

The Nurse’s Heat

Breeding in Bay Three

Sara Goodhead


Copyright © 2025 Sara Goodhead

All rights reserved

The characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.

No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without express written permission of the publisher.

ISBN-13: 9781234567890
ISBN-10: 1477123456

Library of Congress Control Number: 2018675309
Printed in the United States of America


Chapter 1

Cambria snapped the latex gloves over her wrists with practiced precision, the sterile scent of antiseptic hanging in the air like an invisible curtain between her and the moaning Omega on the table. The delivery room lights cast harsh shadows across the patient's sweat-slicked skin, her legs already secured in stirrups, belly swollen with impending birth. Cambria had assisted with dozens of Omega births this month alone—nothing out of the ordinary for the busy reproductive ward of Eastern Municipal Hospital—but something felt off today, a strange tingling at the base of her spine that she attributed to missing breakfast again.

"Vitals stable, doctor," she reported, voice clipped and professional as she adjusted the fetal monitor. "Patient dilated to seven centimeters."

Dr. Mercer nodded without looking up, his attention fixed on the tablet displaying the laboring Omega's chart. The air in the delivery room hung thick with pheromones—the sweet, ripened-fruit scent of the Omega in labor, mixed with traces of her Alpha mate who'd been forced to wait outside. Cambria had grown accustomed to working through the cloud of primal scents that permeated the ward. Seven years as a reproductive nurse had dulled her sensitivity, or so she'd thought.

"Prep the birthing station," Mercer ordered, his Alpha voice carrying the natural edge of command that made the other nurses straighten their backs instinctively.

Cambria moved to comply, gathering sterile cloths and arranging instruments on the metal tray. The laboring Omega whimpered, a low, animal sound that crawled up Cambria's spine like fingers trailing across her skin. She faltered, dropping a packaged scalpel that clattered against the floor.

"Nurse Cambria?" Dr. Mercer's voice seemed to come from somewhere distant, though he stood just across the delivery table.

She blinked, suddenly aware of a strange pressure building behind her eyes. "I'll get another," she muttered, turning toward the supply cabinet. Her vision swam, the edges blurring like watercolors left in rain. She gripped the edge of the counter, steadying herself.

The room felt too warm, the lights too bright. Cambria swallowed, her throat suddenly parched. She fumbled with the cabinet latch, fingers clumsy and uncooperative. Something was wrong—deeply, fundamentally wrong. Her heart hammered against her ribs, too fast, too hard.

"Water," she managed to rasp, but no one seemed to hear her.

The laboring Omega moaned again, the sound piercing through Cambria's foggy mind. Her knees buckled without warning, sending her stumbling into the instrument tray. Metal tools scattered across the floor with a jarring cacophony that made everyone in the room freeze.

"Cambria?" This time it was Claire, another Beta nurse who'd worked alongside her for years. "Are you ill?"

She tried to answer, but her tongue felt swollen in her mouth. A sharp, pulsing ache bloomed between her thighs, radiating outward through her lower abdomen. The sensation was alien, intrusive—a hunger she'd never experienced before.

"I'm fine," she lied, even as she felt something warm and wet spreading between her legs. Not urine. Something else entirely. Something slick and viscous that soaked through her underwear in seconds.

She pressed her thighs together, horrified at the rush of pleasure the movement triggered. Her scrubs felt abrasive against her suddenly hypersensitive skin, the coarse fabric of her bra a torturous friction against nipples that had hardened to painful points.

Dr. Mercer's head snapped up, his nostrils flaring. His pupils dilated so rapidly it transformed his professional demeanor into something primal in the space of a heartbeat. "Everyone not essential to this delivery, out. Now."

The anesthesiologist blinked in confusion, but the two other nurses in the room stiffened, understanding dawning across their faces. One of them—Jones, a Beta with salt-and-pepper hair—took an involuntary step toward Cambria before catching himself.

"What's happening?" Cambria asked, though the question emerged as more of a moan than actual words. The ache between her legs intensified, her inner muscles clenching with involuntary spasms that sent fresh waves of slick soaking through her scrubs.

Claire reached for her arm, but Dr. Mercer barked, "Don't touch her."

The command in his voice made Cambria's knees weaken further. She slid down against the cabinet, her back pressed to the cold metal, thighs trembling with effort as she tried to remain upright. The laboring Omega on the table whimpered again, but the sound was drowned out by the roaring in Cambria's ears.

"Someone call Dr. Levinson," Mercer ordered, his voice tight with strain. "Tell her we have a spontaneous presentation in Delivery Three." He kept his distance, but his eyes never left Cambria, tracking her every move with the predatory focus of an Alpha responding to biological imperative.

A terrible understanding began to dawn on Cambria. This couldn't be happening. Not to her. Not after all the tests, all the reassurances that she was a stable Beta. Twenty-nine years old was far too late for a first presentation—it was biologically impossible.

Yet her body betrayed her with every ragged breath, with every fresh pulse of slick that now stained her scrubs in an unmistakable dark patch. Her heart raced, skin flushing hot then cold, senses heightening until she could smell every person in the room—the bitter-herb scent of the Beta nurses, the sterile-pine of Dr. Mercer's Alpha pheromones now spiking with interest, the ripened sweetness of the laboring Omega who watched the unfolding scene with wide, frightened eyes.

"Get the patient transferred to Delivery One," Mercer said, his voice dropping to the low register that betrayed his struggle for control. "Dr. Chen can take over."

Cambria tried to stand, to protest that she could still do her job, but another wave of heat crashed through her body. Her cunt clenched so violently that she cried out, pressing her hand between her legs in a futile attempt to ease the empty ache there. The gesture, innocent in intent, sent a collective tension through the room. Someone growled—actually growled—and Cambria looked up to see one of the orderlies, an Alpha she barely knew, staring at her with undisguised hunger.

"Out!" Mercer shouted at him, and the orderly backed away reluctantly, never taking his eyes off Cambria.

The door hissed open, bringing a rush of cooler air that carried with it the scent of another Alpha. Dr. Levinson strode in, her tall frame silhouetted against the hallway lights. Unlike Mercer, she seemed entirely unaffected by Cambria's scent, her expression clinically detached as she surveyed the situation.

"Well," she said, approaching Cambria with careful steps. "This is unexpected."

Cambria tried to speak, but her words slurred. "I'm not—can't be—"

Dr. Levinson crouched down, maintaining a careful distance. She didn't touch Cambria, but her eyes narrowed as she conducted a visual assessment. "Nurse Cambria," she said, her voice pitched low, "are you presenting?"

"No," Cambria managed, the denial automatic even as another rush of slick betrayed her. "I'm Beta, my tests—"

"Her scent changed about three minutes ago," Mercer reported, still keeping his distance. "Started with dizziness, then the physical signs. It's progressing rapidly."

Levinson nodded. "Likely a suppressed presentation. Probably triggered by prolonged exposure to the birthing pheromones in this ward." She glanced back at Cambria, whose chest now heaved with each breath, nipples visibly hard beneath the thin scrubs. "The body can only suppress its true designation for so long."

Cambria shook her head, a whimper escaping her lips as the emptiness inside her grew more unbearable by the second. This couldn't be happening. She'd built her entire life, her career, around her Beta status. Omegas couldn't work in reproductive medicine—the pheromone exposure was too dangerous, the risk of spontaneous heats too high.

"Please," she gasped, not even sure what she was begging for. Relief, perhaps. Or denial of the obvious truth that her body was screaming at her with every pulse of slick, every involuntary clench of muscles she'd never been consciously aware of before.

Dr. Levinson stood, addressing the room without taking her eyes off Cambria. "Clear this floor of unattached Alphas. Nurse Claire, get a suppression kit from emergency stores." Her voice sharpened. "And someone get her a containment blanket before her scent triggers half the maternity ward."

Cambria's vision blurred again, tears or biology, she couldn't tell. Her fingers dug into her thighs, desperately seeking pressure against the swollen, aching flesh between her legs. The fabric of her scrubs felt like sandpaper against her sensitized skin, yet she craved more friction, more pressure, more anything to relieve the building tension.

"I'm not some bitch in heat," she insisted, her voice breaking on the last word. But even as she denied it, her body arched, another wave of need washing through her so strongly that her teeth chattered with the force of it.

Dr. Levinson's expression remained impassive, but her eyes softened marginally. "You're presenting as Omega, Cambria. Fighting it will only make the transition more painful."

A containment blanket appeared—silver thermal material lined with scent-neutralizing compounds. Someone draped it around her shoulders, but it did nothing to cool the fire racing through her veins, the insistent throb between her legs, the emptiness that seemed to hollow her out from the inside.

The laboring Omega patient was being transferred now, wheeled away on her bed, wide-eyed and distressed at the interruption to her delivery. Cambria watched her go with a strange sense of detachment, as though observing from outside her own body. The rational part of her mind—what little remained functional—knew this was shock setting in, knew that what was happening was medically unprecedented but not impossible.

Dr. Mercer stepped closer, his posture rigid with the effort of maintaining control. His nostrils flared as he caught another wave of her scent. "Nurse Cambria," he said, voice strained. "You're presenting as Omega. And by the progression of symptoms, you're entering first heat. Do you understand what that means?"

She nodded, miserable and burning and wet between her thighs. Of course she understood—she'd counseled enough newly-presented Omegas through their first heats to know exactly what waited for her. The uncontrollable need. The biological imperative that would override rational thought. The risk of injury if the heat wasn't properly managed.

"I can't," she whispered, a final, futile protest against her changing biology.

"You are," Dr. Levinson countered, not unkindly. Then to Mercer: "She needs Bay Three. Full protocol."

Cambria's stomach dropped at those words. Bay Three—the heat management ward. The place where Omegas without bonded Alphas were taken during unexpected heats. The place with restraints and synthetic knots and clinical management of the most primal biological functions.

"No," she tried to say, but it emerged as a moan when her cunt clenched again, sending a fresh flood of slick down her thighs. The smell of her own arousal hit her nostrils, sharp and sweet and undeniable. Pure Omega. Pure heat.

Two Beta orderlies appeared at the door, summoned by some silent command. They wore scent-blocking masks and gloves, their expressions hidden behind clear face shields. Standard procedure for handling an Omega in distress.

"I'm still me," Cambria insisted, even as her body trembled with need that wasn't her own—or perhaps had always been hers, buried beneath layers of suppression and denial.

Dr. Levinson shook her head. "Not right now, you're not," she said, stepping aside to let the orderlies approach. "Right now, you're an Omega in first heat. And we need to get you somewhere safe before every Alpha in this hospital comes looking for the source of that scent."

