passengers who'd sat smoking cigars and drinking whiskey while the countryside streamed past. A long table dominated the center, its surface scarred with cigarette burns and water stains. The windows were fogged with condensation, obscuring the night beyond.

Silver trays covered every available surface—repurposed from their dining duties, waiting to catch what would be harvested. The air was thick with the scent of orc musk, overlaid with the lingering smell of leather and old tobacco smoke. A single overhead light swayed with the train's motion, casting mobile shadows across the walls.

Grimgor lifted her onto the table with ease, his booming laugh filling the space. "Our turn," he said, and the anticipation in his voice made Liora's stomach clench.

She was still slick from Brakthar, still aching from the stretch of his knot, but her body responded to Grimgor's touch with a fresh wave of heat. The acceptance they'd shown her, the genuine desire in their eyes when they looked at her trans body—it had awakened something she'd kept locked away for years. The fear remained, but beneath it ran a current of want that grew stronger with each passing moment.

Grimgor positioned her on her hands and knees, her bound wrists pressed against the table's scarred surface. His hands gripped her hips—massive hands that could probably snap her bones if he wanted—and his cock pressed against her from behind.

"Already bred once," he rumbled, his thumb pressing into the small of her back. "Let's see how much more you can take."

He thrust forward without preamble. Liora gasped at the intrusion, her body still sensitive from Brakthar's claiming. Grimgor was thicker, or maybe it just felt that way because she was already sore, and the stretch made her vision blur. He buried himself to the hilt in one smooth motion, his knot pressing against her entrance but not entering yet.

"Tight," he groaned, and began to move.

His rhythm was different from Brakthar's—harder, faster, less controlled. Each thrust rocked Liora forward on the table, her breasts dragging against the wood, her bound wrists scraping against burns left by forgotten cigarettes. The leather seats creaked their percussion, and the overhead light swayed in time with Grimgor's movements, throwing shadows that danced like demons across the walls.

Liora's mouth fell open in a gasp, and Vulk was there.

She hadn't heard him approach, but suddenly his cock was inches from her face—hard and thick, the knot at its base already partially swollen. His silver-ringed hand gripped her hair, not gently, and tilted her face up until she met his piercing stare.

"Open," he commanded, his voice cold as winter.

She obeyed. What else could she do? Vulk's cock pushed past her lips, and the taste of him flooded her mouth—salt and musk and something that made her throat close reflexively. He didn't stop. Drove deeper until she gagged, tears springing to her eyes, and then held her there.

"Breathe through your nose," he said, almost clinically. "You'll need to get used to this."

Grimgor thrust particularly hard from behind, driving Liora forward onto Vulk's cock until it hit the back of her throat. She choked, her body convulsing, but Vulk's grip in her hair kept her in place. The simultaneous penetrations overwhelmed her senses—she couldn't focus on the stretch in her core or the invasion of her throat because both demanded attention at once.

"That's it," Grimgor groaned behind her. "Take us both."

He increased his pace, and Vulk matched it, creating a rhythm where Liora was pushed and pulled between them like a tide caught between two moons. Drool leaked from the corners of her mouth, mixing with precum as Vulk's cock swelled larger on her tongue.

Then she felt Drax's hands on her ass, spreading her cheeks, and realized with a shock of fear-laced pleasure what he intended.

"No—" she tried to say, but her mouth was full of Vulk's cock, and the word came out muffled and meaningless.

Drax's sly laugh cut through the sounds of flesh meeting flesh. "Relax," he said, and she felt something cool and slick—oil, lubricant—being massaged into her rear entrance. "You've got room for one more."

His finger pressed inside, testing, and Liora's body clenched involuntarily around Grimgor's cock. Grimgor groaned at the added tightness, his grip on her hips becoming bruising.

"She likes it," Drax observed, working a second finger into her ass while his other hand reached around to stroke her cock. "Feel how hard she is."

It was true. Despite the overwhelming nature of what was happening—or perhaps because of it—Liora's cock was rigid, leaking against her stomach as Drax's hand worked it with practiced skill. The dual stimulation of being penetrated while her own arousal tended to make her head spin.

Drax withdrew his fingers and replaced them with the head of his cock. The pressure was immense, a burning stretch that made Grimgor's thickness seem almost gentle by comparison. Liora tried to pull away, but Vulk's grip in her hair and Grimgor's hands on her hips held her immobile.

"Take it," Drax growled, and pushed forward.

The invasion was slow but relentless. Inch by impossible inch, Drax's cock filled her ass while Grimgor continued to pound into her core. Liora's mind fractured under the assault of sensation—too much, too full, too overwhelming to process. She existed only as a collection of nerve endings being stimulated beyond their capacity.

And yet, beneath the overwhelm, pleasure built.

