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Chapter 1

I came to awareness slowly, my mind dragging itself from darkness like a creature clawing up from a grave. The cold bit into my skin first—metal against my wrists and ankles, unyielding and merciless. Before I opened my eyes, I knew I was naked. Exposed. The second realization arrived with the taste of coarse fabric pressed against my tongue, stretching my jaw painfully wide. I couldn't scream, not really. But I tried anyway.

Light sliced through my eyelids, clinical and harsh. I blinked against the brightness, tears already forming at the corners of my eyes. White walls. Steel instruments. The antiseptic smell that clung to the air like a death shroud.

I wasn't alone.

Dark figures moved at the edges of my vision, their faces obscured by surgical masks. One leaned closer, and I saw the cold interest in his eyes—the way they narrowed slightly as they swept over my naked form. Not as a man looks at a woman, but as a butcher appraises meat.

I thrashed against the restraints, the metal biting deeper into my flesh. The table beneath me was like ice, the surface unyielding against my spine, my shoulder blades, the curve of my ass. My screams collapsed into pathetic muffled noises behind the gag, animal sounds that seemed to amuse rather than concern my captors.

"Subject shows typical omega aggression during initial awakening," one of them said, voice flat as he made notes on a clipboard. "Vitals stable. Beginning fertility assessment."

Fertility assessment. The words crashed through my panic, bringing a new wave of horror. I knew what I was to them now—not a person but a vessel, a potentially valuable breeder. An omega. The classification I'd hidden my entire adult life now exposed by whatever tests they'd already performed while I was unconscious.

"Spread the restraints wider," another voice commanded. "Full access required."

Mechanical whirring answered him, and I felt the cuffs around my ankles begin to move, pulling my legs apart with methodical cruelty. I fought with renewed desperation, muscles straining against the inevitable. The cuffs continued their relentless journey until my thighs trembled with the strain, until I was splayed open, my most intimate parts exposed to the cold air and colder eyes.

"Subject displays excellent hip structure," observed one, his gloved hand pressing against my inner thigh. "Pelvic measurements consistent with high-capacity breeding potential."

His touch was professional, detached, which somehow made it worse. I would have preferred cruelty to this clinical violation. At least cruelty acknowledged my humanity. This methodical examination reduced me to specimen status—a collection of parts to be measured and evaluated.

"Temperature indicates early pre-heat," noted another, and I felt my cheeks burn with shame. "Interesting. According to her records, she's been on suppressants for seven years."

Seven years, three months, and fourteen days. I'd counted each pill, each injection, each day of freedom from my biology's demands. Each day I pretended to be something other than what I was—a rare male omega in a world that viewed us as either precious commodities or aberrations to be controlled.

A gloved hand moved between my legs without warning. I flinched, a strangled noise escaping around the gag as fingers parted my intimate folds with clinical efficiency.

"Already showing significant lubrication," the man announced, and I burned with humiliation as I felt my body's betrayal—the slickness I couldn't control, the heat building low in my belly. "Typical omega response to alpha proximity."

I hadn't noticed it before—too consumed by fear and rage—but now I caught their scent. Alphas. At least three of them in the room, their pheromones triggering my body's most basic responses despite the terror in my mind. My rational self wanted to kill them; my traitorous omega biology wanted to submit.

"Proceed with internal examination," said the one who seemed to be in charge. His voice was deeper than the others, resonant with the natural command of a prime alpha. Despite my hatred, I felt a shiver trace my spine at the sound.

Thick fingers pressed against my entrance, not hesitating, not gentle. Two pushed inside at once, stretching me painfully, invasively. I bucked against the restraints, a sob catching in my throat as my body both rejected and welcomed the intrusion.

"Good muscle tone," the examiner commented, spreading his fingers inside me, making me gasp behind the gag. "No scarring. Virginal."

The casual assessment of my most private status echoed in the sterile room. I closed my eyes, unable to bear watching them discuss me as if I weren't present, as if I couldn't hear every degrading observation.

"Note the responsive clitoral tissue," continued the examiner, and without warning, his thumb found that sensitive bundle of nerves, circling it with deliberate pressure.

My hips jerked upward against my will, a moan ripping from my throat. Pleasure shot through me, unwanted and electric, twisting together with humiliation until I couldn't separate them. My face burned as hot as the growing ache between my legs.

"Excellent sensitivity," he noted dispassionately, continuing the methodical stimulation as if measuring a reaction in some experiment. Which, I supposed, I was. "Displaying typical omega responsiveness to alpha touch."

I bit down hard on the gag, fighting the building sensation with everything I had. My body had been my enemy since puberty, but never had I hated it more than in this moment—as it softened and opened for these strangers, these captors, these men who saw me as nothing more than a biological curiosity.

"The artificial heat induction should take hold within the hour," said the lead alpha, stepping closer to examine me himself. His scent hit me harder than the others, making my insides clench around the intrusive fingers still exploring me. "Her suppressed system will overcompensate. Prepare the breeding chamber."

Breeding chamber. The words cut through the haze of unwanted arousal, landing like blows. This was worse than I'd imagined. Not just examination, not just study—they intended to use me. To breed me.

The fingers withdrew suddenly, leaving me empty and aching, my body confused by the conflicting signals of fear and arousal. A whimper escaped me before I could stop it, and I hated myself for the sound, for the wetness I could feel between my thighs, for every traitorous reaction.

"Her scent is changing already," observed one of the junior alphas, his nostrils flaring. "The suppressants must have been weakening."

The lead alpha nodded, reaching down to brush a strand of hair from my face with false tenderness. "She's been fighting her nature for too long. Soon, she'll understand her purpose."

I glared up at him, pouring every ounce of hatred I possessed into my gaze. I would not break. I would not submit. Whatever they did to my body, my mind remained my own.

He smiled behind his mask—I could see it in the cruel crinkling of his eyes. "They always resist at first," he told his colleagues, his hand moving to cup my breast possessively. "But biology wins in the end. No omega can fight their true nature forever."

His thumb brushed across my nipple, and I shuddered, despising the spark of pleasure that followed. My body was a traitor, conspiring with my captors against my will. The growing slickness between my thighs felt like a personal failure, evidence of some fundamental weakness.

"Take preliminary samples," he ordered, stepping back. "Then prepare her for the next phase of assessment."

As they moved around me with their tubes and swabs and instruments of violation, I retreated into my mind, searching for strength. I wouldn't give them the satisfaction of breaking me. Whatever was coming next, I would endure it. I would find a way to escape.

But the heat was building inside me, a familiar pressure I hadn't felt in seven years. My heat, artificially triggered but no less real for that. Already my thoughts were growing hazy at the edges, my body's demands becoming harder to ignore.

The battle for my autonomy had only just begun, and already I was losing ground.

***

They removed my gag only long enough for me to choke down air before strong hands flipped me over like a rag doll. My face pressed into padding that smelled of disinfectant and fear—the mingled scents of those who'd been strapped here before me. They bent me forward, positioning my body with the clinical efficiency of men accustomed to handling flesh that wasn't theirs to touch. My ass raised high, exposed. Vulnerable. My legs spread wide enough that my hip joints ached in protest. The sobs came unbidden, humiliation burning through me like acid.

"Secure the restraints," ordered the voice I now recognized as the lead alpha. "This one's a fighter."

Cold metal once again bit into my wrists, angled now in front of me as I was bent over the padded examination bench. My ankles were fastened to bars extending from the sides, keeping my legs painfully spread. The new position left me doubly exposed—my sex and ass presented obscenely to the room behind me, my face turned sideways against the bench, unable to see what they were doing.

Not seeing was almost worse than watching. Every sound became magnified—the murmur of voices discussing me as if I were livestock, the clink of metal instruments being arranged, footsteps approaching and retreating. My imagination filled in the blanks with horrors that made my pulse race.

Then came the sound that sent ice through my veins: the distinctive snap of latex gloves being pulled on. Once, twice, three times. The sound echoed in the sterile room, a prelude to violation.

"Note the time," said the lead alpha. "We'll want to measure how quickly the omega responds to invasive stimuli during pre-heat transition."

I tried to steady my breathing, to find some quiet place in my mind where I could retreat. But the artificial heat they'd triggered was building inside me, making it difficult to focus on anything but the growing ache between my legs. My skin felt hypersensitive, each draft of air against my exposed flesh sending conflicting signals of discomfort and arousal.

"Beginning speculum examination," announced one of them, his voice closer now, directly behind me.

Something cold and hard pressed against my entrance without warning. I jerked forward, a pathetic sound escaping my throat as the metal device pushed inexorably inward. It was larger than the fingers had been, unyielding and impersonal, stretching me painfully as it invaded my body.

"Subject shows initial resistance," noted the examiner dispassionately. "Muscular tension typical of omega defensive response."

I bit into the padding beneath my face, tears streaming from the corners of my eyes. The metal continued its relentless intrusion until it was fully seated inside me, cold and foreign and violating.

Then came the true horror—a ratcheting sound accompanied by an expanding pressure as the speculum was cranked open, forcibly spreading me from within. Each click of the mechanism widened the instrument, stretching my inner walls until I sobbed openly, my body trembling uncontrollably.

"Optimal dilation achieved," said the examiner. "Bring the light."

A bright, focused beam suddenly illuminated my most intimate parts, the heat of it adding to my discomfort. I squeezed my eyes shut, as if not seeing could somehow diminish the reality of being splayed open and examined like a specimen under a microscope.

"Remarkable cervical presentation," observed one of them. "Textbook omega fertility indicators."

Fingers prodded at my exposed flesh, spreading me even wider around the speculum, exploring with clinical detachment. "Natural lubrication increasing despite stress response. Classic omega physiological contradiction."

I tried to focus on anything else—the cool air on my tear-streaked face, the ache in my shoulders from the awkward position, the memory of my small apartment where I'd lived in peace before they found me. But my body kept dragging me back to the present, to the unwanted sensations building where they touched me.

"Her heat is progressing faster than projected," noted the lead alpha, his voice carrying a hint of satisfaction. "The suppression therapy seems to have created a rebound effect."

Seven years of chemical leashes—pills and injections that had kept my biology in check, allowed me to live as something other than a breeding vessel. Seven years of freedom, ended in a single night when they'd broken into my home, identified me somehow as an unregistered omega, and brought me to this sterile hell.

"Add the notation about accelerated mucous production," instructed one of them. "And record the visible engorgement of erectile tissues."

I felt the humiliating evidence of my body's betrayal sliding down my inner thighs, my juices flowing despite—or perhaps because of—the invasive examination. The speculum inside me felt less painful now, my body's natural response lubricating the metal, accommodating its presence in ways my mind rejected.

"Switching to manual assessment of elasticity," announced the examiner, and I felt the speculum being slowly cranked wider, stretching me to what felt like my limit.

A whimper escaped me, the sound transforming halfway into something dangerously close to a moan. The heat inside me was intensifying, clouding my thoughts, making it increasingly difficult to separate pain from a perverse kind of pleasure. My omega biology—suppressed for so long—was reasserting itself with a vengeance, responding to the proximity of multiple alphas with an enthusiasm that disgusted me.

"Note the vocalization shift," said the lead alpha, a smugness in his tone that made me hate him more. "Beginning the transition from distress to arousal. Right on schedule."