Cambria's protests died in her throat as another wave of heat crashed through her, stronger than before, robbing her of speech, of dignity, of everything except the gnawing emptiness between her legs and the slick that now ran freely down her thighs, marking her as exactly what she'd always denied being—an Omega, ripe and ready for claiming.

***

The examination room felt both familiar and alien to Cambria—a space she'd moved through countless times as a nurse, now experienced from the other side of medical authority. She lay rigid on the medbay cot, paper sheet crackling beneath her sweat-dampened back, as Dr. Levinson pressed a cold metal speculum against her abdomen. The contrast between the icy instrument and her fever-hot skin made her gasp, a sound too close to pleasure for comfort. Beyond the privacy screen, she could hear the low murmur of voices—colleagues discussing her condition as though she were any other patient, not someone who had stood beside them only thirty minutes earlier.

"Try to relax," Dr. Levinson said, the instruction so absurd that Cambria nearly laughed. Relax, while her body betrayed her with every passing minute? While slick pooled beneath her on the examination table? While every nerve ending screamed for touch, for pressure, for something to fill the maddening emptiness inside her?

She gritted her teeth instead, jaw clenched so tight she could hear the grinding of bone against bone. They'd given her a hospital gown after cutting away her soaked scrubs, but even the thin cotton felt unbearable against her hypersensitive skin. Her nipples had darkened, she noticed with clinical detachment, as though observing someone else's body. They protruded obscenely against the fabric, visibly swollen and tender.

The scanner beeped rhythmically beside her thighs, a sterile counterpoint to the animal sounds she struggled to contain. Dr. Mercer had been dismissed—too affected by her pheromones to maintain professional distance—and replaced by Dr. Chen, the head physician for reproductive endocrinology. His Beta status made him immune to her scent, but nothing softened the humiliation of being examined by the hospital's most senior doctor, a man who had interviewed her for this position seven years ago.

"Blood hormone panel is conclusive," a lab tech announced from beyond the privacy screen, her voice deliberately bland. "Omega markers at 98.7th percentile."

Dr. Chen nodded, tapping something into his tablet. The screen's blue glow illuminated the deep lines around his eyes, aging him beyond his fifty-odd years. "Core temperature 102.4 and rising," he noted. "Cervical dilation beginning. Lubrication production exceeding normal parameters."

Cambria turned her face away, shame burning hotter than the fever in her blood. They discussed her body's responses with the same detached interest they'd use for any medical specimen. She'd used that tone herself, with Omega patients in heat. Had they felt this same mortification, this loss of humanity?

"I don't understand," she managed to say between clenched teeth. "My designation tests always showed Beta. For twenty-nine years."

Dr. Chen set the tablet down, finally looking directly at her. His expression held something close to pity, which somehow hurt worse than clinical detachment.

"Nurse Cambria," he began, then corrected himself, "Ms. Vega. What you're experiencing is a latent Omega presentation. Quite rare, but well-documented in medical literature." He gestured toward the monitor displaying her hormone levels. "Your body has been chemically suppressed, likely since puberty, but the suppression was incomplete. Your true designation was masked, not absent."

"That's impossible," she insisted, even as another wave of heat crashed through her, making her thighs tremble and fresh slick seep from her cunt. "I would have—" she gasped as the sensation peaked, "—would have known."

Dr. Levinson exchanged a glance with Chen before continuing the examination. Her gloved fingers pressed against Cambria's lower abdomen, finding the swollen glands beneath the skin. The touch sent sparks of unwanted pleasure radiating outward. Cambria bit her lip until she tasted blood.

"Omega presentation can be suppressed by certain factors," Dr. Chen explained, his voice taking on the lecturing tone he used with medical students. "Stress, trauma, certain medications. In your case, the trigger for expression appears to be prolonged exposure to birthing Omegas. Your file indicates you've worked sixty-seven straight days in maternity. That's an unusually high pheromone exposure, even for Beta staff."

The scanner beeped again, a higher pitch this time. Dr. Levinson checked the reading, her expression grave. "Estradiol levels rising. Progesterone spike beginning. We're looking at full genomic expression."

Cambria tried to process the information through the fog of heat clouding her mind. Full genomic expression. The complete activation of Omega biology that had lain dormant in her cells. Not a temporary state, but a permanent rewiring of her body's fundamental systems.

"How long?" she asked, dreading the answer.

Dr. Chen's voice softened marginally. "The heat will last four to seven days, typical for first presentation. But the designation change is permanent. Your body has recognized its true nature."

The words struck her like physical blows. Permanent. True nature. Her career, her independence, her carefully constructed life—all built on the foundation of her Beta status. All suddenly as fragile as the paper beneath her sweat-soaked back.

"There must be suppressants," she argued, desperation edging into her voice. "Designation-dampening drugs. Something." She tried to sit up, but her arms trembled too violently to support her weight. "I've administered them to Omegas myself."

"Those are for established Omegas," Dr. Levinson corrected, gently pressing her back down. "They're dangerous during first presentation. Your body needs to complete this cycle naturally."

Cambria swallowed a sob. Naturally. There was nothing natural about the way her body burned, the way her cunt clenched around emptiness, the way slick flowed from her in waves that matched her racing heartbeat. It felt like possession, like her body had been colonized by some primal force that cared nothing for her plans or her dignity.

"I can still work," she insisted, the words sounding hollow even to her own ears. "Once this... passes. I'm not some—" She faltered, the derogatory term she'd been about to use suddenly applicable to herself. "I'm not just an Omega in heat. I'm still a nurse. A professional."

Dr. Chen's expression remained neutral, but his eyes betrayed his doubt. "We'll discuss your employment status after your cycle completes. For now, our priority is managing your transition safely."

The door to the examination room slid open, bringing with it a draft of cooler air that carried unfamiliar scents. Cambria's nostrils flared instinctively, her newly heightened senses identifying them immediately—Alpha. Two, maybe three of them, their pheromones sharp with interest.

"Sir," one of them said, voice strained, "we need your authorization for the Bay Three protocol."

Cambria couldn't see them past the privacy screen, but their presence ignited something primitive in her core. Her inner muscles clenched so violently that she cried out, back arching off the table. The sound—needy, animal—seemed to hang in the air like a visible thing.

Someone growled in response, a low rumble that vibrated through the room like distant thunder. The sound bypassed all rational thought, speaking directly to the new, hungry parts of her. Her body responded with another gush of slick, her hips lifting in unconscious invitation.

"Control yourself, Dr. Adler," Dr. Chen snapped, his Beta authority cutting through the moment. "Or remove yourself from this floor immediately."

There was a muttered apology, but Cambria could smell the Alpha's arousal—like sun-warmed cedar and something metallic—growing stronger despite his attempt at professional distance. She turned her face away, mortified by her body's eager response to a colleague she barely knew.

Dr. Levinson moved between Cambria and the newcomers, her posture protective despite her clinical demeanor. "We need to move her," she said to Chen. "Her pheromone output is increasing exponentially. Even with the containment measures, she's broadcasting throughout this wing."

Chen nodded, tapping rapidly on his tablet. "Bay Three prepped?"

"Ready and waiting," confirmed one of the Alphas beyond the screen, voice tight with restraint. "We have the escort team standing by."

Cambria felt the last vestiges of control slipping away. Bay Three. The specialized ward where unmated Omegas in heat were kept safe—from themselves and from unmated Alphas. The place where heat was managed with clinical efficiency, through restraints and synthetic aids and carefully controlled releases.

"I'm not a patient," she said, struggling to sit up again, fighting against the weakness in her limbs. "I—I can manage this. I just need suppressants and—"

Her protest ended in a moan as another wave of heat crashed through her, stronger than before. This time, the emptiness inside her felt like a physical wound, an ache so profound that tears sprang to her eyes. Her cunt pulsed visibly, the swollen lips glistening with slick that now soaked through the thin padding beneath her.

"You're not a nurse right now," Dr. Chen said, his voice firm but not unkind. "You're a patient. An Omega in acute first heat. And you need specialized care."

One of the Alphas stepped around the privacy screen—Dr. Adler, an anesthesiologist she'd worked with on difficult deliveries. His eyes found hers immediately, pupils blown wide with instinctive response to her condition. His nostrils flared as he inhaled her scent, hands clenching into fists at his sides.

"Bay Three," he repeated, the words emerging as a rough growl. "Now."

The primitive part of her brain—the newly awakened Omega—responded to his tone with a fresh rush of slick and a whimpering sound that Cambria couldn't believe came from her own throat. The rational part of her mind recoiled in horror at her body's betrayal.

"Restraints," Dr. Levinson ordered, and Cambria realized with shock that the doctor was speaking to an orderly who had entered unnoticed, carrying padded medical cuffs. "Wrist and ankle. Level two security protocol."

"No!" Cambria tried to protest, but her voice emerged as a breathy moan that undermined her objection. "I don't need—"

Dr. Adler moved forward, his movements carefully controlled but his intent unmistakable. "You'll hurt yourself," he said, voice dropping to that Alpha register that seemed to resonate directly with her newly awakened biology. "Or someone else. First heats are violent, Nurse Vega. You know this."

She did know. She'd seen the aftermath of unsupervised first heats—Omegas with self-inflicted injuries from trying to satisfy the unquenchable need, Alphas with defensive wounds from being attacked by desperate Omegas seeking relief. She'd treated them, counseled them, documented their cases with professional detachment.

Now she was becoming one of those cases.

"Please," she whispered, not sure what she was begging for. Relief, perhaps. Or escape from the inevitable.

Dr. Chen nodded to the orderly, who approached with the restraints. "Secure her for transport. Minimal contact. Full protocol."

Cambria's wrists were gently but firmly captured in padded cuffs, secured to the sides of the examination table. The orderly—a Beta woman with kind eyes above her mask—murmured apologies as she fastened similar restraints around Cambria's ankles. The position left her open, exposed, her soaked center visible to anyone who looked. She turned her face away, the last shred of her dignity crumbling.

"Vital signs stable but elevated," Dr. Levinson reported, checking the monitors. "She's progressing rapidly into full heat. We need to move her before—"

"Before what?" Cambria demanded, anger flaring through the haze of arousal. "Before I embarrass the hospital by begging to be fucked? Before I ruin my career by presenting as something I'm not?"

Her outburst hung in the air for a moment before Dr. Chen answered, his voice gentle but firm. "Before you suffer unnecessarily. Heat without proper management is painful, Ms. Vega. You know this as well as anyone in this hospital."

The fight drained out of her as quickly as it had risen, replaced by a bone-deep resignation. She did know. She'd seen Omegas weep with relief when brought to the ward, had heard their gratitude after proper care had eased the biological torment of unsatisfied heat.

"The transport team is waiting," Dr. Adler said, his voice strained with the effort of maintaining professional distance. He hadn't moved closer, but his eyes never left her face, deliberately avoiding looking at her exposed body. "We need to move now."