"Perfect for us," Vulk said above her, his cold voice warming with approval. His cock pulsed on her tongue, and she tasted the first spurts of precum. "Made for this."

Drax seated himself fully, his knot pressing against her rear entrance but not entering—not yet. He began to move in counterpoint to Grimgor, creating a rhythm where Liora was never empty, always filled, always stretched around one cock or both.

"She can take more," Brakthar's voice cut through the haze.

Liora's eyes rolled toward him. He stood at the side of the table, watching the scene with satisfaction, his cock hard again despite having already bred her. He moved to her side, and his hand found her face, cupping her cheek with surprising gentleness even as Vulk continued to use her mouth.

"You're doing beautifully," Brakthar murmured, and the praise sent warmth cascading through her chest. "Taking us all. Being exactly what we need."

Vulk withdrew from her mouth with a wet sound, and before she could catch her breath, Brakthar took his place. His cock was familiar now—she knew its taste, its thickness, the way it pulsed against her tongue when he was close. She sucked him eagerly, wanting to please, wanting to prove she could handle this.

Behind her, Grimgor's thrusts became erratic. His knot swelled larger, pressing insistently against her entrance, and with a final brutal thrust, he forced it inside. Liora screamed around Brakthar's cock as the knot locked, as Grimgor's seed flooded into her in hot pulses that seemed to go on forever.

The sensation triggered something in Drax. His knot pressed harder against her ass, and with a pressure that bordered on pain, it breached her. Locked them together. He came with a snarl, filling her from behind while Grimgor continued to pulse in her core.

Liora's body couldn't contain the sensation. Her own orgasm hit without warning, her cock spurting across the table as her body convulsed around the two knots buried inside her. The cords at her wrists sang with magic, the binding complete now, marking her as theirs in ways that transcended flesh.

Brakthar came in her mouth, his seed flooding her throat, and she swallowed convulsively, taking everything he gave. Vulk moved to her side, stroking his cock, and added his release to the silver tray beneath her, the seed steaming in the cool air.

"Good girl," Grimgor rumbled behind her, his knot still locked inside.

"Our prize," Drax agreed, grinding against her ass.

"Perfect," Brakthar said, withdrawing from her mouth with a string of saliva and cum connecting them.

Liora quivered between them, filled beyond capacity, her body a vessel for their seed and their acceptance. The train rocked them all, and the overhead light swayed, and somewhere in the distance, the whistle shrieked its lonely song into the night.



The observation car smelled of starlight and leather, and Liora lay on the velvet chaise like something that had washed ashore after a storm—exhausted, marked, and somehow more intact than she'd been before the wreckage. The ceiling was glass here, curved to offer an unobstructed view of the night sky. Stars scattered across the darkness like spilled sugar, and the moon hung fat and low, keeping pace with the train as it hurtled through countryside that had no name.

Her body ached in places she hadn't known could ache. The silk cords still bound her wrists, but loosely now, the binding magic having settled into her bones like sediment. She could feel the imprints of where knots had locked inside her—phantom sensations that pulsed with each beat of her heart. Seed leaked from her body in slow trickles, marking the velvet beneath her, and she couldn't bring herself to care.

The observation car was quieter than the others. The train's rumble seemed muted here, or perhaps her ears had simply grown accustomed to the constant percussion. Leather seats lined the curved walls, and small tables held abandoned glasses of whiskey and half-smoked cigars. The windows were clean, offering a view of darkness punctuated by the occasional light from a distant farmhouse.

Liora traced her fingers across her stomach, feeling the slight swell there. Impossible, too soon, but she could have sworn her belly was rounder than it had been hours ago. Her skin was marked with bruises in the shapes of hands—Grimgor's massive palms on her hips, Drax's fingers on her thighs, Vulk's grip on her arms. Badges of claiming that she wore without shame.

"I never expected this," she whispered to the empty car.

But it wasn't empty.

She sensed them before she heard them—a shift in the air, a thickening of the musk that had become as familiar as her own scent. Liora turned her head and saw all four of them entering through the far door. Brakthar led, his scarred grin catching the starlight. Behind him came Grimgor, Vulk, and Drax, their eyes reflecting the moon like wolves stalking prey.

But she wasn't prey anymore.

"Knot me again," Liora heard herself say, and the words came out hungry rather than fearful. "Please."

Brakthar's grin widened until it split his face. "Begging now?" He crossed the car in three strides, his hand cupping her face with a gentleness that contradicted his size. "You've become ours completely."

"Yes," she breathed, and meant it.

They descended on her like a wave. Grimgor lifted her from the chaise, his laugh booming through the observation car, and positioned her straddling his lap as he sat on one of the leather seats. His cock was already hard, and he impaled her with a single thrust that made her cry out—not in pain, but in relief at being filled again.

"Thought you'd be sore," Grimgor rumbled, his hands guiding her hips into a rhythm.