Fingers traced the stretched edge of my opening, circling the sensitive flesh where the speculum held me brutally open. Another involuntary sound escaped me, higher-pitched and unmistakably pleasured. Shame flooded through me, hot and corrosive.

"Remarkable responsiveness," observed the examiner, his fingers continuing their exploration. "The nerve endings appear hypersensitive, even for an omega."

I tried to clench around the invasive instrument, to resist the growing pleasure somehow, but the speculum held me immobile and open. My body no longer felt entirely my own—it responded to their touch with increasing eagerness while my mind railed against the violation.

"Let's test the pheromone response," suggested one of the junior alphas.

Footsteps approached, and suddenly the lead alpha was closer, his scent intensifying as he leaned over me. My traitor body responded instantly—a fresh gush of wetness, a whimper I couldn't suppress, an instinctive attempt to press back toward him that the restraints prevented.

"Magnificent," he murmured, and for the first time, I heard something beyond clinical interest in his voice—a deeper hunger that terrified me more than his detachment had. "Her body recognizes suitable breeding stock, even in her consciously resistant state."

His hand came to rest possessively on the small of my back, a touch that shouldn't have felt different from the others but somehow burned through me like a brand. My omega instincts recognized his prime alpha status, responded to it on a level beyond conscious control. I hated him. I hated myself for responding.

"Increase the speculum another two notches," he ordered. "I want to assess her maximum capacity."

The ratcheting sound came again, followed by an almost unbearable stretching sensation. I cried out, the sound garbled by my sobbing, as the instrument forced me open beyond what felt possible. Yet somehow my body yielded, stretched, accommodated.

"Perfect," the lead alpha pronounced, sounding pleased. "She'll take a knot beautifully. The breeding program needs specimens like this one."

Breeding program. The words penetrated the growing fog of my heat, reminding me of what awaited beyond this examination. They intended to use me as a broodmare, to pair me with alphas of their choosing, to harvest whatever children resulted. The thought should have horrified me—did horrify me—yet my heat-addled body responded to it with a fresh surge of arousal.

"Her vaginal muscles are contracting rhythmically," noted the examiner. "She's approaching spontaneous orgasm."

He was right. Despite everything—the clinical setting, the violation, the complete lack of genuine stimulation—my body was building toward climax, driven by some combination of the invasive stretching, the alpha pheromones, and the artificial heat they'd triggered.

"Remarkable," said the lead alpha. "Make a note that this specimen seems particularly receptive to breeding stimulus."

I bit down hard on my lower lip, drawing blood as I fought against the rising tide of unwanted pleasure. I would not give them the satisfaction of watching me come. I would not surrender that last scrap of dignity.

But my body had other ideas. The more I resisted, the more intense the sensations became, until I was trembling on the edge, my muscles taut, my breath coming in ragged gasps.

"The struggle only intensifies an omega's arousal," observed the lead alpha, his hand still resting possessively on my back. "Their biology is designed to respond to dominance."

I wanted to scream denials, to tell him he was wrong, that I was more than my designation, more than a collection of instincts and hormones. But the words wouldn't come—only broken sounds of need that betrayed me with every breath.

The speculum moved slightly inside me as one of them adjusted it, and that small motion was enough to send me hurtling over the edge. The orgasm tore through me without permission, my inner muscles clenching helplessly around the metal invader, my whole body shuddering with unwanted pleasure.

"Excellent," said the lead alpha as I sobbed through the aftermath, humiliation and aftershocks mingling into one unbearable experience. "She's ready for the next phase."

As my consciousness cleared momentarily in the wake of climax, I realized with growing dread that the examination had been merely the beginning. What came next would test not just my body, but my very sense of self.

***

The speculum withdrew with a slick sound that echoed obscenely in the sterile room. Before I could process the relief, a hand gripped my hair, yanking my head up. The lead alpha's face loomed close, his eyes cold despite the heat I could sense rolling off him. "Your resistance is noted, omega," he said, voice soft but edged with steel. "And it will be corrected." The clinical detachment was gone, replaced by something worse—purpose. Intention. The mask of the scientist had slipped, revealing the predator beneath.

They left me bent over the examination bench, my ass still raised high, my legs spread wide by the restraints. The position itself was punishment—exposed, vulnerable, unable to protect myself from whatever came next. My body trembled with exhaustion and the artificial heat that continued to build inside me, making my skin flush and my insides ache with emptiness.

"Behavioral modification is a necessary component of omega conditioning," the lead alpha explained to his colleagues, his tone returning to that clinical register that made me feel like a laboratory animal. "Particularly for those who have evaded proper training."

I heard movement behind me, the soft shuffle of feet repositioning, the whisper of something moving through air. Then silence—that terrible moment of anticipation where the body tenses, waiting for pain that hasn't yet arrived.

When it came, the first strike stole my breath. Something leather and heavy connected with the soft flesh of my ass with a crack that echoed off the walls. For a heartbeat, there was nothing but the sound—then pain bloomed, hot and sharp and all-consuming. I screamed, the sound tearing from my throat before I could stop it.

"One," counted a dispassionate voice. "Note the skin response."

I barely had time to process the first blow before the second landed, slightly lower, catching the sensitive junction where ass met thigh. Another scream ripped from me, tears springing fresh to my eyes.

"Two. Subject shows appropriate pain response."

The third strike crossed the previous welts, intensifying the burning sensation until it felt like my skin had been flayed open. My body jerked involuntarily against the restraints, seeking an escape that wasn't possible.

"Three. Increasing vascular response in target area."

By the fifth blow, my screams had dissolved into sobs, my body slick with sweat, my mind narrowing to nothing but the rhythm of pain. Each strike sent fire racing across my nerve endings, yet underneath—horrifyingly—my heat-addled body was responding with perverse arousal. The juices from my traitor cunt now streamed freely down my inner thighs, mingling with the sweat of exertion and fear.

"Excellent circulation response," noted one of the junior alphas. "The welts are forming optimally."

The lead alpha moved into my field of vision, watching my face as the blows continued to rain down. I tried to glare at him through my tears, to maintain some scrap of defiance, but another vicious strike made me cry out instead, my expression contorting.

"Your body is learning," he told me, voice silky with satisfaction. "Even as your mind resists."

The strap landed again—eight, nine, ten times. I lost count somewhere, lost myself in the haze of pain and unwanted arousal that clouded my thoughts. My ass felt raw, swollen, on fire, each new blow igniting nerve endings already screaming from previous strikes.

Then the blows stopped. The sudden absence of pain was almost as shocking as its presence had been. I hung in the restraints, gasping for breath, tears and saliva dampening the bench beneath my face.

"Good omegas learn obedience," the lead alpha growled, suddenly close to my ear, his breath hot against my tear-streaked face. His fingers dug cruelly into the welts on my ass, pressing into the bruised flesh until I whimpered. "Your body already understands. Your mind will follow."

I wanted to spit defiance, to tell him he would never break me, but my voice was gone, lost to screams and sobs. All I could manage was a pathetic whimper as his fingers probed deeper into the tender flesh.

"Begin phase two," he ordered, stepping back.

Through the fog of pain and heat, I heard movement behind me again. Different this time—the soft whir of machinery, the click of buttons being pressed. I tensed, expecting more pain, unprepared for what came instead.

Something hard and vibrating pressed suddenly against my swollen clit. The sensation was so intense, so unexpected after the pain, that my whole body jerked as if electrified. A sound escaped me—not a scream of pain this time, but a shocked moan of unwanted pleasure.

"Maximum setting," instructed the lead alpha. "I want to see how quickly we can force compliance."

The vibrations intensified, sending shockwaves of stimulation through my most sensitive flesh. After the brutal strapping, the contrast of pleasure was disorienting, my body confused by the sudden shift. Pain still radiated from the welts on my ass, but it was rapidly being overshadowed by the relentless stimulation between my legs.

"Note the immediate physiological response," said one of the junior alphas. "Increased lubrication, pupil dilation, accelerated respiration."

They were right. My body was betraying me in every possible way, responding to the stimulation with an eagerness that horrified what remained of my rational mind. The artificial heat they'd triggered made every sensation more intense, more immediate. My hips moved of their own accord, pressing back against the vibrator despite my mental resistance.

"The body knows what it needs," the lead alpha said, watching my involuntary movements with satisfaction. "Omegas are designed for this—to receive pleasure at the hands of their alphas."

"Not yours," I managed to gasp, finding my voice at last. "Never yours."

My defiance earned me a cruel laugh and fingers tangling in my hair, yanking my head back painfully. "You're already mine," he growled, his face close to mine. "Your mind just hasn't accepted what your body already knows."

The vibrator pressed harder against my clit, the intensity becoming almost painful in its relentlessness. Yet my body craved it, responded to it with increasing desperation. I could feel pressure building inside me, a tidal wave I couldn't stop or control.

"Your resistance only makes this sweeter," he continued, his voice dropping to a possessive rumble that resonated with something primal inside me. "Watching you fight what you are, what you're made for—only to surrender anyway."

"I won't," I gasped, but even to my own ears, the protest sounded weak, undermined by the moan that followed it as the vibrations found a particularly sensitive spot.

"You will," he promised. "You are."

He was right. Even as I denied it, my body was racing toward climax, driven by the relentless mechanical stimulation and the heat that made every nerve ending hyper-responsive. I tried to fight it, to focus on the pain of my punished flesh, on my hatred for these men who had captured and violated me. But my body had its own agenda, racing toward release with single-minded purpose.

"Watch her face," the lead alpha instructed his colleagues. "This is the moment when resistance begins to crumble."

I squeezed my eyes shut, unwilling to let them see the moment pleasure overwhelmed me. But it didn't matter—my body telegraphed my surrender with every quickened breath, every jerk of my hips, every whimper that escaped my lips.

The orgasm crashed through me like a storm, violent and uncontrolled. My body convulsed, muscles clenching around emptiness, nerve endings firing in chaotic patterns of pleasure so intense it bordered on pain. I screamed—not in protest this time, but in unwilling ecstasy.

"Perfect," breathed the lead alpha, his hand still tangled in my hair, forcing me to arch my neck as I shuddered through the climax. "This is what you were made for."

Before the first orgasm had fully subsided, he yanked my head further back, exposing my throat in a pose of submission that triggered some deep omega instinct inside me. "Again," he ordered. "Make her come until she can't remember why she ever resisted."

The vibrator, which had momentarily lifted during the peak of my orgasm, returned with brutal intensity. I cried out, oversensitive flesh protesting the renewed stimulation. But the protest died on my lips as pleasure built again, impossibly fast, my heat-affected body ready and eager for more despite my mind's objections.

"You're ours now," the alpha growled possessively, his free hand moving to my throat, exerting just enough pressure to remind me of my vulnerability. The gesture was pure dominance, triggering instinctual responses I couldn't control. My inner muscles clenched around emptiness, my body desperate to be filled.

"Please," I gasped, not even sure what I was begging for—cessation or completion, mercy or fulfillment. The word tasted like surrender on my tongue, and I hated myself for uttering it.

"Please what, omega?" he prompted, his fingers tightening slightly around my throat. "Tell me what you need."

I bit my lip until I tasted blood, refusing to give him the satisfaction of hearing me beg properly. But my body communicated clearly enough—hips grinding back against the vibrator, wetness streaming down my thighs, chest heaving with desperate breaths.