Dr. Chen nodded and signed something on his tablet. "Bay Three, full protocol," he confirmed. "First heat management, unattached Omega, priority level one."

The classification—spoken aloud in her presence as though she were any other patient—drove home the reality of her situation. She was no longer Staff Nurse Cambria Vega. She was an unattached Omega in first heat. A medical emergency. A biological imperative to be managed.

The restraints felt both too tight and not tight enough as another wave of need crashed through her, making her pull against them instinctively, seeking friction, pressure, anything to ease the maddening emptiness. The movement only served to spread her legs wider, displaying the glistening evidence of her condition to everyone in the room.

Dr. Adler made a choked sound and turned away, his control visibly slipping. "Get her to Bay Three," he ordered, voice rough. "Before I—before someone—"

He didn't finish the sentence. He didn't need to. The primitive threat hung in the air, a possibility that made Cambria's traitorous body respond with another flood of slick even as her mind recoiled in horror.

"Prepare for transport," Dr. Levinson ordered, and the examination table unlocked from its fixed position with a hydraulic hiss. "Scent containment protocol. Level one isolation."

A thin, silvery sheet was drawn over Cambria's body, the material cool against her fever-hot skin. She recognized it as a pheromone-dampening cover, designed to contain the scent of heat within a limited radius. The fact that they deemed it necessary spoke volumes about the intensity of her condition.

As they prepared to wheel her from the examination room, Dr. Chen leaned close, his Beta status allowing him to maintain clinical detachment. "This isn't the end of your career, Ms. Vega," he said quietly. "But it is a significant change. We'll help you through it."

She wanted to believe him. Wanted to trust in the medical system she'd been part of for so long. But as the doors slid open and she felt the eyes of the transport team on her—their expressions hidden behind protective masks but their scents betraying their instinctive responses to her condition—Cambria knew nothing would ever be the same.

"Bay Three," someone said, the words echoing in her heat-addled mind like a pronouncement of fate. "And prep her for first entry."

The clinical euphemism for what waited for her—the specialized equipment designed to ease an Omega through first heat—sent a fresh wave of both dread and anticipation coursing through her veins. Her body responded with another pulse of slick, soaking through the containment sheet, marking her path through the hospital corridors like a scent trail that any Alpha could follow.

Cambria closed her eyes against the humiliation, against the unwanted arousal, against the reality of what she had become. But even in darkness, her new biology sang in her blood, a primal chorus that drowned out reason and dignity alike. She was Omega now. And her first heat had only just begun.

***

The journey to Bay Three stretched endlessly through corridors Cambria had walked thousands of times, now transformed by her altered perspective. Each jolt of the gurney sent shocks of pleasure-pain through her oversensitized body, the restraints holding her wrists and ankles chafing against skin that craved different pressures entirely. The scent-dampening sheet clung to her sweat-slick form, outlining the hard points of her nipples, the trembling of her thighs, the obscene wetness between them. Overhead lights strobed across her vision as they wheeled her forward, each flash illuminating the faces of colleagues who pressed themselves against the walls to let her pass, their expressions mixtures of pity, clinical interest, and—from the Alphas—barely restrained hunger.

"Keep moving," Dr. Levinson ordered from somewhere behind the gurney. "Eyes forward, people. This is a medical emergency, not a spectacle."

But it was a spectacle, and Cambria knew it. A nurse—a colleague, a professional—reduced to the most primitive biological state. She could hear the whispers following in her wake, feel the weight of stares on her restrained form. Her cheeks burned with humiliation even as another wave of heat pulsed through her core, making her back arch against the restraints.

The scent-dampening sheet did little to contain the pheromones rolling off her skin in waves. She could smell herself—sweet and sharp and unmistakably Omega—beneath the sterile hospital scents. More disturbing, she could smell the Alphas in her transport team, their controlled professional demeanors betrayed by the spike in their pheromones. Wood and smoke and something darker, like turned earth after rain—scents she'd never noticed before today, now as distinct as fingerprints.

They passed through a security checkpoint, a nurse scanning Dr. Chen's badge before the reinforced doors slid open with a pneumatic hiss. Beyond lay a section of the hospital Cambria had visited only during her orientation, seven years ago. The Omega Response Unit. The place where biology trumped personhood.

Her legs wobbled with every step, cunt clenching rhythmically in a primal morse code that spelled out need in pulses of slick. The orderlies gripped the gurney tighter, their knuckles white with the effort of maintaining clinical distance. One of them—a young Alpha whose name she couldn't recall—stumbled slightly, nostrils flaring as he caught a fresh wave of her scent.

"Jenkins," Dr. Chen snapped, "if you can't maintain control, remove yourself immediately."

"Sorry, sir," the young Alpha muttered, visibly struggling to regain his composure. "It's just—she's fully primed. I've never smelled presentation this strong."

Cambria turned her face away, mortification warring with the unwanted thrill that coursed through her at his words. Primed. The clinical term for an Omega at peak receptivity. Her rational mind rejected the designation even as her body reveled in it, another rush of slick soaking through the sheet beneath her.

"Almost there," Dr. Levinson said, her voice pitched low enough that only Cambria could hear. "Stay with us, Nurse Vega."

Cambria wanted to respond, to insist that she was still present, still herself, but her tongue felt heavy in her mouth, her thoughts scattered like leaves in a storm. The heat had progressed beyond discomfort into something deeper, a need so fundamental it felt carved into her bones. Empty. So empty it hurt.

The corridor ended at another set of reinforced doors, these marked with the stark red symbol that denoted Omega critical care. Dr. Chen pressed his palm against the scanner, and the doors parted to reveal Bay Three.

The room pulsed with amber light, the walls a soft cream color designed to soothe agitated Omegas. Specialized equipment lined the perimeter—monitoring stations, climate controls, and the unmistakable shape of a breeding bench dominating the center of the space. The air hung heavy with synthetic pheromones, the artificial Alpha scent used to stabilize Omegas in distress. Cambria had read about it, administered it to patients, but inhaling it now sent electricity skittering down her spine, her inner muscles clenching in pavlovian response.

"Secure the room," Dr. Chen ordered, and the staff moved with practiced efficiency. One nurse adjusted the environmental controls, another prepared a tray of instruments that Cambria recognized all too well—hormone injectors, synthetic aids in graduating sizes, the specialized lubricant used for first-heat management.

They pulled her gurney alongside the breeding bench—an adjustable apparatus of padded leather and medical-grade steel, designed to support an Omega's body in the optimal position for heat relief. Cambria had seen it used, had even assisted in preparing it for patients, but never imagined herself positioned upon it.

"No," she tried to say, but the word emerged as a whimper when the scent-dampening sheet was pulled away, exposing her sweat-slick skin to the air. The hospital gown they'd given her clung wetly to her curves, translucent where her slick had soaked through between her thighs.

"We need to transfer her," Dr. Levinson said, her voice steady and professional. "On my count. One, two—"

Strong hands gripped Cambria's shoulders and hips, lifting her from the gurney onto the breeding bench. The leather felt cool against her fever-hot skin, the padded surface yielding beneath her weight. The change in position sent a fresh wave of need pulsing through her core, her back arching instinctively to present, to offer, to beg without words.

"Vitals," Dr. Chen requested, and a Beta nurse stepped forward with a portable scanner.

"Heart rate elevated, 145 BPM. Temperature 103.2 and rising. Pheromone output exceeding measurement thresholds," the nurse reported, her voice steady despite the tension in the room. "She's progressing rapidly, sir. Entering peak phase of first heat."

Dr. Chen nodded. "Let's not prolong this." He glanced at Cambria, something like compassion flickering across his features. "Ms. Vega, we need to remove your gown and secure you properly. Do you understand?"

She understood the words, but they seemed to come from very far away. The emptiness inside her had become a physical pain, a hollowness that demanded to be filled. Her hips shifted restlessly against the padded surface, seeking pressure, friction, anything to ease the maddening ache.

"Please," she gasped, not sure if she was begging them to stop or to hurry.

They took it as consent. Skilled hands unfastened the ties of her hospital gown, peeling the soaked fabric away from her skin in wet-slick strips. The cool air hit her naked body like a physical touch, making her gasp. Her nipples pebbled further, darkened to a deep rose and swollen to sensitive points that ached for contact.

"Evidence of mammary response consistent with Omega presentation," someone noted clinically, a disembodied voice beyond Cambria's field of vision. "Glandular swelling pronounced."

They guided her into position on the breeding bench, adjusting her posture with professional efficiency. Her torso lay supported on the padded upper section, angled slightly downward, while her hips rested at the fulcrum, her knees guided to specialized rests that spread her legs wide. The position left her completely exposed, cunt displayed obscenely, the swollen lips visibly pulsing with each hammering heartbeat.

"Secure primary restraints," Dr. Levinson ordered, and Cambria felt the thick padded cuffs closing around her wrists, anchoring them to the sides of the bench. Similar restraints fastened around her thighs, just above the knees, ensuring she remained properly positioned. A broader strap circled her waist, limiting her movement to small, instinctive shifts of her hips.

"Neck stabilization," came the next command, and a padded collar was fastened around her throat—not tight enough to restrict breathing, but firm enough to keep her head positioned safely, preventing strain during the violent movements that often accompanied first heat relief.

Fully restrained, Cambria should have felt trapped, frightened. Instead, a perverse sense of relief washed through her. The decision had been taken from her hands. Whatever happened next was beyond her control. The thought sent another flood of slick pulsing from her cunt, the evidence of her surrender visible to everyone in the room.

"Preparing for first assessment," Dr. Chen announced, moving to stand behind her. Cambria couldn't see him, but she felt his presence, sensed the careful clinical distance he maintained. "Nurse Reyes, record baseline measurements."

A Beta nurse appeared at her side, tablet in hand, her expression neutral as she cataloged Cambria's condition. "Subject exhibits complete labial engorgement, clitoral tumescence at maximum, vaginal opening dilated. Lubrication production exceeding parameters for standard Omega presentation."

The clinical description of her body's most intimate responses should have mortified Cambria. Instead, each word seemed to heighten her arousal, her cunt clenching helplessly at the dispassionate assessment of her need. Her breasts heaved with each ragged breath, nipples so sensitive that the slight movement against the padded surface sent sparks of pleasure-pain through her chest.

"Is this—normal?" she managed to ask between gasps, the question emerging slurred and desperate.

Dr. Levinson moved into her field of view, professional compassion softening her features. "Your heat is particularly intense because it's been suppressed for so long. The longer the suppression, the more violent the eventual presentation."

"How long—how long will it last?" Each word was an effort, her mind struggling to form coherent thoughts through the haze of biological imperative.