"I am," Liora gasped, riding him despite the ache. "Don't care."

Vulk moved behind her, his cold hands spreading her ass cheeks. His cock pressed against her rear entrance, and this time she relaxed into it, accepted it, and let him slide home with minimal resistance. The double penetration stole her breath, made her vision white at the edges, but she ground down on both of them with desperate need.

"Greedy," Vulk observed, but his voice held approval.

Drax knelt before her, his sly smirk illuminated by starlight. His hand wrapped around her cock—hard again despite multiple orgasms, almost painfully sensitive—and stroked it while his mouth found her nipple.

The sensation of his tongue on her chest made Liora gasp. Her breasts had been tender for hours, aching in a way that felt different from the rest of her body's soreness. Now, as Drax sucked, the ache intensified into something almost unbearable.

"What—" she started, but the words died as something warm and liquid filled her mouth.

She was lactating.

The realization hit her with the force of a physical blow. Milk leaked from her nipples, and Drax drank it down with enthusiastic groans. The sensation was unlike anything she'd experienced—intimate in a way that transcended the physical acts they'd already shared. Her chest swelled beneath his mouth, growing heavier, fuller, and the release as he drank brought relief mixed with pleasure so intense it bordered on pain.

"Fuck," Grimgor groaned beneath her, his cock swelling. "She's changing. The binding worked."

Brakthar knelt beside Drax, his mouth finding her other nipple. He drank as eagerly as Drax, and Liora's head fell back as both breasts were suckled simultaneously while two cocks pounded into her from different angles. The binding cords at her wrists pulsed in time with her heartbeat, their magic completing what it had started hours ago.

She was transforming. Not just accepting her capture, but being remade by it. The magic in the cords had recognized something in her, and had catalyzed a change that went beyond the physical. Her body was responding to their seed, to their claiming, producing milk that would nourish them as they had filled her.

"More," she begged, not sure what she was asking for. More cocks, more seed, more acceptance, more of this overwhelming sensation of being needed and wanted and claimed.

Grimgor's knot swelled, pressing insistently at her entrance. She bore down on it, working it inside through sheer determination, and when it locked, his roar shook the observation car's glass ceiling. His seed flooded into her, adding to what Brakthar and Drax had already deposited, and her belly swelled visibly with the volume.

Vulk's knot followed moments later, breaching her ass and locking them together. The sensation of being doubly knotted while her breasts were sucked and her cock stroked was too much for any nervous system to handle. Liora's orgasm ripped through her with a violence that felt like dying, her cock spurting across Drax's face while her body convulsed around the knots buried inside her.

Brakthar and Drax drank deeper, and the milk flowed faster, her body producing an impossible amount to satisfy their hunger. She felt herself emptying and filling simultaneously—a vessel being used exactly as intended.

When the waves of pleasure finally subsided into aftershocks, Liora found herself still locked between Grimgor and Vulk, still feeding Brakthar and Drax, still producing more milk than should be possible. The train whistle shrieked its approval, and the stars wheeled overhead like they were celebrating her transformation.

"Our trans prize," Brakthar murmured against her breast, milk gleaming on his lips. "Perfect in every way."

Grimgor's hands stroked her swollen belly. "Carrying our seed. Feeding us. Exactly what we needed."

"Ours," Vulk agreed from behind her, his cold voice warm with satisfaction.

"Forever," Drax added, his sly smirk visible in the reflection of the window glass.

Liora's gaze drifted to the horizon visible through the observation car's windows. Dawn was beginning to break, painting the sky in shades of pink and gold that seemed impossibly beautiful after the night she'd survived. The countryside rolled past in gentle hills and scattered trees, ordinary and peaceful, completely ignorant of what had transpired aboard the Midnight Express.

She should feel violated. Traumatized. Broken by what they'd done to her.

Instead, she felt whole.

The acceptance they'd shown her trans body, the genuine desire in their eyes, the way they'd claimed every part of her without hesitation or disgust—it had healed something she hadn't known was wounded. The magic in the binding cords had recognized a hunger in her that matched their own, and had facilitated a transformation that went beyond flesh into something approaching transcendence.

Milk continued to flow from her swollen breasts, and seed continued to leak from her used holes, and her body ached with the beautiful soreness of being thoroughly claimed. The knots would release eventually, but she already knew she'd beg them to knot her again. And again. As many times as they wanted.

The train rocked them all, and Liora closed her eyes, letting the sensation of being filled and feeding and accepted wash over her like a baptism. Somewhere in the distance, the whistle sang its lonely song, but she wasn't lonely anymore.

She was theirs, and they were hers, and the Midnight Express hurtled toward a future she couldn't have imagined when she'd boarded with her champagne and her pearls and her carefully constructed walls.

Those walls had shattered. And in their place, she'd found something better.

She'd found belonging.
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