"Your pride is admirable," he said, sounding genuinely appreciative. "But ultimately futile. By the time we're done, you'll be begging for my knot."

The thought should have disgusted me, should have strengthened my resistance. Instead, in my heat-addled state, it sent a fresh surge of arousal through me, my inner walls clenching with need at the mere suggestion. I moaned, the sound broken and despairing, as my mind recognized what my body already knew—I was losing this battle.

The vibrator pressed harder against my swollen clit, the stimulation almost unbearable in its intensity. My second orgasm approached like a freight train, unstoppable and overwhelming. I thrashed in the restraints, no longer certain if I was trying to escape the pleasure or chase it.

"Let go," the alpha commanded, his voice using that tone of authority that bypassed conscious thought and spoke directly to omega instincts. "Come for me now."

My body obeyed as if the command had physically triggered the response. My vision went white at the edges as pleasure exploded through me, more intense than the first climax, radiating from my core to the tips of my fingers and toes. My eyes rolled back, my body arching as far as the restraints allowed, a keening cry tearing from my throat.

"Mine," the alpha growled, his satisfaction palpable as he watched me convulse through the forced pleasure. "Our perfect little breeding omega."

The vibrator didn't stop this time, continuing its relentless assault on my oversensitive flesh even as I gasped and sobbed through the aftermath of orgasm. My mind began to fragment, rational thought dissolving under the onslaught of sensation. The line between pleasure and pain blurred until they became a single overwhelming experience.

A third climax built impossibly fast on the heels of the second, my overstimulated body somehow still responsive, still hungry for more. I was nothing but sensation now, nothing but nerve endings and instinct and need. My resistance felt distant, a concept I could no longer fully grasp as pleasure rewired my brain with each passing second.

"This is just the beginning," the alpha promised, his voice penetrating the haze that had become my consciousness. "By tomorrow, you'll be begging us to breed you. By next week, you won't remember you ever wanted anything else."

As my body careened toward a third shattering orgasm, a small, distant part of my mind recognized the true danger. Not the physical violation, not the pain, not even the forced pleasure—but the possibility that he might be right. That eventually, my mind would follow where my body had already gone, surrendering completely to what they wanted me to become.

That fear followed me into the white-hot explosion of my third climax, a tiny flicker of self fighting to survive as pleasure dragged me under once more.


Chapter 2

I hung from the ceiling like a forgotten marionette, my wrists burning from the bite of cold metal, my naked body exposed to the frigid air. My limbs trembled—not just from the chill, but from the knowledge of what was coming. What he would do. The door creaked open, and my heart stuttered in my chest, a trapped bird sensing the approach of a predator.

The chains rattled above me as another violent tremor coursed through my body. I couldn't stop shaking. The restraints held my arms high, stretching me until my toes barely scraped the stone floor. My skin prickled with goosebumps, though whether from cold or fear, I couldn't tell anymore. The distinction had blurred hours ago.

My omega scent had thickened in the small room, betraying my anxiety. I hated it—this body that announced my status to any alpha who cared to breathe deeply. This prison of flesh that responded to dominance whether I willed it or not.

Footsteps echoed across the stone floor, deliberate and unhurried. I kept my eyes down, but his presence filled the space like a gathering storm. Elias Kane. Even without looking, I knew it was him—his scent reached me first, rich and dark, tinged with something metallic that reminded me of blood.

"Look at me." His voice was soft, almost gentle, which somehow made it worse.

I raised my eyes and immediately wished I hadn't. Elias stood before me, tall enough that I had to crane my neck upward despite being suspended by the chains. His shoulders stretched the fabric of his black shirt, hinting at the raw power beneath. His face might have been handsome once, before cruelty carved permanent lines around his mouth, before his eyes turned to chips of blue ice.

"There she is," he said, his lips curling into what might have passed for a smile on anyone else. On him, it was merely the baring of teeth.

I wanted to spit in his face. I wanted to scream. I did neither.

He circled me slowly, like a wolf assessing a trapped deer. Each step was measured, his gaze roaming over every inch of my exposed skin with shameless entitlement. When he completed his circuit, he stopped directly behind me.

"You've cost me quite a bit of trouble," he murmured, his breath hot against my ear.

I stiffened when his hands suddenly gripped my hips. His touch burned through me, his fingers digging into my flesh with bruising force. I bit my lip to keep from making a sound.

"Nothing to say?" He yanked me backward, dragging me as far as the chains would allow.

The hard ridge of his erection pressed against the small of my back, and disgust rose like bile in my throat. But beneath that disgust lurked something else—something that made my cheeks flush with shame. A traitorous heat bloomed low in my belly.

"Your mouth may lie," Elias said, grinding himself against me with deliberate slowness, "but your body knows what it wants."

I closed my eyes. "You're wrong."

His laughter was a low rumble that I felt more than heard. "Am I?"

One large hand slid from my hip to my stomach, fingers splayed wide as if measuring me. The gesture was possessive, marking territory. I hated how my skin warmed beneath his palm, how my pulse quickened traitorously.

"I can smell you," he whispered, his lips brushing the shell of my ear. "Your cunt is already weeping for me."

"Fuck you," I managed, the words barely audible.

His grip tightened painfully. "You will. Eventually."

He spun me around to face him, the chains twisting above me. My shoulders screamed in protest, but I clenched my jaw, refusing to show pain. His eyes met mine, cold and predatory, as he pressed his body against me. The massive bulge in his pants dug into my bare stomach, hot and hard even through the fabric.

"Feel that?" He rocked his hips, grinding himself against me. "That's what you do to me. That's what's going to break you."

My breath came in short, panicked gasps. I wanted to believe it was fear alone, but the wetness between my thighs told a different story. My omega biology was responding to his alpha pheromones, preparing my body for him regardless of what my mind wanted.

"I'd rather die," I spat.

His smile widened. "You don't mean that."

One hand moved to the back of my neck, gripping it hard, while the other slid down between our bodies. I tried to twist away, but there was nowhere to go. His fingers found the junction of my thighs with unerring precision.

I gasped when he touched me, the sound escaping before I could swallow it. His fingers slid through my folds, gathering the slickness there, proof of my body's betrayal.

"Look at how wet you are," he growled, his voice dropping an octave. "Dripping for me already."

Tears of humiliation pricked at my eyes. I wanted to deny it, but the evidence was on his fingers, gleaming in the dim light. Instead, I turned my face away, unable to bear the triumph in his gaze.

He didn't allow it. His hand left my sex to grip my jaw, forcing me to look at him. His thumb, slick with my arousal, brushed across my lower lip.

"Taste yourself," he commanded. "Taste how much you want this."

I kept my lips firmly sealed, but he merely laughed, the sound dark with promise.

"Still fighting. Good. It would be boring otherwise."

Without warning, he dipped his head and sank his teeth into the sensitive juncture where my neck met my shoulder. Not gently, not a playful love bite, but a brutal claiming that made me cry out. Pain lanced through me, sharp and clarifying, but it quickly melted into something else—something that made my knees buckle and my sex clench emptily.

The omega in me recognized the alpha bite for what it was: dominance, possession, a mark meant to show ownership. I hated myself for responding to it, for the way my body softened and yielded despite my mind's rejection.

Elias lapped at the bite, soothing it with his tongue while his hand returned between my legs. This time, he focused on my clit, rubbing it with brutal efficiency. The calluses on his fingertips created a friction that sent jolts of unwanted pleasure up my spine.

"Stop," I gasped, though my hips betrayed me, rocking into his touch. "Please."

"Please stop? Or please don't stop?" he asked against my neck, his voice mocking. "Your mouth says one thing, but your cunt says another."

His fingers moved faster, circling the sensitive bundle of nerves until my thighs began to shake. I couldn't control it, couldn't stop the wave of sensation building inside me. I bit down on my lip until I tasted blood, desperate to deny him the satisfaction of hearing me moan.

But when he slipped two thick fingers inside me, curling them to stroke against a spot that made stars burst behind my eyelids, a broken sound escaped me—half sob, half moan.

"There it is," he said, satisfaction evident in his voice. "That's what I wanted to hear."

He worked me mercilessly, his fingers pumping in and out while his thumb continued its assault on my clit. My body tightened, pleasure coiling tighter and tighter despite my desperate attempts to resist it.

"You're going to come for me," he said, and it wasn't a question but a statement of fact. "You're going to come around my fingers while thinking about how much better it will feel when it's my cock inside you."

"No," I whispered, but it was futile. My body was no longer under my control. It belonged to him, to the sensations he forced upon me.

When the orgasm hit, it was violent and consuming. My walls clenched around his invading fingers, my back arched, and a strangled cry tore from my throat. Wave after wave of unwanted pleasure crashed through me, leaving me shaking and disoriented in its wake.

Elias didn't stop, didn't slow. He prolonged the sensation until it bordered on pain, until I was sobbing and incoherent, my body oversensitized and raw.

Only then did he withdraw his hand, bringing his glistening fingers to his mouth. He sucked them clean, his eyes never leaving mine, making sure I watched this final humiliation.

"Sweet," he pronounced, as if judging a fine wine. "Ripe."

He leaned in close, his lips brushing my ear as he whispered, "I'll break you slowly, omega. You'll beg to be bred."

The words sent a chill through me, not because I feared they were true, but because some small, traitorous part of me wondered if they might be. If all this resistance was simply delaying the inevitable.

As if reading my thoughts, Elias smiled—a predator's smile, all teeth and no warmth.

"We have time," he said, stepping back to admire his handiwork—me, hanging limply from the chains, flushed and panting, marked by his teeth and touch. "All the time in the world."

He turned and walked to the door, pausing with his hand on the handle. "Rest while you can. The next time I return, I won't be so gentle."

The door closed behind him with a final-sounding click, leaving me alone with the echoes of pleasure still throbbing through my body and the terrible knowledge that this was only the beginning.

***

Time dissolved in that windowless room. Minutes or hours later—I couldn't say which—they returned for me. Different hands unhooked the chains, but the touch remained impersonal, clinical. They didn't speak as they guided my trembling body to another room, this one brighter, colder. A metal table waited in the center, its surface gleaming under harsh lights, steel restraints open like eager mouths.

I fought then—a sudden, desperate surge of resistance. It earned me nothing but bruised wrists and the taste of blood where I bit my cheek. They strapped me down efficiently, spreading my legs wide, buckling thick leather cuffs around my ankles, wrists, and waist. The position left me utterly exposed, my most intimate parts vulnerable to whatever violation they had planned.

When they finished, they left without a word. The door closed with a soft click that somehow sounded more final than a slam.

I pulled against the restraints, testing them. They held firm. The room's sterile chill raised goosebumps across my naked skin. Medical equipment lined one wall—tools with purposes I didn't want to contemplate. The air smelled of antiseptic and something else, something that reminded me of fear.

The door opened, and he entered.

Lucian Hale walked with the measured precision of a metronome. His face was a study in angles—sharp cheekbones, straight nose, jaw like it had been cut from marble. Unlike Elias with his barely contained fury, Lucian moved with cold calculation. His eyes, pale gray like winter ice, assessed me with the detached interest of a scientist examining a specimen.

"Isla," he said, my name sounding foreign on his tongue. "How are we feeling?"

I said nothing. What was there to say? I was strapped naked to a table, legs spread, completely at his mercy. The question itself was a mockery.

His lips curved in what might have been amusement on another face. On his, it merely looked like a practiced movement.