"First heats typically last four to seven days," Dr. Chen answered from behind her. "Given the intensity of your presentation, I'd expect the upper end of that range."

A week. A week of this madness, this hunger, this emptiness that seemed to hollow her out from the inside. Cambria couldn't imagine surviving hours, let alone days. A sob caught in her throat, half despair, half anticipation.

"Preparing synthetic relief measures," announced one of the nurses, and Cambria heard the distinctive sound of a cabinet opening, of instruments being arranged on a tray.

She knew what that meant. The graduated series of synthetic knots designed to ease an Omega through heat without the dangers of an actual Alpha mounting. Clinical. Efficient. Impersonal. She'd administered them to patients herself, explaining the process with professional detachment.

"We'll begin with size three," Dr. Chen decided, his voice carrying the weight of medical authority. "Her dilation suggests she can accommodate it without discomfort, and given the intensity of her symptoms, smaller sizes would likely prove insufficient."

Cambria's toes curled at his words, a fresh wave of slick gushing from her cunt in pavlovian response. Size three—larger than what was typically used for first heats, but her body seemed to sing at the prospect, inner muscles clenching around emptiness in anticipation of relief.

"Preparing size three synthetic," confirmed the nurse. "Warming to body temperature. Alpha pheromone coating at standard concentration."

The thought of the synthetic knot—designed to mimic an Alpha's anatomy in both shape and chemical signatures—sent another spike of need through Cambria's core. Her hips lifted against the restraints, a whimper escaping her lips as her body sought what her mind still struggled to accept.

"Administer preliminary hormone stabilizer," Dr. Chen ordered. "Half dose."

Cambria felt the cool press of an injector against her upper arm, heard the soft hiss of medication entering her bloodstream. The stabilizer wouldn't suppress her heat—nothing could do that at this stage—but it would take the razor's edge off the need, allowing her to maintain some semblance of consciousness through the process.

"Hold her steady for first entry," came the next command, and Cambria felt gloved hands on her hips, holding her in position. "On my mark."

She tried to focus, to maintain some fragment of her professional demeanor, but her body had other ideas. Her tits heaved with each ragged breath, nipples dark and swollen, aching for touch. Her thighs trembled within the restraints, muscles taut with the effort of not bucking wildly against the hands that held her. Her cunt pulsed visibly, the engorged lips parted to reveal the slick, pink center that wept with need.

"Please," she whimpered, dignity forgotten in the face of biological imperative. "Please, I need—I can't—"

"Secure the breeding bench," Dr. Chen ordered, his voice cutting through her desperate pleas. "And prep her for first entry."

The breeding bench locked into its final position with a mechanical click that seemed to echo through Cambria's bones. The angle adjusted slightly, tilting her hips higher, presenting her cunt at the optimal position for penetration. Behind her, she heard the sound of gloves being changed, of instruments being prepared. The anticipation was almost worse than the need itself—almost, but not quite.

Her eyes found Dr. Levinson's, pleading silently for... what? Rescue? Relief? Cambria herself didn't know anymore. The Beta doctor's expression remained professionally compassionate as she prepared another injection—a local muscle relaxant, Cambria recognized through the haze of her heat. Standard procedure for first entry during initial heat.

"This will help," Dr. Levinson promised, administering the injection at the juncture of Cambria's thigh and pelvis. "The first is always the most intense. We don't want you tearing."

The muscle relaxant spread cool tendrils through Cambria's core, not diminishing the need but softening the desperate clench of her inner muscles. Preparing her to receive. To be filled. To be knotted, even if only by a synthetic substitute.

"Subject prepped and ready," the nurse announced, and Cambria heard the subtle whir of the mechanical arm that would deliver the synthetic knot at a carefully controlled pace. "Vital signs stable but elevated. Proceeding on your command, doctor."

Dr. Chen moved into position behind her, his voice steady as he guided the procedure. "Initiating first entry sequence. Ms. Vega, you'll feel pressure, then fullness. The synthetic is designed to expand gradually, simulating a natural knot. The process takes approximately twenty minutes, and will provide temporary relief from the most acute symptoms."

Cambria barely registered his words, her focus narrowed to the sensation of something blunt and warm pressing against her entrance. Not a person—a machine, clinical and precise. Yet her body didn't care about the source of relief, only that it was coming. Her cunt pulsed against the synthetic tip, another flood of slick easing its path.

"Beginning entry," Dr. Chen announced, and the mechanical arm advanced slowly, pushing the synthetic knot past the swollen lips of her cunt.

Cambria's world narrowed to that single point of contact, every nerve ending screaming with relief as the emptiness finally, finally began to be filled. Her back arched against the restraints, a sound she'd never made before—half sob, half growl—tearing from her throat.

Through the haze of sensation, she was dimly aware of the monitors beeping, of voices exchanging clinical observations, of gloved hands adjusting the angle of her hips to accommodate the synthetic knot's gradual advance. But those details seemed distant, unimportant compared to the overwhelming reality of being filled, of the pressure inside her growing with each millimeter of penetration.

"Progressing normally," someone reported. "Subject accepting synthetic without resistance."

Subject. Not Nurse Vega. Not Cambria. Subject. The clinical terminology should have offended her, should have triggered some last flare of resistance. Instead, it washed over her like warm water, dissolving the final barriers between her and the reality of what she had become.

Omega. In heat. Being bred—not by an Alpha, but by the sterile medical apparatus that mimicked one. Her cunt stretched around the synthetic knot, inner muscles rippling in welcome, in surrender, in acceptance of her new designation.

As Bay Three filled with the scent of her arousal, with the mechanical hum of the apparatus that would see her through this first cycle, with the clinical observations of the staff who now treated her as patient rather than colleague, Cambria closed her eyes and surrendered to biology. To need. To the reality that had perhaps always waited beneath the surface of her carefully constructed life.

She was Omega. And this was only the beginning.


Chapter 2

The restraints bit into Cambria's wrists and ankles, cold metal warmed by her feverish skin. She hadn't expected the heat to hit her like this—a raging inferno that reduced her thoughts to ash and her dignity to cinder. The clinic lights above her buzzed with sterile indifference, throwing shadows across the masked faces that hovered at the edges of her narrowing vision.

Her back arched involuntarily, the thin paper covering the examination table tearing beneath her sweat-slicked body. Another wave crashed through her, and Cambria writhed, her restraints creaking in protest. The sound echoed through the room, mingling with her labored breathing.

"Please," she whispered, the word barely audible over the steady beep of monitoring equipment.

The doctors didn't respond. They moved around her with practiced precision, checking readings, making notes. Their white coats seemed to glow under the harsh lights, clinical and clean against the mess she was becoming. One adjusted a dial on a nearby machine, and Cambria felt a fresh surge of heat pulse through her veins.

Her thighs trembled, slick leaking from her cunt in thick, viscous globs. It pooled beneath her, forming a small puddle on the sterile floor tiles. The scent of her arousal filled the room, heavy and sweet. She knew the alphas could smell it—could see how their nostrils flared behind their surgical masks, how their eyes darkened with something that wasn't entirely professional interest.

"Temperature rising," one of them noted, voice clinical despite the undercurrent of hunger. "104.2 and climbing."

Cambria sobbed, a sound torn from somewhere deep inside her. Her skin felt too tight, too hot, like she might burn up from within. The restraints that had initially seemed excessive now felt necessary—without them, she would have clawed at her own flesh, desperate to relieve the building pressure.

"How long has she been like this?" A new voice, deeper than the others. An alpha who'd just entered the room.

"Roughly two hours since the initial symptoms. Her heat accelerated faster than projected."

The new doctor stepped closer, and Cambria's eyes fixed on him. Even through the haze of her heat, she could sense the difference—this one carried himself with a predator's grace, his shoulders broad beneath the white coat. When he moved toward the table, her body responded with a fresh gush of slick, her inner muscles clenching around nothing.

"Alpha," she gasped, the word slipping past her lips unbidden. Her consciousness was fracturing, rational thought giving way to biological imperative. "I need—I need—"

Her words dissolved into a moan as another wave of heat surged through her. Her clit throbbed visibly, swollen and red, begging for touch. Her hips bucked toward empty air, seeking friction, pressure, anything to ease the aching void inside her.

"Fascinating response," the alpha doctor murmured, making a note on his tablet. "Pure omega presentation. Exactly as the research suggested."

Cambria barely registered his words. The part of her brain capable of comprehension was drowning in hormones, in need. She was vaguely aware of her legs being spread wider, of cool air kissing her exposed cunt, making her shiver despite the fever consuming her.

"Check her cervical dilation," someone instructed.

Gloved fingers probed at her entrance, and Cambria's body jerked at the contact. Not enough—nowhere near enough—but her omega instincts recognized it as the precursor to relief. Her walls clenched desperately around the examining digits.

"Fully dilated," came the clinical assessment. "Womb position optimal for breeding."

Breeding. The word penetrated the fog of her heat, sending a jolt of clarity through her addled mind. This was why she was here, why she'd signed the contract after her results had come back positive for the omega gene. The payment would cover her mother's medical bills, her sister's education. All she had to do was endure this—become the vessel they needed for their research.

Another contraction of need rippled through her, and the moment of clarity vanished. She was animal again, mewling and writhing, begging without words.

"Her pheromone levels are off the charts," someone said, voice edged with excitement. "She's producing nearly twice the expected amount of bonding hormone."

"That explains the intensity of her symptoms." The alpha doctor leaned closer, his scent wrapping around her—clean and sharp, like winter air and something darker beneath. "She's an ideal candidate."

Cambria's vision blurred with tears. She felt them track down her temples, into her hair. Her mouth hung open, drool escaping the corner of her lips. The humiliation of it registered distantly, eclipsed by the all-consuming need pulsing between her legs.

"Alpha," she sobbed again, the only word her tongue remembered how to form. "Please."

The head doctor's eyes crinkled above his mask—a smile, but not a kind one. "Vocal, isn't she? Most subjects are nonverbal by this stage."

"Exceptional in every way," the alpha doctor agreed, and there was possession in his tone that made Cambria's omega instincts sing. "Let's begin the protocol."

Several things happened at once. The monitoring equipment was moved closer, additional restraints were fastened across Cambria's chest and hips, and a camera was positioned above the table, its unblinking eye focused on the junction of her thighs.

"For research purposes," someone explained, though Cambria hadn't asked. Couldn't ask. Could only whimper as cool lubricant was applied to her already soaking entrance.

"Is that necessary?" The alpha doctor sounded amused. "She's producing enough slick to drown in."

"Protocol," came the terse reply.

Cambria's head thrashed from side to side, her hair—damp with sweat—sticking to her forehead and neck. The lubricant was different from her natural slick—cooler, slicker, almost numbing where it touched her inflamed tissues.