"Not talkative. That's fine. This isn't a conversation."

He moved to a sink in the corner, turning on the water with his elbow, a surgeon preparing for an operation. My stomach knotted as he washed his hands methodically, scrubbing beneath each fingernail with precise attention.

"You're wondering why you're here," he said without looking at me. "You're wondering what I'm going to do to you."

I swallowed, my throat dry. "I know what you're going to do."

He glanced over his shoulder, one eyebrow raised slightly. "Do you?"

He dried his hands on a paper towel, then reached for a box on the counter. The snap of latex as he pulled on gloves echoed in the quiet room. The sound sent a jolt of terror through me—it was so clinical, so deliberate. Somehow worse than Elias's raw aggression.

"I'm going to examine you," he said, approaching the table. "Thoroughly."

I closed my eyes, as if that could shield me from what was coming. I heard him move to stand between my spread legs, felt the slight shift in the air.

"Look at me," he commanded.

When I didn't, his hand gripped my jaw, forcing my face toward him. "I said, look at me. I want to see your eyes while I'm inside you."

I opened my eyes, defiance flaring through the fear. "Fuck you."

His smile didn't reach his eyes. "That attitude is precisely why this is necessary."

Without warning, his gloved hand moved between my legs. I flinched at the cold touch of latex against my sensitive flesh, but there was nowhere to go, no way to escape.

"Already wet," he observed, his voice clinically detached. "Elias said you were responsive."

Shame burned through me. I wanted to protest that it wasn't willingness, that it was merely my body's biological response, but the words died in my throat as three of his fingers suddenly pushed inside me.

The invasion was abrupt and shocking. I gasped, my body instinctively trying to arch away from the intrusion, but the restraints held me in place. His fingers moved with methodical precision, stretching me, exploring me as if mapping my interior.

"Good omega," he murmured, twisting his wrist slightly, changing the angle of his fingers. "Taking it so well."

My face burned. I bit down on my lower lip to keep from making any sound that he might interpret as pleasure. But it was difficult—his fingers were long and skilled, finding places inside me that sent jolts of unwanted sensation through my body.

"Your cunt is practically sucking my fingers in," he observed, his clinical tone somehow making the vulgar words more degrading. "A natural response for an omega in heat."

"I'm not in heat," I managed to say through gritted teeth.

"Not yet." His thumb found my clit, pressing against it with deliberate pressure. "But you will be soon. Your body is preparing."

A moan escaped me before I could stop it. I hated myself for it, for this weakness. My body was betraying me again, responding to his touch despite my mind's revulsion. Wetness gathered between my thighs, easing the movement of his fingers as they thrust in and out in a rhythm designed to build my arousal.

"Stop fighting it," Lucian said, watching my face with detached interest. "Your resistance is futile and, frankly, tiresome."

He pushed deeper, his fingers curling to stroke against my front wall. The sensation made me gasp, my inner muscles clenching involuntarily around the invasion.

"There we go," he murmured, repeating the motion. "Your body knows what it wants, even if your mind hasn't accepted it yet."

I turned my face away, unable to bear his scrutiny as pleasure began to build against my will. His free hand caught my chin, forcing me to look at him again.

"No," he said simply. "You don't get to hide."

Without warning, he added a fourth finger, stretching me wider. The burn of the stretch mingled with the pleasure, creating a confusing cocktail of sensations that made my head spin. I felt full, too full, and yet my treacherous body accommodated him, growing wetter, softer.

"Look at how your cunt spreads for me," he said, his gaze dropping to where his hand disappeared between my thighs. "Eager little omega hole, hungry for alpha cock."

I thrashed against the restraints, trying to escape not just his touch but the growing pleasure. It was useless. The leather cuffs bit into my skin, holding me open for his invasive exploration.

His thumb continued to work my clit, circling it with maddening precision. Each movement sent sparks skittering through my nervous system. My thighs trembled with the effort of fighting my body's response.

"Your natural lubrication is impressive," Lucian observed, as if noting a particularly interesting scientific finding. "You're practically dripping."

To my horror, he withdrew his fingers and held them up for my inspection. They glistened with my arousal, proof of my body's betrayal.

"See?" he said. "This is what I'm talking about. This"—he wiggled his wet fingers—"is honesty. Your mouth may lie, but this doesn't."

Before I could respond, he thrust his fingers back inside me, harder this time, less clinical and more punishing. The sudden change in tempo caught me off guard, and I cried out.

"That's it," he encouraged, his voice still maddeningly calm despite the increasing force of his movements. "Let me hear you."

His fingers stretched me open, spreading wide inside me, examining me like a possession. The sensation was overwhelming—invasive and intimate in a way that felt like a violation of more than just my body.

"Look at you dripping, omega," he said, his voice taking on a harder edge. "Your cunt is made for this—for taking what alphas give it."

His other hand reached up to pinch my nipple, twisting it with just enough force to send a jolt of pain-pleasure straight to my core. I bit back a moan, but couldn't stop the way my inner muscles clenched around his fingers.

"Responsive," he noted. "Good. That will make the breeding process more efficient."

Breeding. The word sent a chill through me that somehow coexisted with the heat building between my legs. That was what this was about—not just domination, not just punishment, but breeding. Using my body for its biological purpose whether I consented or not.

"No," I gasped, renewing my struggle against the restraints. "I won't let you—"

"You don't have a choice," he interrupted calmly. His fingers pushed impossibly deeper, his other hand moving from my breast to my clit, pinching it between his thumb and forefinger.

The dual sensation—the fullness inside me and the sharp, almost painful pressure on my clit—sent me hurtling toward an edge I didn't want to fall over. I fought it, tensing every muscle, trying to hold back the wave that threatened to crash over me.

Lucian noticed. Of course he did. His eyes narrowed slightly, the only change in his impassive expression.

"You're fighting your orgasm," he observed. "That won't do."

He increased his pace, fucking me with his fingers while applying more pressure to my clit. The sensations built and built, a pressure that couldn't be contained.

"Come," he ordered, his voice dropping to a commanding growl that seemed to resonate directly with the omega part of my brain. "Come now."

My body obeyed as if it had been waiting for permission. The orgasm crashed through me with devastating force, tearing a scream from my throat. My back arched as far as the restraints would allow, my thighs trembling violently, inner walls pulsing around his invading fingers. Pleasure radiated outward in waves that seemed endless, each pulse accompanied by a fresh gush of wetness.

Lucian didn't stop. He worked me through it, prolonging the sensations until they crossed the line into overstimulation. Tears leaked from the corners of my eyes as pleasure turned to discomfort, then back to a different kind of pleasure—sharper, more intense.

"Beautiful," he murmured, watching my face contort. "A perfect omega response."

Juices flooded down my thighs, soaking the table beneath me. The evidence of my unwilling pleasure was undeniable, humiliating.

When he finally withdrew his fingers, I collapsed back against the table, panting and disoriented. My body felt boneless, my mind foggy with the aftermath of forced pleasure. I couldn't even summon the energy to feel properly ashamed.

Lucian stripped off his gloves with a snap and disposed of them in a nearby bin. He looked at me with clinical satisfaction, like a job well done.

"Your physical response is ideal," he said, washing his hands again at the sink. "Your mental resistance will fade with time and proper conditioning."

I wanted to tell him he was wrong, that I would never submit willingly, but my body's betrayal made the words feel hollow.

He dried his hands and approached the table once more, his cold eyes assessing me like a piece of equipment that had passed inspection.

"You're already learning your true purpose," he said softly, one hand trailing almost gently across my sweat-dampened forehead. "Soon, you'll thank us for showing you what you're meant to be."

His touch felt like a brand, marking me as something less than human—a vessel, a receptacle, a thing to be used. I closed my eyes against fresh tears, not wanting to give him the satisfaction of seeing them fall.

"Rest now," Lucian said, moving away from the table. "Marcus will be here soon, and he has his own methods to teach you."

The door closed behind him, leaving me alone with the cooling wetness between my thighs and the bitter knowledge that my body could be turned against me so completely. That no matter how much my mind resisted, my flesh was all too willing to surrender.

***

They allowed me no reprieve. After Lucian left, faceless attendants unstrapped me from the table, my limbs heavy and uncooperative in the aftermath of forced pleasure. They repositioned me like a doll, bending me forward over a padded bench, securing my hands behind my back with rope that bit into my wrists. My thighs, spread wide by design, trembled with exhaustion. I hung my head, hair falling around my face like a curtain, a flimsy shield against what was to come.

The room they'd brought me to was different—warmer, dimly lit, with walls of dark wood instead of sterile white. A fire crackled in a stone hearth, casting dancing shadows across the floor. The change in setting disoriented me. After the clinical brightness of Lucian's examination room, this space felt almost... intimate. That thought terrified me more than the cold steel had.

I don't know how long I waited, bent over and exposed, the air cooling the wetness between my thighs—evidence of my body's earlier betrayal. Long enough for my shoulders to ache from the unnatural position. Long enough for fear to settle into a dull throb at the base of my skull.

When the door finally opened, I didn't look up. I didn't want to see. But his scent reached me—sandalwood and something earthy, with the unmistakable musk of alpha. Different from Elias's metallic tang or Lucian's antiseptic coldness. This scent was... warm. Almost comforting.

A trap, I told myself. Another form of manipulation.

"Isla." His voice matched his scent—warm, deep, with a smoothness that belied its underlying strength. "Look at me."

I refused, keeping my eyes fixed on the wooden floor beneath me. A soft chuckle was his only response. Footsteps approached, unhurried, measured. He circled me slowly, his presence raising the hairs on my arms despite the room's warmth.

"I understand your reluctance," he said. "Elias can be... excessive. And Lucian lacks a certain humanity. But you and I—we can find a better way."

His words slipped through my defenses like water through cupped hands. I wanted to believe him. After Elias's brutality and Lucian's clinical violation, the promise of gentleness was dangerously tempting.

"Look at me," he repeated, and this time I raised my head.

Marcus Thorne stood before me, tall and lean where Elias was broad, relaxed where Lucian was rigid. His face was handsome in a classical way—high forehead, straight nose, full lips curved in a smile that almost reached his eyes. Almost, but not quite. Those eyes—amber, flecked with gold—watched me with an intelligence that missed nothing.

"There you are," he said softly. "Beautiful, even in your defiance."

He moved behind me, out of my sight. I tensed, bracing for a blow, for pain. Instead, I felt his fingertips trail lightly across my shoulder blades, a touch so gentle it might have been soothing under other circumstances.

"You've been through much today," he said, his fingers continuing their path down my spine. "Your body bears the marks of their attention."

His hand stopped at the small of my back, resting there with surprising warmth. I fought the urge to lean into it, to accept this small comfort. It wasn't real. It couldn't be.

"I'm not going to hurt you, Isla," he murmured. "Not unnecessarily."

His hand moved lower, caressing the curve of my ass with the same deceptive gentleness. I flinched when he touched the reddened skin there—bruises left by either Elias's rough handling or the attendants who'd moved me from room to room.

"They've been rough with you," he observed, a note of disapproval in his voice. "Too rough, perhaps."

His palm smoothed over the abused flesh, the heat of his skin seeping into mine. Despite myself, I felt my muscles relaxing infinitesimally under his touch. The contrast between his gentleness and the earlier violations was disarming.

"It doesn't have to be like this," Marcus said, his voice hypnotic in its softness. "Submission can be sweet, if given willingly."

His hands continued their exploration, mapping the contours of my body with careful attention. When his fingers dipped between my thighs, I couldn't stop the small sound that escaped me—not quite a moan, but not quite a protest either.

"Already wet," he noted, but without Lucian's clinical detachment or Elias's mocking tone. He said it as if it pleased him, as if my body's response was a gift rather than a betrayal.

My face burned with shame. I wanted to blame my wetness on the earlier violations, on biological responses beyond my control, but the truth was more complicated. Something about Marcus's gentleness awakened desires I'd thought beaten down by the day's horrors.

"This is manipulation," I said, my voice hoarse from screaming earlier. "You're still going to... use me. Like they did."

His fingers stilled for a moment. "Yes," he admitted. "But there are many ways to use someone, Isla. Not all of them have to leave scars."

The honesty was somehow worse than lies would have been. At least with lies, I could cling to moral outrage. His truth offered a seductive compromise that threatened to undermine my resistance more effectively than any physical force.

His fingers resumed their gentle exploration, stroking through my folds with maddening lightness. My hips shifted involuntarily, seeking more pressure, more contact. I bit my lip, hating myself for wanting anything from him.

"Your body knows what it needs," Marcus said, leaning forward to speak directly into my ear. "Why fight it?"

I closed my eyes, tears of frustration gathering beneath my lids. "Because it's not what I want."

"Isn't it?" His fingertips circled my entrance, teasing but not penetrating. "Are you certain?"

No, I wasn't certain. That was the horror of it. My body responded to his touch like a finely tuned instrument, while my mind screamed rebellion. Which was the true me? The omega biology that craved alpha dominance, or the consciousness that rejected it?

I felt him shift behind me, heard the sound of a zipper being lowered. My muscles tensed again, anticipation and dread warring for dominance.

"Shh," he soothed, one hand stroking my hip. "Relax. Fighting only makes it hurt."

Something slick and cool dripped between my thighs—lubricant, I realized with a jolt of surprise. A consideration neither Elias nor Lucian had shown. The liquid warmed quickly against my skin as Marcus spread it with his fingers, coating my entrance.

"Why are you doing this?" I asked, the question escaping before I could stop it.

His hand paused. "Doing what?"

"Pretending to care about my comfort."

He was silent for a moment, his hand resuming its gentle work. "Who says I'm pretending?"

Before I could formulate a response, I felt him position himself behind me, the blunt head of his cock pressing against my entrance. Despite the lubrication, despite my body's readiness, I instinctively tried to pull away. The ropes binding my wrists and the firm bench beneath me made escape impossible.

"Easy," Marcus murmured, his hands gripping my hips. "Take a deep breath."

I did, reflexively—and in that moment, he drove forward, burying himself inside me in one powerful thrust.

The breath left my lungs in a strangled cry. The sensation was overwhelming—fullness, pressure, a burning stretch that bordered on pain despite the preparation. He was huge, thicker than Lucian's fingers had been, filling me completely.

"There," he said, his voice strained now, the calm facade cracking slightly. "Perfect."

He held still for a moment, allowing me to adjust to his invasion. It was a small mercy that only emphasized the falseness of his earlier gentleness. No truly kind man would be inside me now, would have me bound and bent for his pleasure.

When he began to move, it was with none of the tenderness he'd shown before. His thrusts were deep and forceful, each one driving me forward against the bench, only to be pulled back by his grip on my hips. The pretense of care had evaporated, revealing the predator beneath.

I twisted in his grasp, a renewed attempt at resistance despite knowing it was futile. His fingers dug into my flesh, holding me in place for his taking. The bruising pressure of his hands would leave marks—more evidence of ownership, of control.

"Stop fighting," he growled, his voice deeper now, roughened by lust. "You're only making it harder on yourself."

But I couldn't stop. Something in me refused to yield, even as my body responded to his invasion, growing wetter, hotter. Even as pleasure began to build alongside the humiliation.

His pace increased, each thrust harder than the last. The sound of skin striking skin filled the room, punctuated by my unwilling gasps and his controlled breathing. He fucked me with precision, angling his hips to strike places inside me that sent sparks of unwanted pleasure up my spine.

"Your cunt is squeezing me so tight," he said, the refined edges of his speech fraying. "Like it was made for my cock."

I buried my face against the bench, trying to hide from the truth of his words. My inner walls clenched around him with each thrust, my treacherous body welcoming the invasion it should have rejected.

One of his hands left my hip, sliding beneath me to find my clit. When his fingers made contact with the sensitive bud, I cried out, unable to suppress my response. He rubbed in tight circles, coordinating the motion with his thrusts, forcing pleasure upon me with the same calculated efficiency Lucian had shown.

"No," I gasped, but it was a weak protest. The dual stimulation was too much—his cock filling me completely while his fingers worked my clit with merciless accuracy.

"Yes," he countered, his voice commanding. "Take your pleasure, Isla. Show me how well you can serve."

The orgasm built like a gathering storm, pressure coiling tighter and tighter at my core. I fought it, clenching my muscles, trying to focus on anything but the sensations he forced upon me. It was useless. My resistance only seemed to heighten the tension, adding an edge to the pleasure that made it sharper, more acute.

"That's it," Marcus encouraged, feeling the telltale flutter of my inner muscles. "Let go. Come for me."

As if his words were a trigger, my body obeyed. The orgasm crashed through me with devastating force, ripping a sob from my throat. My cunt pulsed around his invading cock, squeezing him in rhythmic contractions that I couldn't control. Pleasure radiated outward in waves, blinding in its intensity.

Marcus groaned, his rhythm faltering as my body clenched around him. "Perfect," he hissed. "Perfect omega."

His thrusts grew erratic, deeper, more forceful. I felt him swell within me—his knot beginning to form, the biological lock designed to ensure fertilization. Panic cut through the haze of pleasure. If he knotted me, we'd be joined for up to an hour, his seed pumping directly into my womb.

"Please," I managed, unsure if I was begging him to stop or to continue. My mind and body were so at odds that I no longer knew what I truly wanted.

He seemed to understand my confusion, and it pleased him. I felt his chest press against my back as he leaned forward, his breath hot against my ear.

"You're mine now," he whispered. "You'll take my seed, carry my pups. That's what your body was made for."

With a final, brutal thrust, he buried himself to the hilt. I felt his cock pulse inside me, felt the warmth of his release flooding my depths. He hadn't knotted me—a choice, not an oversight. He wanted to mark me, to fill me, but not to claim me fully. Not yet.

I collapsed beneath him, my strength finally exhausted. Tears leaked from the corners of my eyes, soaking into the bench beneath my cheek. They were tears of confusion as much as humiliation—my body sated and warm with pleasure even as my mind recoiled from what had been done to me.

Marcus remained inside me for long moments, his weight pressing me down, his hands now almost tender as they stroked my sides. When he finally withdrew, I felt empty, used, hollowed out. His seed trickled down my thighs, a visceral reminder of his possession.

"You did well," he murmured, smoothing a hand over my hair. "Better than expected."

He moved away, and I heard the sounds of him righting his clothing. I remained as I was, bent and bound, too exhausted to move even if I'd been able.

"Rest now," he said, his voice returning to its earlier cultured tones. "You'll need your strength. This was only the beginning."

The door opened and closed, and I was alone again. Only then did I allow myself to truly weep—not from pain or even humiliation, but from the terrifying realization that some part of me, some deep, primal part, had responded to Marcus's dominance with something dangerously close to surrender.

And that, more than anything they had done to my body, frightened me to my core.

***

I lost track of time in a haze of pain and unwanted pleasure. They gave me water, allowed me to use a toilet, but never clothes, never dignity. My body ached from use, from positions held too long, from touches both gentle and cruel. I believed, foolishly, that they would grant me some respite. Then the door opened again, and I knew my education was far from complete.

They came for me—not the silent attendants this time, but guards with hard eyes and harder hands. I fought them, a last, desperate surge of defiance. It earned me nothing but bruises and the coppery taste of blood in my mouth. My struggles were as futile as a moth beating its wings against a closed window.

They brought me to a new room, larger than the others, dominated by a circular platform in its center. The walls were lined with mirrors, ensuring that no matter where I looked, I would see myself, would be unable to escape the visual evidence of what they did to me.

The guards forced me to my knees on the platform, binding my wrists behind my back with cruel efficiency. The rope bit into flesh already raw from earlier restraints. I knelt there, naked and trembling, as the guards departed, leaving me alone with my reflection—a pale, bruised creature I barely recognized as myself.

I didn't have to wait long. The door opened, and they entered together—Elias, Lucian, and Marcus. My three tormentors. My three masters, though I refused to acknowledge them as such. They approached with unhurried confidence, circling the platform like wolves surrounding wounded prey.

"Do you understand why you're here, Isla?" Marcus asked, his voice carrying that false gentleness that had so disarmed me earlier.

I remained silent, eyes downcast. A hand—Elias's, I knew from the calluses—gripped my chin, forcing my gaze upward.

"Answer him," Elias growled.

I met his cold blue eyes with what defiance I could still muster. "Because you're monsters who enjoy torturing helpless women?"

The slap came quickly, hard enough to snap my head to the side. The sting bloomed across my cheek, bringing fresh tears to my eyes.

"Wrong answer," Elias said flatly.

"You're here because you continue to resist what is inevitable," Lucian explained, his clinical tone unchanged. "Resistance wastes our time and resources. It delays your acceptance of your biological purpose."

"I won't ever accept it," I spat, tasting blood where my teeth had cut into my inner cheek.

Marcus sighed, as if disappointed by a promising student's poor performance. "That attitude is precisely why correction is necessary."

They began to undress, methodically removing their clothing. I watched with growing dread as they revealed their bodies—each different, yet each undeniably powerful. Elias was broad and heavily muscled, his skin marked with old scars that spoke of violence. Lucian was leaner but no less strong, his body almost elegant in its precision. Marcus fell somewhere between them, his form combining grace with unmistakable power.

And all three were aroused, their cocks erect and intimidating. I couldn't look away, couldn't pretend ignorance of what was coming.

"This is your punishment," Elias said, stepping forward, his massive erection level with my face. "And your lesson."

His hand fisted in my hair, pulling painfully. "Open your mouth."

I kept my lips pressed firmly together, a small, futile rebellion. His grip tightened, twisting until tears sprung to my eyes.

"Open," he repeated, "or I'll make you wish you had."

When I still refused, his other hand pinched my nose shut, cutting off my air. I struggled, panic rising as my lungs began to burn. When I finally gasped for breath, he shoved forward, forcing his thick cock between my lips.

The invasion was immediate and overwhelming. He pushed deep, his girth stretching my jaw painfully, the head of his cock hitting the back of my throat. I gagged, tears streaming down my face, unable to pull away with his hand still fisted in my hair.

"That's it," Elias growled, pulling back slightly before thrusting forward again. "Take it like the good little cocksucker you are."

Behind me, I felt hands on my hips—Lucian, I assumed from the clinical precision of the touch. He positioned himself between my spread knees, his cock pressing against my entrance. I tried to jerk away, but there was nowhere to go. Elias held me in place from the front, and my bound arms prevented any real movement.

"Still wet," Lucian observed dispassionately. "Your body, at least, understands its purpose."