"Vitals steady," someone announced. "Blood pressure elevated but within acceptable parameters."

"Womb softening," another confirmed. "She's ready."

Those words sent a fresh surge of desperation through her. Ready. Finally ready. Her body had been preparing for this moment since her first heat, her omega biology designed for one purpose—to receive, to be filled.

The alpha doctor moved to the end of the table, between her spread legs. She heard rather than saw the rustle of fabric as he adjusted his clothing. Then a gloved hand parted her folds, fingers spreading her wide. She felt exposed, vulnerable, examined—and impossibly aroused by it.

"Begin recording," someone instructed, and a small red light blinked to life on the camera.

The blunt head of a cock settled at her entrance—hot even through the latex protection, impossibly large against her twitching hole. Cambria's breath caught in her throat, anticipation and fear warring for dominance.

"Proceed with initial penetration," the head doctor said, his tone suggesting he might have been discussing a weather report rather than the breaking of her virginal seal.

The alpha positioned himself, one hand on her hip, the other guiding his length. Then he pressed forward, just the tip breaching her entrance.

Cambria's scream echoed through the clinic, a sound of relief and shock and painful pleasure that seemed to reverberate off the sterile walls. Her body arched against the restraints, every muscle tensing as the first real relief to her heat began.

The alpha paused, allowing the cameras and instruments to record her reaction. Then, following some unheard signal, he tightened his grip on her hip.

"Commencing full protocol," he announced, and pushed deeper, beginning a process that would transform Cambria forever.

***

The first breach was like fire—a searing, impossible stretch that forced Cambria's lungs to empty in a ragged gasp. The doctor was methodical in his penetration, each inch delivered with the careful precision of someone documenting a process. His latex-covered hands gripped her hips with clinical firmness, but his knuckles were white with restraint, the alpha in him fighting against the scientist's detachment.

"Subject's initial response consistent with virgin omega profiles," he announced to the recording devices, his voice remarkably steady despite the visible pulse throbbing in his neck. "Vaginal elasticity exceptional."

Cambria barely registered his words. Her world had narrowed to the point where they connected, to the impossible fullness stretching her open. The first doctor—this first alpha—was slow in his conquest, but there was no gentleness in his pace. Each incremental advance felt like a claiming, her body forced to yield to his presence one agonizing centimeter at a time.

"More data on the stretch response," called a voice from behind a monitor. "Can you measure the dilation?"

The alpha doctor paused, still only partially seated within her. Cambria whimpered at the cessation of movement, her inner walls fluttering helplessly around his shaft, trying to pull him deeper despite the burning stretch.

"Seven-point-two centimeters current dilation," he replied after a moment of assessment. "Still accommodating. Her tissue elasticity is remarkable."

Someone noted this on a clipboard, the scratch of pen against paper a surreal counterpoint to the wet, obscene sounds of her body accepting him. Cambria twisted against her restraints, torn between the instinct to escape the intrusion and the overwhelming need to take more of him.

"Please," she sobbed, the word barely recognizable. "I need—I need—"

"She's maintaining verbal skills longer than expected," noted another clinician, moving closer to observe her face. "Cognitive functions still partially intact despite hormone saturation."

The alpha doctor made a noncommittal sound, his attention focused on the joining of their bodies. He shifted his grip, thumbs spreading her labia wider to give the cameras a better view of her stretched entrance.

"Proceeding with continued penetration," he announced.

He pressed forward again, adding another inch of his cock to the portion already claiming her. Cambria felt the burn intensify, a stretching so profound it bordered on tearing. Yet her body responded with a fresh rush of slick, easing his passage even as her conscious mind registered discomfort.

"Perfect omega response," the doctor murmured, his clinical tone slipping for the first time as a note of reverence entered his voice. "Her body is actively facilitating the breeding despite the size discrepancy."

His cock was indeed huge—thick enough that Cambria could feel each vein and ridge as it dragged against her sensitive inner walls. The pain of the stretch was beginning to transform, melting into a pleasure so intense it made her eyes roll back. Her heat-drunk moans dissolved into incoherent pleas, language abandoning her as primitive instinct took over.

"Look at that," one of the observing doctors commented. "Her cervix is actually lowering to accommodate him. Textbook omega fertility response."

The alpha's breathing had grown heavier, the sound muffled by his surgical mask but unmistakably affected. His hips made small, aborted movements between the controlled advances, his body fighting his mind's clinical approach.

"How does it feel?" asked the head researcher, coming closer to observe. "Compared to previous subjects?"

The alpha doctor took a moment to respond, his focus visibly split between professional assessment and primal response.

"She's... different," he finally said, voice rougher than before. "Tighter, but more yielding. Her internal muscles are actively milking the shaft. The contractions are synchronized with her breathing."

To demonstrate, he withdrew a few inches, then sank back in—the movement wringing a wail from Cambria's throat. Her inner walls clenched and rippled along his length, a complex muscular dance her body performed without conscious instruction.

"She's built for this," he added, the reverence in his voice growing stronger. "Her omega biology is expressing at peak efficiency."

The other doctors murmured among themselves, making notes and adjustments to their equipment. One moved a scanner over Cambria's lower abdomen, the screen showing a real-time image of the alpha's cock displacing her internal organs as it continued its invasion.

"Look at the womb position," the technician said. "It's actually tilting forward to create a more direct path."

Cambria was floating somewhere above herself, disconnected from everything except the point where the alpha entered her. Her consciousness flickered like a candle flame in wind, moments of clarity washed away by waves of heat and need. She was aware of tears streaming down her face, of saliva pooling at the corners of her mouth, of her nipples so hard they ached against the thin fabric covering her chest.

The alpha pressed deeper still, and something inside Cambria shifted—a subtle internal movement as her body reconfigured itself to accept him fully. The burning stretch transformed into a fullness so complete it bordered on transcendent. Her cunt, virgin until minutes ago, locked around him with desperate contractions, simultaneously too tight and too slick.

"Approaching maximum depth," the alpha reported, his professional veneer cracking further as sweat beaded on his forehead. "Subject's adaptation is... exceptional."

Another inch disappeared inside her, and Cambria felt the head of his cock nudge against her cervix—a sensation both alarming and exquisite. Her body jerked against the restraints, a primal panic warring with omega submission.

"Cervical contact established," he announced. "Commencing uterine pressure test."

He rolled his hips in a deliberate circle, pressing the tip of his cock against the entrance to her womb. The pressure was intense, bordering on pain, but it triggered something deep in Cambria's omega biology. Her cervix softened further, beginning to dilate to allow partial entry into her most sacred space.

"Perfect omega response," the alpha repeated, and now there was no mistaking the awe in his voice. His eyes, visible above his mask, had darkened to almost black, the pupils consuming the iris. "Complete compatibility."

"Proceed to full insertion," instructed the head researcher, stepping back to give the cameras an unobstructed view.

The alpha tightened his grip on Cambria's hips, his fingers digging into her flesh hard enough to leave marks. He took a deep breath, centering himself, then thrust forward with controlled force.

Cambria screamed as he bottomed out, his pelvis flush against hers, his cock so deep she swore she could taste him in the back of her throat. For a moment, everything went white—her vision, her mind, her sense of self all wiped clean by the overwhelming sensation of being completely, utterly filled.

"Full penetration achieved," the alpha said, his voice strained to the breaking point. "Subject has accommodated complete length and girth."

Around the room, monitors beeped as Cambria's vitals spiked—heart rate, blood pressure, brain activity all surging in response to the complete claiming. Her body trembled beneath him, small convulsions that might have been pain or pleasure or both.

"Hold position," instructed the head researcher. "Let her adjust before proceeding to knotting phase."

The alpha nodded, visibly struggling to remain still while buried to the hilt inside her. Cambria's inner walls continued their rhythmic contractions, her body worshipping his invasion despite her mind's inability to process the overwhelming fullness.

Time stretched, elastic and uncertain, as Cambria's body adapted to this new reality. Seconds or minutes passed—she couldn't tell—before the burning stretch began to fade, replaced by a pulsing ache of need. The initial shock of penetration had receded, leaving behind the unquenched fire of her heat.

"Alpha," she whispered, the word crawling up from some primal part of her brain. "Please."

His eyes locked with hers, something passing between them that transcended the clinical setting. For a moment, they weren't doctor and subject, researcher and specimen—they were alpha and omega, perfectly matched biological complements.

"She's requesting completion," he reported, his voice hoarse. "Physiological indicators suggest readiness for knotting."

The head researcher examined the readings, then nodded. "Proceed with breeding protocol."

The alpha began to move—shallow thrusts at first, just enough to stimulate without withdrawing significantly. Each movement sent shockwaves through Cambria's oversensitized nerves, drawing gasps and whimpers from her parched throat. Her hands clenched into fists above the restraints, fingernails cutting half-moons into her palms.

"Note the rippling contractions," someone said. "Classic omega milking response. She's trying to extract the seed."

The alpha's thrusts deepened gradually, each one a little longer, a little harder than the last. Cambria felt the base of his cock beginning to swell, the early formation of a knot stretching her entrance with each inward push.

"Knot development initiating," the alpha reported, his composure fraying further. "Subject's muscles are responding appropriately, alternating between resistance and yielding."

Cambria felt it too—the way her body instinctively tightened against the growing thickness, then softened to accept it, a dance as old as their species. The swelling knot dragged against her entrance with each thrust, the catch and release sending jolts of electricity up her spine.

"Please—fill me—please," she sobbed, omega biology overriding all dignity, all restraint. Her body knew what it needed, what it was designed for. Her cunt pulsed and clenched, begging for what came next.

That desperate plea seemed to break something in the alpha. His rhythm faltered, professional detachment giving way to instinct. A growl rumbled from behind his mask, low and threatening and full of promise.

"Proceeding to final phase," he managed, the words barely coherent.

With a grunt that sounded torn from the depths of his chest, he slammed forward, forcing his now fully-formed knot past the tight ring of her entrance. Cambria's back arched off the table, a silent scream frozen in her throat as the impossible stretch burned through her. The knot locked inside her, swelling to its full size, tying them together in the most primal way.

"Knotting successful," someone announced unnecessarily, the evidence clear in the way Cambria's body bowed beneath the alpha, her abdomen visibly distended from the size of him.

The alpha's hips jerked in small, uncontrollable movements, his knot pulling against her entrance with each one but unable to withdraw. His breathing came in harsh pants, the scientist forgotten, the alpha ascendant.

"Initiating release," he groaned, and then he was coming—pumping hot, clinical seed directly into her waiting womb. Cambria felt each pulse, each jet of warmth filling her, soothing the ache of her heat even as it triggered a cascade of pleasure that broke over her like a wave.

Her orgasm was unexpected and overwhelming—her body convulsing around his knot, milking his release with rhythmic contractions that extracted every drop of seed. The monitors around them beeped frantically as her vitals surged, the data points capturing what the cameras couldn't—the perfect biochemical symphony of alpha and omega in harmony.

"Exceptional response," someone murmured, but the words were distant, meaningless.

Locked together, joined by biology and purpose, the alpha and omega trembled through shared completion. Cambria's mind floated in a haze of endorphins and satisfaction, the heat's edge temporarily dulled by the fulfillment of its driving need.

The alpha doctor remained buried inside her, his knot ensuring the seed remained where it belonged. His hands, still gloved but no longer clinical in their touch, stroked the skin of her hips where he had gripped her so tightly.

"First breeding successful," the head researcher announced, satisfaction evident in his tone. "Perfect compatibility confirmed. Once the knot subsides, we'll proceed with the next phase."

Cambria heard the words through a fog of pleasure and exhaustion. Next phase. More alphas. More breeding. Her heat-addled mind embraced the concept even as her body continued to pulse around the first knot to claim her.

The alpha above her leaned down, his mouth close to her ear though still covered by his mask. "Perfect," he whispered, the word meant for her alone. "You were made for this."

And in that moment, locked in place and filled with his seed, Cambria couldn't disagree.

***

The first alpha's knot took twenty-three minutes to subside—they timed it, of course, another data point in their clinical assessment. When it finally relaxed enough for withdrawal, Cambria felt him slip free with a wet, obscene sound that echoed in the suddenly quiet room. Her cunt gaped in his absence, twitching and empty, a void her body immediately yearned to fill again. The heat hadn't broken; it had merely paused, already rebuilding toward another peak of desperate need.

"First subject completion recorded," the head researcher announced, checking the monitors. "Seed retention at ninety-four percent—excellent result."

Cambria lay panting, sweat-slicked and trembling, as they examined her freshly bred cunt. Gloved fingers probed her swollen lips, spreading her wide for the cameras to document her changed state. Her once-tight entrance now gaped slightly, reddened and puffy from the rough stretching it had endured.

"Minimal tearing," someone noted, applying a cool gel that made her flinch. "Omega healing already initiated. Remarkable elasticity."

Through the fog of her heat, Cambria was vaguely aware of movement around her. The first alpha stepped back, removing his soiled gloves and mask, replaced immediately by another white-coated figure. This one was different—leaner, with hungry eyes that didn't pretend clinical detachment. His scent hit her even through the antiseptic smell of the room—sharper, more aggressive, making her inner walls clench in anticipation.

"Second subject ready," the new alpha announced, his voice carrying a hint of an accent she couldn't place. "I'll be taking a different approach for comparative data."

The head researcher nodded, making a note. "Proceed with protocol variant B."

Hands repositioned her on the table, turning her slightly to one side while keeping her spread and accessible. The new alpha moved into position, and Cambria caught a glimpse of his cock as he prepared—not quite as thick as the first, but longer, curved slightly upward. Her body responded with a fresh gush of slick despite the soreness, her omega biology overriding discomfort in favor of breeding readiness.

"Beginning second penetration sequence," he stated for the record, then pressed forward without further preamble.

Unlike the first alpha's methodical entry, this one pushed in with a single, smooth thrust, seating himself fully inside her still-stretched channel. Cambria's back arched, a strangled cry escaping her lips as the new shape and angle stimulated different spots inside her. His cock reached deeper than the first, the curved tip pressing directly against the mouth of her womb.

"Perfect," he murmured, rolling his hips experimentally. "She's already adapted to take a knot. Second penetration is meeting minimal resistance."

The cameras whirred, adjusting to capture this new position. Someone moved a monitor closer, displaying a cross-section image that showed his cock nestled deep inside her, the tip kissing her cervix with each subtle movement.

"Begin thrust sequence," instructed the head researcher.

The second alpha established a rhythm—faster than the first had been, with shorter strokes that kept his length deep inside her. The different approach sent new sensations cascading through Cambria's overwrought nerves. Where the first breeding had been about stretching and filling, this one focused on deeper stimulation, targeting her most sensitive internal spots with relentless precision.

"Note the different muscular response," the alpha said between controlled breaths. "She's gripping tighter at the base, but yielding at the cervix."

Cambria's mind drifted as he continued his methodical breeding. The heat was building again, stronger now, her body recognizing that one alpha's seed wasn't enough to quench the biological imperative driving her. She needed more—needed to be filled completely, needed her womb swollen with seed from multiple virile alphas.

"Please..." she whimpered, the word barely audible.

The alpha responded by adjusting his angle, driving upward more forcefully. "Vocalizing again," he noted. "Requesting continued stimulation."

His knot began to swell, earlier than the first alpha's had, expanding rapidly at the base of his shaft. Each thrust now ended with a heavier pressure against her entrance, stretching it anew despite the recent breeding.

"Knotting phase initiated," he announced, his professional tone slipping as instinct took over. "She's—gods, she's pulling it in."

Cambria's body was indeed working to accept him, her inner muscles rippling in waves that seemed designed to draw his knot deeper. When it finally popped past her entrance, locking them together, both alpha and omega groaned in unison—a harmony of completion that transcended the clinical setting.

His release came quickly after knotting, his seed pumping into her already partially filled womb in hot pulses. Cambria felt each jet, each addition to the load she carried. Her belly, flat before the procedure began, now showed the slightest curve—evidence of the copious seed being pumped into her.

"Second deposit complete," someone announced, making notes. "Subject showing ideal retention. Womb expanding appropriately to accommodate multiple loads."

Time blurred as the second alpha's knot held them together. Cambria drifted in a haze of heat and satisfaction, her consciousness flickering between sharp clarity and foggy submission. When the knot finally subsided, allowing him to withdraw, she was only dimly aware of the change.

"Third subject ready," came a new voice, deeper than the previous two.

Cambria forced her heavy eyelids open, trying to focus on this new alpha. He was broader than either previous doctor, with powerful shoulders that strained the fabric of his white coat. His mask was already removed, revealing a strong jaw and lips curled in an anticipatory smile.

"This one's special," the head researcher told him. "Perfect omega response across all parameters."

The third alpha grunted in acknowledgment, his eyes raking over her used body with open hunger. "Position change recommended. I want to see her face while I breed her."

They shifted her again, releasing some restraints and tightening others until she was half-sitting, her back supported by the raised end of the examination table. In this position, she could see down the length of her body—could see the slight swell of her seed-filled womb, the puffy, reddened lips of her cunt stretched wide and gaping, the thick globs of the previous alphas' seed leaking slowly from her used hole.

The sight should have mortified her, but in her heat-addled state, it only aroused her further. This was what she was made for—to be filled, bred, used for her omega purpose.

The third alpha positioned himself, his cock noticeably thicker than either previous one. He pressed forward, and Cambria watched, mesmerized, as her body stretched to accommodate him, as her swollen lips parted around his girth. The sensation of being filled again sent shudders through her exhausted frame.

They took turns after that—one knot slipping free only for another to push inside her. Each alpha had a different approach, a different rhythm, a different way of claiming her omega body. One was methodical and deep; another quick and rough. A third preferred to grind against her rather than thrust, stimulating her swollen clit with each circular movement.

Her pussy stretched beyond what she had thought possible, gaping and twitching between breedings, too full to close completely but still greedily accepting each new alpha presented to her. The scientists measured and documented everything—the elasticity of her tissues, the volume of slick produced, the contractions of her inner walls, the dilation of her cervix as it accepted alpha seed directly into her womb.

As the breedings continued, Cambria's belly grew visibly rounded, swollen with the combined seed of multiple alphas. The curve was pronounced enough now that it cast a shadow across the examination table when the overhead lights hit it just right. The doctors measured this too, marking the incremental expansion of her womb as it accommodated load after load of potent seed.

"Remarkable retention capacity," one commented, running a scanner over her distended abdomen. "The combined volume would typically trigger overflow, but she's maintaining at nearly ninety-eight percent."

Through her delirium, Cambria could feel the weight inside her, could feel each new addition settling heavy in her core. Her womb visibly pulsed with each new alpha's release, small contractions that worked to distribute the seed evenly throughout her fertile chamber.

As the procedure continued, something shifted in the room's atmosphere. The clinical precision that had characterized the early breedings began to give way to something more primal. The alphas removed their masks more quickly, their white coats eventually discarded. The precise medical terminology in their reports became interspersed with growls and grunts of satisfaction.

One alpha—the fifth or sixth, Cambria had lost count—leaned over her while knotted deep inside, his face hovering above hers. His eyes were black with dilation, his breathing heavy against her skin.

"You feel that?" he murmured, rolling his hips to emphasize the massive knot locked inside her. "That's what you were made for. To take us. All of us."

Cambria could only nod, beyond words now, beyond thought. Her body answered for her, inner walls rippling around his knot in perfect omega submission.

Another alpha approached while she was still tied to the previous one, but instead of waiting his turn, he moved to her head. Without preamble, he guided his cock to her lips, pressing against them demandingly.

"Open," he ordered, all pretense of medical procedure abandoned.

Cambria obeyed instinctively, her lips parting to accept him. He slid into her mouth just as another powerful contraction rippled around the knot in her cunt, the dual penetration triggering a cascade of pleasure that made her eyes roll back. She moaned around the cock in her mouth, the vibrations drawing a hiss of pleasure from the alpha claiming her this way.

"She's accepted her role," one of them whispered, watching her take both alphas simultaneously. "She's ours now."

The words penetrated the fog of her heat, settling into her omega hindbrain like truth. She was theirs—vessel, breeder, omega. The realization brought not distress but relief, a surrender to biological imperative that felt like coming home.

A particularly brave alpha—one with eyes that gleamed with special interest—bent to lick the slick from her inner thighs while another was still knotted inside her. His tongue traced patterns on her sensitive skin, gathering the sweet omega nectar that had been flowing continuously since the procedure began. He hummed in appreciation, the sound vibrating against her flesh.

"Sweetest I've ever tasted," he commented, looking up at his colleagues. "Highest fertility markers I've encountered."

The alpha currently knotted inside her growled possessively, then—in a move that surprised everyone—leaned down and bit her neck. Not hard enough to break skin, but firmly enough to leave marks, to assert dominance in the most primal way.

The bite triggered something deep in Cambria's omega biology. A fresh wave of submission hormones flooded her system, her body yielding completely to the claiming. She came around his knot, her eyes rolling back, neck arched to offer more of herself to his teeth.

The head researcher made a note, but his clinical demeanor had slipped, his own alpha nature responding to the tableau before him. "Document the claiming response," he managed, voice rough. "Full submission achieved."