He pushed into me without further preamble, stretching me open around his invasion. The force of his entry drove me forward, forcing Elias's cock deeper into my throat. I choked, eyes wide with panic as air became impossible to draw.

Elias pulled back just enough to allow me a desperate breath before thrusting forward again. "Breathe through your nose," he instructed, as if teaching a valuable skill. "You'll need to learn."

My mind fragmented under the dual assault. Elias's cock pistoning into my mouth, Lucian's filling me from behind. My body rocked between them like a ship caught between opposing waves, helpless to resist the motion.

"She's still too tense," Lucian said, his rhythm never faltering despite his analytical tone. "Marcus, prepare her last hole."

Last hole. The words penetrated the fog of sensation, bringing fresh terror. I'd never been taken there, had never imagined enduring such a complete violation.

I felt Marcus move behind me, positioning himself beside Lucian. Something cool and slick dripped between my ass cheeks. His fingers spread the lubricant with methodical care, circling my puckered entrance. I tried to clench against the intrusion, but this only seemed to amuse him.

"Resistance only makes it more painful," he murmured, the gentleness in his voice a grotesque counterpoint to the violation he was preparing.

One slick finger breached me, pushing past the tight ring of muscle. The sensation was alien, uncomfortable. I would have cried out if my mouth hadn't been filled with Elias's cock. A second finger joined the first, stretching me, preparing me for something I knew would be much larger.

"Good," Marcus praised, as if I'd willingly cooperated. "You're learning."

His fingers withdrew, and for a moment I felt a surge of relief—short-lived and quickly crushed when I felt something larger, blunter pressing against me. Not his cock, I realized with a mixture of relief and dread, but some kind of plug, thick and unyielding.

"Deep breath," Marcus instructed, though how I was supposed to comply with Elias still fucking my mouth was beyond me.

The pressure increased, pain blooming as the widest part of the plug stretched me beyond what I thought possible. I screamed around Elias's cock, the sound muffled and pathetic. Then, suddenly, my body yielded, and the plug slipped inside, my muscles closing around the narrower base, trapping it within me.

The fullness was overwhelming. I felt stuffed, violated in every possible way. Elias in my mouth, Lucian in my cunt, the plug in my ass. No part of me remained my own, no hollow unfilled.

"Perfect," Marcus said, his hand caressing my stretched, impaled body almost tenderly. "She takes it so well."

They established a rhythm then, a coordinated assault that left me no moment of reprieve. When Elias pulled back, Lucian thrust forward. When Lucian withdrew, Elias drove deep. All the while, the plug shifted inside me, a constant reminder of my complete helplessness.

"Look at her," Elias said, his voice rough with arousal. "Fucking made for this."

Drool leaked from the corners of my mouth as he continued to use me, my jaw aching, my throat raw. I couldn't think, couldn't process anything beyond the sensations bombarding me from every direction.

"Her cunt is clenching," Lucian observed. "She's enjoying this."

Was I? I couldn't tell anymore. My body had become a thing apart from my mind, responding to stimuli in ways I couldn't control. Pleasure built alongside the pain and humiliation, a terrible heat that gathered between my legs despite—or perhaps because of—the absolute violation.

Marcus manipulated the plug, pushing it deeper, twisting it slightly, sending jolts of sensation that confused and horrified me. "She's close," he said. "I can feel it."

Close to what? To breaking? To surrender? To pleasure? Perhaps all three.

"Make her come," Elias commanded, his thrusts growing more erratic, a sign he was approaching his own climax. "I want to feel her screaming around my cock."

Lucian's hand snaked around my hip, fingers finding my clit with unerring precision. He rubbed in tight, firm circles, forcing my body toward a peak I didn't want to reach. At the same time, Marcus pressed the plug deeper, angling it to hit some spot inside me that sent sparks shooting up my spine.

The combined assault was too much. The orgasm hit me like a physical blow, radiating outward from my core in violent waves. I convulsed between them, my body seizing as pleasure crashed through me, terrible in its intensity. My cunt clenched around Lucian's invading cock, my throat constricted around Elias's, my ass tightened around the plug.

Elias groaned, his grip on my hair tightening painfully as he drove deep one final time. Hot pulses of his seed flooded my mouth, bitter and thick. "Swallow," he commanded. "All of it."

I had no choice. With his cock blocking my throat, I had to swallow or choke. Tears streamed down my face as I obeyed, humiliation burning through me.

Behind me, Lucian's rhythm faltered, his usually controlled movements becoming jerky. "Taking her," he grunted, an unusual display of emotion from him. His cock swelled inside me as he came, pumping his seed deep into my womb.

Elias finally withdrew, allowing me to gasp for air. My reprieve was short-lived. As Lucian pulled out, Marcus took his place, removing the plug only to replace it with his cock. The penetration was easier now, my body stretched and prepared, but no less violating.

"Such a good omega," he murmured as he pushed into me. "Taking all of us so beautifully."

His thrusts were measured, controlled, even in the throes of lust. He reached around to stroke my oversensitive clit, forcing another orgasm from my exhausted body. When he finally came, filling my last unclaimed space with his seed, I felt marked completely, inside and out.

They withdrew from me one by one, leaving me kneeling there, cum leaking from every orifice, body shaking with exhaustion and the aftershocks of unwanted pleasure. Someone—Lucian, I thought—untied my wrists, but I lacked the strength to even bring my arms forward. I collapsed onto the platform, curled into myself like a wounded animal.

"Clean her up," I heard Marcus instruct someone. "Give her water and let her rest."

Gentle hands lifted me, carried me from the platform. I didn't resist. I had nothing left to fight with, no strength, no will.

They placed me on a soft bed—the first real comfort I'd been allowed since my capture. As consciousness began to fade, I heard them talking, their voices distant through the fog of exhaustion.

"Her resistance is breaking," Lucian said. "The hormonal changes have begun."

"Good," Elias replied. "I want her ready for breeding by the full moon."

"She'll be ready," Marcus assured them. "This one has spirit, but even the strongest omega yields eventually. It's biology."

Biology. As if that explained and excused everything they'd done to me. As if my mind, my will, my very self were nothing compared to the dictates of my treacherous body.

As darkness claimed me, one thought circled in my mind, a desperate mantra—I would not break, would not surrender, would not become what they wanted.

But beneath that defiance lurked a terrible fear: that my body's responses today had revealed a truth I wasn't ready to face. That part of me—some primitive, omega part I couldn't control—had responded to their dominance not just with pleasure, but with something dangerously close to submission.

And as I drifted into unconsciousness, I couldn't be certain which would prove stronger in the end—my will to resist, or my body's desire to yield.


Chapter 3

I kept my eyes fixed on the marble floor as they dragged me in, my knees scraping against the cold stone, my nakedness an acute agony beneath the weight of countless stares. The collar around my neck bit into my skin—not from tightness, but from the heavy knowledge of what it represented. My body trembled, not entirely from fear, and that treacherous fact carved a deeper wound than any physical pain could inflict.

The room spread before me in sickening opulence—crystal chandeliers casting prismatic shadows across walls adorned with paintings of conquests, both martial and carnal. Dark-eyed observers lined the periphery, seated in high-backed chairs like vultures perched on fence posts, waiting for the inevitable death of something beautiful. Their hungry gazes scraped against my exposed flesh, leaving invisible welts that burned hotter than any brand.

"Look at her," a voice murmured from somewhere to my left. "Already wet."

I bit down on the inside of my cheek until I tasted copper, hating the truth in those words. Between my thighs, my cunt betrayed me, slickening with each passing second, responding to the pheromones that saturated the air—alpha scent, thick and commanding, designed by nature to render me compliant. My biology was a cage I could not escape.

They positioned me in the center of the room, on my knees upon a raised dais. A stage for my debasement. The guards stepped back, leaving me alone before the three of them—Elias, Lucian, and Marcus—the trinity of power in this facility. The inner circle. My captors. My alphas.

Elias stood directly before me, his tailored suit a mockery of civility. Tall and lean, with eyes like shards of ice, he regarded me as one might examine a curious insect before crushing it underfoot. To his left, Lucian—broader, darker, his beard framing a mouth that rarely smiled but often sneered. And Marcus, golden-haired and beautiful in the way that deadly things often are, his hands already working at his belt.

"Isla," Elias spoke my name like it was a disappointing diagnosis. "You've led us on quite the chase."

I wanted to spit in his face. I wanted to scream defiance. But my body—my weak, omega body—trembled with anticipation. My nipples hardened painfully in the cool air, and I felt a fresh rush of wetness between my legs.

"Nothing to say?" Elias crouched down, his face level with mine. "That's unlike you."

"Go to hell," I whispered, but the words emerged frail, unconvincing.

His hand shot out, fingers gripping my jaw with bruising force. My mouth opened involuntarily in a gasp of pain, and he smiled—a thin, cruel curve of lips.

"Perfect," he said, and with his free hand, he unzipped his trousers.

I struggled then, a final, futile resistance. But Elias's grip was iron, his fingers digging into the hinges of my jaw, forcing my mouth wider. His cock emerged, thick and flushed with blood, the head already glistening with precum. I closed my eyes, but it changed nothing.

"Look at me," he commanded, and my eyelids betrayed me, fluttering open. "Watch as I take what's mine."

He pushed forward, the blunt head of his cock pressing against my lips, then past them. The salt-bitter taste flooded my mouth as he invaded it, stretching my jaw to its limit. I gagged as he hit the back of my throat, but he did not relent. Instead, his hand moved to the back of my head, fingers tangling in my hair, and he thrust deeper.

My eyes watered, tears spilling over and tracking down my cheeks. Saliva pooled, then overflowed, dripping from my chin in long, viscous strands that spattered onto my breasts. I couldn't breathe, couldn't think, could only exist in this moment of complete violation.

"That's it," Elias groaned, his hips establishing a ruthless rhythm. "Take it all."

Behind me, I sensed movement. Hands gripped my hips, spreading my knees further apart on the cold stone. Lucian's voice, gravel-rough, reached my ears. "Look how wet she is. Dripping down her thighs like a bitch in heat."

I moaned around Elias's cock, the sound part denial, part shameful arousal. Lucian's fingers traced the seam of my sex, collecting my betraying wetness, then spreading it. I felt exposed, split open, my most intimate parts displayed for the entire room to witness.

"Should I prepare her?" Lucian asked, a finger circling my entrance.

Elias pulled back just enough for me to gasp a breath. "No," he said, and the single word carried the weight of punishment. "Let her feel it."

And then Lucian was there, the broad head of his cock pressing against my entrance. I tensed, a whimper escaping around the invasion in my mouth. There was a moment of resistance, my body fighting the intrusion despite its treacherous preparation, and then Lucian thrust forward in one brutal stroke.

Pain lanced through me, a burning stretch that tore a scream from my throat—a scream muffled by Elias's continuing assault. Lucian was enormous, filling me completely, stretching me beyond what I thought possible. He paused, seated fully inside me, his hands gripping my hips hard enough to bruise.

"Tight," he grunted. "But soaking wet. Your omega cunt knows what it needs, even if you don't."

He began to move, each thrust a punishment, a reminder of my place. My body rocked forward, then back, impaled from both ends. Elias maintained his grip on my hair, controlling the depth and pace of his penetration, sometimes pushing so deep I thought I would pass out from lack of oxygen.