When that alpha finally withdrew, his knot reduced enough to slip free, thick ropes of cum spilled from Cambria's cunt and ran down the table in rivulets. Her hole gaped obscenely, unable to close after accommodating so many knots in succession. The sight drew rumbles of appreciation from the watching alphas, some already stroking themselves in preparation for another round.

"Look at that," someone murmured. "Perfect breeding vessel."

Cambria's belly was round now, visibly distended with the combined seed of all the alphas who had claimed her. It pulsed occasionally with small contractions, her womb working to process the massive volume it contained. In her heat-drunk state, she placed a hand on the swell, feeling a perverse pride in how much she had taken, how well she had performed her omega duty.

Another alpha stepped forward, ready to add his contribution to the pool already filling her. As he pressed inside her overused channel, meeting almost no resistance now, Cambria moaned her acceptance. Her body, once her own, now belonged to her alpha breeders—to science, to biology, to the primal dance that had played out since the beginning of their species.

"She's nodding," someone observed as she moved her head in unconscious agreement with her thoughts. "Still responsive despite multiple breedings."

The new alpha established his rhythm, his cock sliding easily through the mixture of slick and seed that coated her channel. His hands gripped her seed-swollen belly, feeling the weight of his predecessors' contributions as he worked to add his own.

"Mine too," he growled, abandoning scientific distance entirely. "Taking my seed too, perfect omega."

Cambria could only moan in response, her vocal cords exhausted from hours of crying out. Her hands lay limp in their restraints, her body moving only with the force of his thrusts. She had become a vessel, a receptacle—exactly what the research facility had designed her to be.

As this alpha's knot began to swell, locking them together for yet another breeding, Cambria surrendered the last fragments of resistance. Her omega biology had won, had transformed her into what nature intended. As his seed joined the pool already filling her womb to capacity, she felt a strange peace settle over her—the contentment of purpose fulfilled, of biological destiny embraced.

"Perfect," the alpha murmured, grinding his knot deeper as he came. "Perfect omega."

And in that moment, filled beyond capacity with alpha seed, her belly swollen with evidence of her purpose, Cambria couldn't disagree. This was what she was made for. This was where she belonged.

The research facility had found their ideal subject, and she had found her place in the world—as the perfect omega, bred and claimed by the alphas who recognized her value.


Chapter 3

Cambria's consciousness returned in fragments—a prickling sensation along her spine, the clinical scent of antiseptic mingling with musk, the distant hum of medical equipment. Her body felt both hollow and full, a contradictory state that mirrored the confusion in her mind. The soft sheets beneath her bare skin were familiar, but not in the way they should have been. She had changed them countless times for patients; she had never been the one lying on them.

Light filtered through her eyelids, a persistent glow that demanded attention. She blinked slowly, each movement requiring deliberate effort. The ceiling above her was the same industrial white she'd seen every day for three years working at the clinic—white tiles arranged in perfect squares, interrupted by recessed lighting that now seemed too bright, too intrusive.

She tried to lift her hand to shield her eyes but found her movements sluggish, her limbs heavy with a pleasant fatigue that sank deep into her bones. Her fingers curled reflexively near her throat, brushing against something unfamiliar—a band of material that hadn't been there before. A collar. The realization should have alarmed her, but her thoughts moved through a thick fog of contentment.

Cambria shifted slightly, and a delicious soreness radiated from between her thighs. Her skin felt sensitized, responsive to even the whisper of cool air from the ventilation system. The sheets beneath her were damp with sweat and other fluids—evidence of activities her mind couldn't fully recall but her body clearly remembered. She glanced down at herself, noting the unmarked skin of her belly, slightly rounded, as if her body was making space for something yet to come.

At her ankles, soft cuffs secured her to the bed, loose enough to allow some movement but tight enough to remind her of their purpose. The restraints were medical-grade, the same ones she'd applied to countless Omegas when they'd entered their heat cycles. Omegas who needed to be bred. Omegas like—

The thought dissolved as a dull throb of need pulsed through her core, interrupting her train of thought. It wasn't the sharp, desperate craving of heat but rather its echo—a reminder of satisfaction recently given and soon to be required again.

Fragments of memory surfaced: hands holding her down, voices murmuring clinical observations, the overwhelming scent of Alpha pheromones, the stretch and fullness as she was mounted, the flood of warmth as she was filled. She remembered begging—not for release but for more. More pressure, more seed, more chances to fulfill the purpose that now seemed etched into her very cells.

The door slid open with a pneumatic hiss. Cambria's eyes, still heavy-lidded, shifted toward the sound. The man who entered wore the white coat and authoritative posture she recognized all too well. Dr. Kaine, head of the Omega Fertility Program. Her superior—or at least, he had been when she still wore a badge instead of a collar.

"Good morning, Subject O-417," he said, the clinical designation rolling off his tongue with practiced ease. There was nothing in his tone to suggest he'd ever called her Nurse Cambria, that they'd shared coffee in the break room just last week, that he'd entrusted her with the care of the clinic's most valuable Omegas.

Dr. Kaine approached the bed, tablet in hand, eyes scanning her body with professional assessment rather than desire. "How are you feeling?" The question was detached, data-gathering rather than concern.

Cambria's throat felt dry, her voice emerging as a rasp. "I'm..." She searched for the right word, finding only contradictions. Satisfied yet empty. Used yet purposeful. Degraded yet elevated. "...confused," she finally admitted.

"That's to be expected." He made a note on his tablet. "The transition is rarely seamless, even when the subject has been prepared as thoroughly as you were."

His words stirred something in her memory—late nights reading files, signing forms she hadn't fully examined, a series of "routine" injections that had left her feeling increasingly warm, increasingly receptive.

Dr. Kaine reached for her wrist, his fingers cool against her pulse point. "Vitals stable," he confirmed, matching the words from her fragmented memories. He set the tablet down and pressed his palm gently against her lower abdomen. The touch sent a current of awareness through her, but it wasn't arousal—it was recognition, her body responding to an Alpha who had claim to her.

"Ovulation confirmed," he continued, seemingly oblivious to her reaction. "The hormone therapy has been remarkably effective. Your body adapted to the protocol more quickly than we anticipated."

Cambria's mind struggled to align this clinical assessment with the fog of pleasure that still lingered in her system. "What happened to me?" The question emerged as barely more than a whisper.

Dr. Kaine's expression softened slightly—professional compassion rather than personal concern. "You've been reclassified, Cambria. Your genetic testing revealed an unusual compatibility profile. When we ran simulations for breeding outcomes, your potential success rate was... exceptional." He spoke with the detached admiration one might use to describe a particularly efficient piece of equipment.

"But I'm a nurse," she said, the words feeling hollow even as she spoke them.

"You were a nurse," he corrected gently. "Now you're something far more valuable. The program needs viable Omegas more than it needs medical staff." His hand remained on her abdomen, a proprietary touch that seemed to emphasize his words. "You've already received your first breeding. Quite successful, by all measures."

The clinical terminology should have disgusted her, but instead, a warm flush of pride spread through her chest. She had been successful. She had pleased them. She had fulfilled the purpose that now seemed more natural than any career ambition.

"You performed exceptionally, Nurse," Dr. Kaine said, the use of her former title clearly intentional—a reminder of what she had been, what she had lost, what she had become.

Cambria felt her eyes grow heavy again, the lingering chemicals in her system making it difficult to maintain her focus. "Do I..." She struggled to form the question, unsure what answer she wanted to hear. "Do I go back? To my apartment, to my job?"

Dr. Kaine's smile was gentle but without mercy. "There's no back," he said simply. "There's only Bay Three. And you're ready for your next cycle."

Bay Three. The words settled in her mind like stones dropping into still water. She knew what Bay Three was—the high-security wing where the most promising Omegas were kept, the ones with the highest success rates, the ones bred continuously rather than only during their natural heat cycles. As a nurse, she had administered the treatments, monitored the vital signs, recorded the breeding outcomes. She had never imagined being on the other side of the clipboard.

"But my life, my things—" she began, a last flicker of resistance.

"Have been dealt with according to protocol," Dr. Kaine finished for her. "The transition team has processed your apartment. Any personal items of significance have been placed in storage. Your financial accounts have been transferred to the program's trust, which will manage them for the duration of your service." He delivered this information with the same tone he might use to explain a simple medical procedure—straightforward, unemotional, final.

Cambria felt something inside her give way—not breaking but yielding, like ice melting under persistent warmth. The rebellion she should have felt seemed distant, irrelevant. Instead, a strange calm settled over her, accompanied by a renewed pulse of need between her thighs.

"How long?" she asked, not specifying whether she meant how long she would be kept in Bay Three, how long until her next breeding, or how long her "service" would last.

"That depends on your continued performance," Dr. Kaine replied, answering all versions of her question at once. He reached for a syringe on the nearby tray, filling it with clear fluid from a vial labeled with a sequence of numbers rather than a name. "This will help prepare your body for the next cycle. The Alpha team will be ready in approximately four hours."

Cambria didn't protest as he swabbed her arm with alcohol and slid the needle into her vein. The liquid entered her bloodstream with a cool sensation that quickly transformed into warmth, spreading through her limbs and settling low in her belly, a precursor to the desire that would soon consume her.

Dr. Kaine disposed of the syringe and made another note on his tablet. "A medical assistant will be in shortly to prepare you. I recommend you rest while you can."

As he turned to leave, Cambria found herself reaching out, her fingers grazing the edge of his coat. "Wait," she said, her voice small but urgent. "Is this... am I..."

He paused, looking back at her with an expression that might have been sympathy if it hadn't been so clinical. "You're exactly where you belong now," he said, the words carrying the weight of scientific certainty. "Your body is already responding to the program more efficiently than we dared hope. Some would consider that a gift."

The door closed behind him with the same pneumatic hiss, leaving Cambria alone with the hum of machines, the scent of her own body, and the growing warmth spreading through her veins. She stared at the ceiling, counting the tiles, feeling the chemicals begin to work on her system—relaxing her muscles, heightening her sensitivity, preparing her for what was to come.

She should have been terrified. She should have been fighting against her restraints, demanding her rights, her freedom, her dignity. Instead, she found herself sinking deeper into the sheets, her body responding to the promise of fulfillment with a readiness that shamed and thrilled her in equal measure.

Bay Three, she thought. Where the most valuable Omegas were kept. Where she had once administered care, and where she would now receive it—a different kind of care, a different kind of purpose.

As the warmth in her veins intensified and spread, Cambria closed her eyes and surrendered to what she had become. Not a nurse, not anymore. Something else. Something needed. Something purposeful.