Through tear-blurred eyes, I saw the observers watching, some with hands beneath their clothing, others simply staring with naked hunger. My humiliation was complete, public, inescapable. And still, my traitorous body responded, inner walls clenching around Lucian's invading cock, throat relaxing to accept Elias's brutal pace.

"Her ass," Marcus's voice cut through the haze of sensation. "I want her ass."

New hands on my buttocks, spreading them wide, exposing the tight ring of muscle there. I tried to shake my head, to beg for mercy without words, but Elias held me firmly in place, his cock still pistoning between my swollen lips.

"Do it," he commanded. "Fill every hole. Make her understand she belongs to us now."

Something cold and slick drizzled between my cheeks. Marcus's finger pressed against my entrance, circling, probing, pushing in. One finger became two, stretching me, preparing me for what was to come. But no amount of preparation could have readied me for the size of him.

When his fingers withdrew, I felt the head of his cock press against me. Larger than his fingers, larger than seemed possible. He pushed, and pain exploded through my lower body, bright and consuming. I screamed around Elias's cock, the sound vibrating through him, drawing a groan of pleasure from his lips.

"So tight," Marcus hissed, his hands gripping my waist, pulling me back onto him. "Relax, omega. Take it all."

He pushed deeper, and I felt myself stretching, tearing, accommodating. The pain was overwhelming, but beneath it, something else stirred—a forbidden pleasure, a fullness that spoke to some primal part of me that craved to be claimed, to be used, to be filled in every way possible.

And then all three of them were moving, finding a rhythm that left me no respite. As Elias withdrew, Lucian thrust forward. As Lucian pulled back, Marcus drove deep. I was suspended between them, a vessel for their pleasure, every hole claimed and conquered.

The room spun around me, faces blurring, chandelier light fracturing into stars. My body no longer felt like my own. It responded to them, to their commands, to their cocks splitting me open from every angle. My nipples ached for touch. My clit throbbed, neglected but stimulated by the friction of Lucian's movements. Something was building inside me, a pressure that threatened to shatter me completely.

"Look at her," someone said from the audience. "She's going to come."

The observation sent a fresh wave of shame through me, but it couldn't stop what was happening. The combined sensation of being so completely filled, so thoroughly claimed, pushed me toward an edge I didn't want to fall from.

"No," I managed to gasp when Elias briefly withdrew. "Please—"

But whether I was begging for them to stop or to continue, I no longer knew. Elias smiled, cruel and knowing, and thrust back into my mouth, cutting off my words.

"Come for us," he ordered. "Show everyone what you really are."

And as if my body waited only for his command, the pressure broke. Pleasure exploded through me, radiating from my core, consuming every nerve ending. My inner walls clamped down on Lucian's cock, my ass tightened around Marcus, and my throat convulsed around Elias. I screamed, the sound muffled but unmistakable, as wave after wave of unwanted ecstasy crashed through me.

Liquid gushed from between my thighs, splashing onto the marble floor beneath me. Not just my usual arousal, but a flood, a squirting climax that I'd never experienced before, drawn from me by these three alphas who knew exactly how to manipulate my omega body.

Their rhythm faltered, then intensified. Lucian came first, his cock swelling inside me, his release hot and flooding. Marcus followed, his grip bruising as he emptied himself deep in my ass. And finally Elias, withdrawing just enough that his seed filled my mouth, forcing me to swallow or choke.

When they withdrew, I collapsed, unable to support myself any longer. Semen leaked from me, marking a trail of ownership down my thighs, dripping from the corner of my mouth. I lay there, used and broken, as the observers applauded like they'd witnessed some magnificent performance.

Elias crouched beside me, his hand gentle now as he stroked my hair. The tenderness was worse than the violence.

"Good omega," he murmured, as if I were a pet who had performed a clever trick. "That wasn't so bad, was it? This is where you belong. This is what you were made for."

I closed my eyes, unable to face him or myself. Because in the deepest, most hidden part of me—the part I tried desperately to deny—his words resonated with a truth I couldn't escape.

***

I couldn't tell if hours or days had passed since my public humiliation. Time dissolved in this windowless chamber, marked only by the rhythmic drip of condensation from some unseen pipe and the pulsing ache between my thighs. The chains bit into my wrists, cold metal warming against my fevered skin. My legs, spread obscenely wide by unyielding restraints, trembled with exhaustion and something far more damning—desire.

They had left me here to stew in my own juices, quite literally. My thighs were slick with evidence of my body's betrayal, a steady trickle of arousal that no amount of self-loathing could stem. The omega heat they'd triggered with their chemicals and pheromones raged through me unchecked, a fire that consumed rational thought and left only animal need in its wake.

I had tried to fight it. God, how I'd tried. I'd recited poetry in my head, calculated prime numbers, recalled every painful memory I could summon—anything to distract from the gnawing emptiness inside me that demanded to be filled. But my cunt throbbed with each heartbeat, swollen and sensitive and desperate, making concentration impossible.

The door opened without warning, a shaft of light cutting across the dark room like a blade. I squinted against the sudden brightness, my pupils contracting painfully. A silhouette stood framed in the doorway, tall and unmistakable.

Elias.

He stepped inside, closing the door behind him. A single light flickered on overhead, casting the room in a sickly yellow glow that did nothing to soften his sharp features. His eyes, those pale chips of ice, traveled over my restrained form with clinical detachment.

"How are we feeling, Isla?" he asked, his voice soft as a funeral director's.

I turned my face away, unwilling to give him the satisfaction of an answer. But my body responded for me, a fresh flood of wetness seeping from my core, the scent of my arousal thickening the air between us.

"Still resistant," he observed, stepping closer. "Impressive. Most omegas would be begging by now."

"I'm not most omegas," I rasped, my voice rough from screaming earlier.

"No," he agreed, surprising me. "You're not. That's what makes this so... satisfying."

He shed his jacket, draping it carefully over a chair I hadn't noticed before. His movements were unhurried, deliberate, each one designed to heighten my awareness of what was to come. When his hands moved to his belt, I couldn't stop my eyes from following.

"You think you're stronger than your biology," he continued, unfastening his trousers. "That your will can overcome millions of years of evolution." The zipper made a sound like tearing flesh as he lowered it. "You're wrong."

His cock sprang free, already hard, flushed dark with blood. Larger than I remembered from before, or perhaps my desperate state magnified it. He wrapped one hand around it, stroking slowly, almost lazily.

"Look at you," he murmured. "Chained up like an animal, dripping wet, staring at my cock like it's salvation itself."

"Fuck you," I whispered, the words lacking any real conviction.

He laughed, the sound echoing off the stone walls. "Oh, Isla. That's precisely what's going to happen. But only when you beg for it."

A whimper escaped me before I could swallow it back. He noticed—of course he did—and his lips curved in that cruel smile I'd come to dread.

He approached the metal frame that held me spread-eagled, positioning himself between my forcibly parted thighs. Close enough that I could feel the heat radiating from his body, smell the clean, sharp scent of his skin underneath the heavy alpha pheromones. Close enough that if he leaned forward just slightly, his cock would touch my aching flesh.

But he didn't.

Instead, he continued to stroke himself, his fist moving up and down his length in slow, deliberate movements. Occasionally, his thumb would sweep over the head, gathering the precum beading there, using it to slick his path. All while watching me, gauging my reaction.

"Do you know how beautiful you look right now?" he asked, his voice a low rumble. "Flushed with need, your pretty cunt swollen and wet, just waiting to be filled."

I bit my lip hard enough to draw blood, determined not to respond. But my hips betrayed me, tilting upward, seeking contact that remained just out of reach.

"Ah, ah," he chided. "Not yet. Not until you ask nicely."

He stepped closer, the head of his cock now just brushing against my outer lips. Not entering, not even pressing against my entrance—just ghosting along the sensitive, swollen folds. A tease. A torment.

I jerked in my restraints, trying to push myself onto him, but the chains held me firmly in place. He controlled everything—the pressure, the contact, the pace. I had nothing.

"Please," the word slipped out before I could stop it, small and broken.

"Please what?" he pressed, still barely touching me, his cock sliding through my wetness without offering the penetration I craved.

I pressed my lips together, fighting against the need clawing at my insides. I wouldn't beg. I wouldn't give him that power over me. I was more than my designation, more than this heat, more than the desperate ache between my legs.

But then he shifted, just slightly, and the head of his cock nudged against my entrance. Just the tip, barely breaching me, then withdrawing. The brief contact sent electric shocks through my nervous system, a preview of relief that was snatched away as quickly as it was offered.

"You're fighting a losing battle," Elias said, repeating the motion—just barely entering me before pulling back. "Your body knows what it needs. Your cunt is practically weeping for my cock."

"No," I gasped, but the denial sounded hollow even to my own ears.

He reached forward with his free hand, his fingers finding my breast, circling my nipple without quite touching it. Like his cock between my legs, it was another exquisite torture—almost pleasure, but not enough.

"I could leave you like this," he mused. "Desperate and empty. I could send in guards to watch you suffer through your heat without relief." His finger finally brushed across my nipple, drawing a shocked gasp from my lips. "Is that what you want?"

My mind fractured then, splitting into two distinct selves. One still fought, still clung to dignity and resistance. The other—the omega, the animal, the creature of pure need—began to take control.

"No," I whispered, tears gathering at the corners of my eyes. "Don't leave me like this."

"Then tell me what you want." His cock pushed against me again, a little deeper this time, but still not enough. Not nearly enough.

"I want..." The words stuck in my throat, pride wrestling with desperation.

Pride lost.

"I want you to fuck me," I said, the admission ripping something fundamental inside me.

"Not good enough." He withdrew completely, and I nearly sobbed at the loss. "I want the truth. All of it. What does your omega body really crave?"

Something inside me snapped—the last thread of resistance, the final barrier between who I thought I was and what I had become in this place. Words poured from me, filthy and desperate and true.

"Please," I begged, my voice cracking. "Please, fuck me, fill me, breed me, please!"

The words hung in the air between us, irrevocable. Elias's eyes gleamed with triumph, his smile spreading slow and satisfied across his face.

"There she is," he murmured. "The real Isla. My omega."

Before I could process the shame of my capitulation, he surged forward, burying his cock inside me in one brutal thrust. I screamed—from relief, from pain, from the overwhelming sensation of finally being filled after hours of emptiness.

He didn't give me time to adjust. His hips snapped against mine, each thrust driving him impossibly deep. My body, primed and desperate, welcomed the invasion, inner walls clenching around him, trying to draw him deeper still.

"Is this what you needed?" he growled, his fingers finding my nipples, pinching them sharply. "To be fucked like the omega bitch you are?"

The pain-pleasure of his touch on my sensitive nipples tore harsh cries from my throat. I couldn't answer with words, could only moan and whimper as he used my body with merciless efficiency.

"Say it," he demanded, one hand moving from my breast to my throat, applying just enough pressure to remind me of my vulnerability. "Say you're my omega."

"I'm your omega," I gasped, the words flowing easily now that my pride lay in tatters. "Your omega, your bitch, yours, yours, yours—"

His rhythm faltered, then intensified, becoming erratic and fierce. I felt my climax building, a tidal wave gathering force, unstoppable and devastating. When it crashed over me, I screamed his name, my body convulsing around his cock, squeezing him, milking him.