***

The collar sat against Cambria's throat like a benediction—snug enough to remind her of its presence with every breath, loose enough to allow for the flutter of her pulse beneath the leather. Three weeks had passed since her reclassification, three weeks of cycles and breeding and becoming. She knelt on the padded floor of Bay Three, her posture perfect—back straight, knees spread precisely shoulder-width apart, hands resting palms-up on her thighs. Waiting. Ready. The memory of her former self grew more distant with each Alpha that mounted her, each doctor that examined her, each cycle that reshaped her purpose.

The air in Bay Three carried a peculiar mixture of scents: antiseptic cleaners, the metallic tang of medical equipment, and underneath it all, the lingering musk of Alpha pheromones that never quite dissipated. The space was designed with scientific precision—temperature regulated to optimize fertility, lighting calibrated to influence hormone production, sounds dampened to reduce stress responses. Cambria recognized these design elements from the other side of her existence, when she had been the one adjusting thermostats and dimming lights for the subjects.

Subjects like she was now.

She glanced down at her naked body, noting the subtle changes that three weeks of continuous breeding had wrought. Her breasts had grown fuller, more sensitive. Her hips seemed to have widened slightly, preparing for the purpose she now served. Her skin glowed with a vitality that came from careful nutritional management and the cocktail of hormones that regulated her cycles.

Her badge was gone. The thought came unbidden, a fragment of memory that belonged to someone else. Her security badge with its photo and credentials—Cambria Winters, RN, Level 2 Clearance—had been removed during the initial processing, along with her clothes, her phone, her keys. All the artifacts of her previous existence.

In its place, a soft leather collar was buckled around her throat, tagged with her ID number: O-417. Not a name but a designation. Not a person but a function. The realization should have horrified her, but those emotions belonged to the woman she had been before the treatments, before the first breeding, before she understood what it meant to fulfill her true biological purpose.

She remembered the day they had replaced her badge with the collar. Dr. Kaine had performed the ritual himself, a mark of respect for her former position or perhaps just clinical thoroughness. He had removed her badge first, placing it in a sealed container marked for storage. Then he had lifted the collar, custom-made for her measurements, and placed it around her throat with the same precision he used when applying medical devices.

"This designates you as a high-value breeding subject," he had explained, his voice neutral, educational. "The embedded chip contains all your medical data, fertility metrics, and breeding history. It also tracks your location and vital signs continuously."

She had nodded, her ability to speak temporarily compromised by the lingering effects of the chemical cocktail they had administered to ease her transition. But even then, in those early moments of her reclassification, something inside her had recognized the rightness of the exchange—professional identity for biological purpose, the complex for the primal.

The sound of the door sliding open pulled Cambria from her memories. She kept her eyes lowered as protocol demanded, but she could identify the newcomers by their footsteps—the measured stride of Dr. Kaine, the lighter step of a medical assistant, and the heavier tread of an Alpha. Her body responded to the last with an instant flush of warmth, internal muscles clenching in preparation for their intended use.

"Subject O-417 is prepped and ready," the assistant said, her voice carrying the same professional tone Cambria had once used when presenting patients. "Hormone levels are optimal, cervical position is favorable, and body temperature indicates peak fertility."

Dr. Kaine made a sound of approval. "Excellent. This will be her fourth completed cycle since reclassification. Her response metrics have been exceptional thus far."

They discussed her body as if she weren't present, as if she were a particularly promising experimental subject—which, she supposed, she was. The thought carried no sting, only a strange pride. She was exceptional. She was performing well. She was fulfilling her purpose.

Cambria remained perfectly still as the medical team approached. Dr. Kaine came into her field of vision first, tablet in hand, eyes scanning the data rather than her body.

"How are you feeling today, O-417?" he asked, the question clinical rather than compassionate.

"I feel ready, Doctor," she replied, the words emerging in a voice that sounded both like and unlike her own—the timbre the same but the inflection different, submissive in a way Nurse Cambria would never have allowed herself to be.

"Any discomfort from the previous cycle? Any spotting or unusual discharge?" His questions were routine, identical to those she had asked countless Omegas under her care.

"No, Doctor. My body has recovered completely." The words were hers, but the protocol was the clinic's—established responses to established inquiries, a script that maintained the clinical veneer over what was, at its core, a primal act.

Dr. Kaine nodded, satisfied. "Your adaptation to the program has been remarkably efficient. Your recovery time between cycles continues to decrease while your receptivity metrics increase." He gestured to the Alpha who stood slightly behind him, a man Cambria recognized from previous sessions—tall, broad-shouldered, his presence emanating the confidence of genetic superiority. "Alpha A-089 has been selected for this cycle based on optimal genetic compatibility."

Cambria felt her breath quicken, a Pavlovian response to the Alpha's presence. She had been bred by different Alphas over the past weeks—the program rotated them to ensure genetic diversity—but A-089 had been her first, the one who had claimed her during her initial transition. Her body remembered him in ways her mind could not fully articulate.

The Alpha stepped forward, his gaze assessing her with the clinical detachment that all clinic Alphas were trained to maintain. Despite this, Cambria could sense the undercurrent of dominance that no amount of training could fully suppress. It radiated from him like heat, triggering responses in her body that bypassed conscious thought—increased lubrication, elevated heart rate, subtle changes in her scent that signaled receptivity.

"She's showing excellent preliminary response," the medical assistant noted, monitoring the biometric data streaming from Cambria's collar to her tablet. "Oxytocin and estrogen spiking, cortisol decreasing."

Dr. Kaine made a note. "Proceed with the breeding protocol. Standard documentation requirements apply."

The Alpha moved closer, and Cambria instinctively adjusted her position—arching her back slightly, tilting her hips to present herself optimally. These movements came without conscious thought now, instinct refined by training.

"Begin when ready," Dr. Kaine instructed, stepping back to give the Alpha space while maintaining a position that allowed him to observe the process.

The Alpha's hands were on her then, large and warm against her skin. Despite the clinical setting, despite the observers, despite the medical purpose of the act, his touch triggered a cascade of sensations that threatened to overwhelm her. His fingers traced the curve of her spine, settled on her hips, positioned her with practiced efficiency.

Cambria closed her eyes, surrendering to the process. In the darkness behind her eyelids, she could almost pretend this was something else—something personal, something chosen. But the pretense was unnecessary. She no longer needed to rationalize what was happening to her body. It simply was. Purpose. Function. Duty.

She felt him press against her, his body radiating heat, his scent enveloping her in a cloud of pheromones that made her mouth water and her mind quiet. The first breach of her body drew a soft sound from her throat—not pain but recognition, not resistance but welcome.

"Subject is fully receptive," the assistant noted, her voice seeming to come from very far away. "Cervical position optimal for insemination."

The Alpha established a rhythm, each movement precise, controlled, efficient. This wasn't passion; it was procedure. Yet Cambria's body responded as if it were the most intimate of connections, internal muscles gripping, spine arching, breath coming in small, measured gasps.

As the breeding continued, Cambria found her mind drifting into the peculiar state that had become familiar over the past weeks—a space where thought receded and sensation prevailed, where her former identity seemed like a distant dream and her current purpose became the only reality that mattered.

In this state, she could see her situation with perfect clarity. She had been selected because her body had potential that her mind had never recognized. The clinic had identified in her genetic makeup a compatibility index that marked her as valuable—not as a nurse but as a vessel, a incubator for genetic material that could produce offspring with specific desirable traits.

What these traits were, what purpose the offspring would serve, who would claim them once they were born—these questions belonged to her former self, the one who had worn a badge instead of a collar. The Cambria who knelt on the breeding platform, body yielding to the Alpha's measured thrusts, cared only that she was fulfilling her function effectively.

The Alpha's rhythm intensified, his breathing changing in a way that signaled approaching climax. Cambria responded automatically, her body's internal muscles contracting in patterns designed to maximize the chance of conception. These responses had been enhanced through the hormone treatments, refined through multiple breeding cycles, until they operated with an efficiency that surpassed conscious control.

"Prepare for insemination," Dr. Kaine instructed, his voice clinical yet carrying an undercurrent of satisfaction—the satisfaction of a scientist whose experiment was proceeding according to design.

The Alpha's hands tightened on her hips, pulling her more firmly against him as he reached completion. Cambria felt the pulse of his release, the flood of warmth inside her, and her body responded with a cascade of sensations that weren't quite pleasure in the conventional sense but rather a profound biological satisfaction—the knowledge of a purpose fulfilled, a function completed.

As the Alpha withdrew, medical hands were immediately present—checking her position, ensuring the seed remained properly placed, pressing instruments against her abdomen to measure various metrics that would determine the success probability of this breeding.

"Remain in position for thirty minutes," the assistant instructed, though Cambria already knew the protocol. She had administered it often enough herself, in her previous life.

Dr. Kaine moved into her field of vision again, his expression showing the detached approval of a scientist with promising results. "Your responsiveness continues to exceed expectations," he said, the words carrying the weight of the highest praise available in this new existence. "The program administrator has designated you for continuous cycling for the foreseeable future."

Continuous cycling—the most intensive breeding protocol, reserved for the most promising subjects. Cambria felt a flutter of pride that cut through the hormone-induced haze. She had achieved something significant, even if it wasn't what she had once aspired to.

"Thank you, Doctor," she murmured, the words slightly slurred as her body processed the Alpha's pheromones, the chemical cocktail designed to ensure successful conception.

Dr. Kaine's hand touched her cheek briefly—a gesture that might have been tenderness if it hadn't been so clinical. "You've made a remarkable transition, O-417. Most subjects require extensive reconditioning, but you've adapted with minimal intervention."

She knew she should feel something about this—regret, perhaps, or resistance. But those emotions belonged to someone else, someone who had worn scrubs instead of a collar, who had administered care rather than received it. The woman who knelt on the breeding platform, body full of Alpha seed, felt only a strange serenity, a certainty that transcended her former concerns.

"I want to help," she said, the words emerging from some deep place within her, a truth that had perhaps always been present beneath the layers of education and professional identity. "Breed me. I want to help."

Dr. Kaine's smile carried the satisfaction of a hypothesis confirmed. "And you will. The clinic's new Omega is eager, obedient, and full of promise." He stepped back, making a final note on his tablet. "Rest now. Your next cycle begins in eight hours."

As the medical team departed, leaving her kneeling in the position required for optimal conception, Cambria closed her eyes and surrendered to the chemical warmth spreading through her system. Her badge was gone, replaced by a collar that felt increasingly like it had always belonged there. Her name was fading, replaced by a designation that defined her purpose with perfect precision.

O-417. The clinic's most reliable subject. A vessel for genetic potential. A body fulfilling its highest function.

In the quiet of Bay Three, with the Alpha's seed working its purpose inside her, Cambria realized that she had finally found what so many search for and never discover: absolute certainty about her place in the world.
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Until next time!




All my love xx
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