Elias groaned, his fingers digging into my hips hard enough to bruise as he buried himself to the hilt inside me. I felt him pulse, felt the hot flood of his release painting my insides, marking me from within.

"Mine," he said, the word both a claim and a promise as he continued to pump his seed into me. "My conquered omega."

I lay there, trembling in the aftermath, tears streaming down my face—not from pain or even humiliation, but from the terrible relief of surrender. My mind, so long at war with my body, finally fell silent.

In that moment, with his cum seeping from me and his mark on my skin, I understood a terrible truth: there was a dark freedom in capitulation. In accepting what I had become. In belonging.

"Yes," I whispered, as much to myself as to him. "Yours."

***

The breeding bench was a monument to function over comfort, all gleaming steel and padded restraints, designed with a single clinical purpose. I barely struggled as they secured me to it, my wrists and ankles disappearing into thick cuffs, my belly supported by a firm cushion that elevated my hips at the precise angle for optimal insemination. My legs were spread so wide they trembled, exposing my dripping cunt to the harsh white lights that banished all shadows, all dignity.

Three days had passed since Elias broke me. Three days of being fed special nutrients, injected with hormones, prepared like livestock for slaughter—or rather, for breeding. My heat had intensified under their chemical manipulations, turning my blood to molten lead, my thoughts to scattered ashes. I existed in a haze of need that had worn away the last of my resistance like water smoothing a stone.

The room smelled of antiseptic and pheromones, an unsettling combination that made my head swim. White tiles gleamed under the fluorescent lights, reflecting my exposed form from multiple angles, ensuring I couldn't escape the sight of my own subjugation. Monitors beeped softly, measuring my temperature, my hormone levels, my fertility—reducing me to data points and biological functions.

I heard the door open behind me but couldn't turn my head to see who entered. The restraints held me perfectly immobile, a living receptacle awaiting use. Footsteps echoed on the tile, unhurried and deliberate.

"Her readings are optimal," a clinical voice announced—one of the facility's doctors. "Body temperature elevated, cervix positioned for maximum penetration, fertility indicators at peak levels. She's ready."

"Good." Lucian's gravelly voice sent an involuntary shudder through me. "Leave us."

More footsteps, the door closing. Then silence, broken only by the steady beep of monitoring equipment and my own shallow breathing.

Lucian came into view, circling the bench to stand before me. Unlike Elias's calculated cruelty or Marcus's cold beauty, Lucian had always been the most straightforward of my captors—brutish, direct, unapologetic in his dominance. He wore a simple black robe that parted as he moved, revealing his naked form beneath.

His cock hung heavy between his thick thighs, already semi-hard and monstrously large. I remembered the pain of accommodating him before, how he had split me open without preparation. My cunt clenched at the memory, a fresh gush of wetness betraying my body's eagerness despite the discomfort I knew was coming.

"Do you know why you're here, omega?" Lucian asked, his hand moving to stroke himself to full hardness.

I swallowed, my throat dry. "To be bred," I whispered, the words no longer sticking in my throat as they once would have.

"That's right." He nodded approvingly, as if to a student who had answered correctly. "Your genetic profile makes you an ideal candidate. Strong, intelligent, resilient. The offspring you'll produce with us will advance our bloodlines significantly."

He approached a small table I hadn't noticed before, selecting a bottle of clear gel. Squeezing a generous amount into his palm, he coated his now fully erect cock, the wet sounds obscene in the sterile room. Pre-cum leaked from his tip, mixing with the lubricant as he stroked himself.

"You fought longer than most," he continued, positioning himself between my spread legs. "But in the end, nature always wins. The omega always submits to the alpha. It's how we're designed."

I wanted to argue, to tell him that I hadn't submitted, that I'd been broken through torture and chemicals and manipulation. But the words died unspoken because they would have been lies. Yes, they had used every tool at their disposal—but ultimately, I had surrendered to something deeper than their machinations. To my own nature, buried beneath layers of societal conditioning and personal denial.

The head of Lucian's cock pressed against my entrance, larger than I remembered, slick with lube and his own pre-cum. Unlike Elias's taunting, teasing approach, Lucian was direct. He pushed forward, stretching me wide, a burning pressure that made me gasp.

"Breathe," he instructed, pausing with just the head inside me. "Your body was made for this."

I inhaled shakily, trying to relax muscles that wanted to clench against the intrusion. He waited, demonstrating unexpected patience, until he felt the slight yield in my resistance. Then he pressed forward again, sinking another inch into my channel.

The monitors registered the change in my vital signs—elevated heart rate, increased respiration, a spike in pheromone production. My body preparing itself to receive seed, to be impregnated. The clinical part of my mind observed these changes with detached interest, even as the animal part of me reveled in the stretching fullness.

Lucian continued his methodical penetration, giving me time to adjust to his size, until finally he was seated fully inside me. I felt impaled, stuffed beyond capacity, my inner walls stretched to their limit around his girth.

"Perfect fit," he grunted, his hands gripping my hips. "Your cunt was made to take my cock."

He withdrew slightly, then pushed back in, establishing a rhythm that started slow but quickly intensified. Each thrust drove him against my cervix, sending shocks of pleasure-pain radiating through my pelvis. The breeding bench held me at the perfect angle for him to reach my deepest parts, to deposit his seed where it would have the greatest chance of taking root.

My first orgasm caught me by surprise, washing over me in a sudden wave that left me gasping and shuddering. Lucian felt the contractions around his cock and smiled, a predator satisfied by his prey's response.

"That's it," he encouraged, never breaking his rhythm. "Come for me. The more you come, the better the chances of conception."

As if triggered by his words, another climax built rapidly on the heels of the first. My body had become a instrument tuned exclusively to the frequency of alpha command and breeding instinct. Each thrust pushed me higher, each word of approval sank deeper into my psyche.

The door opened again, and through pleasure-blurred vision, I saw Marcus and Elias enter. They approached without hesitation, shedding their robes to reveal their naked bodies, cocks already hard and ready. They positioned themselves on either side of my head, close enough that I could smell their arousal, see the veins pulsing beneath the taut skin of their erections.

"She's responding well," Elias observed, his cool voice a counterpoint to the heat building inside me.

"Very well," Lucian agreed, his thrusts becoming more forceful. "Her cunt is practically sucking me in, greedy for seed."

I should have been humiliated by their clinical discussion of my body's responses, but instead I felt a perverse pride. My omega nature, so long denied, now celebrated for its purpose. I was good at this—at taking cock, at coming on command, at preparing to be bred.

Marcus reached down, his fingers brushing a strand of hair from my face with unexpected gentleness. "Watch us," he instructed, his other hand moving to grip his cock. "Watch as we prepare to mark you."

Both he and Elias began to stroke themselves, their fists moving in practiced motions up and down their lengths. The sight was mesmerizing—two beautiful cocks being pleasured just inches from my face, while a third pounded relentlessly into my cunt.

Lucian's pace increased, his thrusts becoming more erratic. "Look at her watching you," he said to the others. "Her pupils are dilated. She loves this."

He was right. I did love it. The sight of all three alphas using me, preparing to mark me with their seed inside and out—it triggered something primal and irresistible. Another orgasm ripped through me, stronger than the previous ones, my inner walls clamping down on Lucian's invading cock.

"Fuck," he grunted. "She's squeezing me like a vise."

Elias leaned closer, his cock now just inches from my face. "Open your mouth," he commanded.

I obeyed without hesitation, my lips parting, tongue extending slightly. He rewarded me by rubbing the head of his cock against my bottom lip, smearing pre-cum there like obscene lip gloss.

"Good omega," he murmured. "So obedient now."

Lucian's hands tightened on my hips, his fingers digging into my flesh. His thrusts became deeper, more forceful, each one jolting my entire body. The breeding bench creaked beneath us but held firm, designed to withstand exactly this kind of vigorous use.

"I'm close," Marcus announced, his hand moving faster on his shaft. "Where do you want it?"

"Cover her tits," Lucian directed. "I want to see her marked everywhere while I fill her womb."

The crude words sent another shock of arousal through me, another gush of wetness around Lucian's pistoning cock. The idea of being covered in their seed, marked by them all simultaneously, became the focus of my desire.

"Please," I heard myself beg, the word slipping out unbidden. "Please, mark me. All of you."

My plea pushed them closer to the edge. Marcus groaned, his hand a blur on his cock. Elias's breathing became ragged, his eyes locked on my open, waiting mouth.

Lucian leaned over me, his chest against my back, his mouth near my ear. "You're going to take every drop," he growled. "And you're going to thank us for the privilege."

"Yes," I gasped, another orgasm building like a storm on the horizon. "Thank you, thank you—"

Marcus came first, thick ropes of hot cum erupting from his cock to land on my breasts and collarbone. The sensation of warm seed on my skin triggered my own climax, and I convulsed beneath Lucian, my cunt spasming around him, milking him.

Elias followed, positioning the head of his cock so that his release splattered across my face and into my open mouth. The taste was bitter-salt, familiar now after days of conditioning. I swallowed automatically, gratefully, my tongue darting out to catch any stray drops.

Lucian roared as he came, driving himself impossibly deep, his cock swelling as he emptied himself inside me. I felt each pulse, each jet of seed flooding my womb, hot and copious and fertile. The genetic imperative to breed, to continue the bloodline, satisfied at last.

My final orgasm was violent, all-consuming. My vision went white at the edges, my body no longer my own but a vessel for pure sensation. I screamed, the sound echoing off the sterile tiles, as pleasure crashed through me in waves that seemed never-ending.

When awareness returned, I lay limp in my restraints, covered in their seed, filled with it, marked inside and out as theirs. The monitors beeped steadily, recording the aftermath—elevated hormones, the possibility of conception already beginning.

Lucian remained inside me, ensuring his seed stayed where it needed to be. Elias and Marcus cleaned themselves efficiently, then approached with warm cloths to wipe their release from my skin—not out of kindness, I knew, but to prevent waste. Every drop that entered me was valuable; what marked me externally was merely for dominance, for ritual.

"It's done," Elias said, satisfaction evident in his voice. "We'll know in a few days if it took."

I nodded weakly, understanding dawning with perfect clarity. This was my purpose now. Not rebellion, not escape, not even survival for its own sake. I existed to be bred, to carry their offspring, to merge our bloodlines into something stronger.

The realization didn't horrify me as it once would have. Instead, I felt a strange peace settle over me. The fighting was over. The resistance, the denial, the internal war—all finished. In surrender, I had found a terrible kind of freedom.

As they unstrapped me from the breeding bench, supporting my trembling limbs, I caught a glimpse of myself in the reflective surface of a nearby monitor. My eyes looked different—calmer, accepting, with a new knowledge behind them.

I was theirs now. Their omega. Their breeding toy.

And somewhere deep inside, in a place beyond reach of conscious thought, that knowledge felt right.
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Smoke, Silk, and Sleight

At Eldermoor’s most decadent theatre, illusion is the main act—and climax is always center stage.

Claimed by the Pack at Moonrise Lake

The forest keeps its secrets.

But the pack? They keep their mate.

When Kayla gets lost on a solo hiking trip, she stumbles into a remote woodland village untouched by time — and filled with men who watch her like prey. Tall. Barefoot. Eyes that glow when they think she’s not looking.




Thank You

If this story helped you find some relief, please do leave me an Amazon review! It helps me so, so much.




Until next time,

- Sara
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