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Chapter 1

Lyra’s body was slick with heat, the medical table under her thighs already soaked before the restraints even clicked into place. She was supposed to be sedated for observation—just monitoring, no insertion, no exposure. But her suppressant had failed, and now she was trembling, strapped into a chrome transport gurney, her cunt weeping with every lurch of the wheels. She heard hushed voices, clinic techs muttering about “response spikes” and “peak-phase onset.” Her limbs twitched with the urge to grind down. A cold male voice confirmed her name. The transport bay doors opened, revealing a theater-sized glass observation wall—and three white-coated Alphas waiting at the center platform.

Her skin glistened in the overhead lights, heat rolling off her in thick waves. Already, she could feel her thoughts blurring, slipping into something primal and base. The metal restraints locked around her wrists, and she jerked, futilely, as another flash of molten need shot through her belly. It wasn’t supposed to happen like this. This time it was only supposed to be monitoring, charting her hormone levels, keeping a sterile distance. But they had taken her into the prep room, started the sedative drip, and the heat had hit too fast, rising like a tidal surge through her blood, leaving her gasping, open-mouthed, around a cry that could have been anguish or desire.

“They’re strapping her in already.”

A voice, somewhere above her, clinical and male, drifted into the fog of her arousal. She was exposed, completely, obscenely, the medical gown pulled open and her thighs spread wide. Already the table was slippery beneath her, soaked with her own uncontainable slick. They hadn’t bothered with the sedative after the initial dose. Not worth it, she’d heard them say, after they’d pulled the IV from her arm and taken her, already shuddering with the need to be filled, to the transport bay. The straps were soft around her wrists and ankles. Padded. Designed to hold an Omega in heat.

“You seeing this? Response spike’s off the chart.”

A second voice, now, a new tech coming to look, and she fought to keep her thoughts ordered. Off the chart. That’s what they wanted, she knew, to push her body beyond its natural limits, to drag her to the edges of what any Omega could stand. The last trial had been close, close enough to wreck her for a week, but she’d resisted in the end. Denied them what they wanted. This time they weren’t even supposed to try, but now she could feel it coming, the need, unbearable and building with every breath. Another shiver went through her, her body betraying her, and she squirmed against the gurney as a new tide of slickness dripped from her cunt.

It wasn’t supposed to be like this.

They told her only monitoring, she’d agreed to the terms, to three days in isolation with no exposure, no insertion, no contact beyond the restraints, and when she’d asked for that much assurance they’d smirked, they’d known, her so well-conditioned by the prior sessions that she didn’t even trust their word anymore. A trial of stamina and hormone responses, pure observation, pure science. Until the suppressant had failed and they’d found her gasping on the table, half gone already from the strength of the heat, too far gone to care as they’d strapped her to the gurney, pulled the IV and pushed her into the hallway, muttering among themselves.

“Was she pre-dosed?”

“She’ll hold through induction, you think?”

Their voices as they looked her over. Cool, clinical, detached. They were betting, she knew, how long she’d last. The knowledge cut through the fog, through the pulse of want and longing, and she thrashed, once, a full-bodied effort to break free, to run. To find some way to push through the haze and fight them. The restraints gave softly, enough to chafe, and she let out a choked whimper, her body flushed and heavy with hormones. One of them came near, a lab-coated blur over her shoulder, and she strained up, hoping for what she couldn’t even name. Contact. Insertion. The pressure of a body over hers, a cock pushing deep enough to fill the ache. He snorted, moving out of her line of sight, and the hope dissolved back into heat.

A shuddering exhale, her own voice low in her throat. Her cunt was hot and empty, desperate to be fucked. Her hips jerked, an involuntary motion, and she knew how she looked to them, knew they’d recorded it in her file—"Intense response under low-stimulus conditions." And she couldn’t stop it, couldn’t stop herself from twisting against the straps as they pushed her through the clinic, further into heat with every turn of the wheels.

“Lyra Ellis, Omega 6.14.” The cold male voice from the end of the hallway, confirming her identity, her designation, and she managed to crack her eyes open, to blink against the too-bright lights of the facility. Two, maybe three floors of glass-walled labs, med-techs peering over railings at her writhing, splayed body. They must have put a notice out, to watch. To observe her condition. She ground her teeth against a surge of want, of humiliation, but it was too much. Too far gone already. The urge to push her hips up, to beg for friction, for anything, anything to fill her and force her over the edge. She let her head fall back, her thighs widening as the pressure built. Slick heat rolled down her skin.

“Omega 6.14, initiated heat phase. Prep transport bay two.”

A voice over intercom, the announcement echoing off chrome and glass, and she felt the gurney pivot, turn toward the labs. This was all part of it. She knew their methods, knew the trickery of their clinical calm, and still, the sheer insistence of her body rising to meet the challenge, to fuck and breed and knot, overriding the plan to resist. A new gush between her legs as they pushed her down the final hallway, and she bucked against the padded restraints, gasping at the thickness of Alpha-scent in the air. Her pulse beat hard in her throat, an insistent demand, and the sound of her own whimpers rang in her ears.

They hadn’t stopped to check the straps. They must know already, know she couldn’t hold out, not this time, and she heard their voices, far-off, under water. Floating.

“Numbers?”

“Six-fourteen.” The slick of marker on paper, the hushed tones of them writing their notes, taking bets.

“Beta spike at eight. Give her twenty minutes. Maybe.”

She wanted to scream at them, wanted to grind down against the gurney until she came. Wanted to give up. Instead she bit down on her own lip, pulling her arms hard against the cuffs, hoping for pain to cut through the throb and pulse of need. Her legs twitched, and she pressed her knees together as much as the restraints would allow, straining for some friction, anything, and she was crying out in low, breathless pants when the door at the end of the hallway finally opened.

The observation bay was massive, cavernous, bigger than the last. They must have anticipated her. Anticipated this. The doors locked with a hiss of pneumatic release, and the scent of Alpha was strong enough, raw enough, that she thought she might come from the smell alone. Lyra was sure she could feel eyes on her from all sides. Her gurney jerked forward, one last hard push, and her hips moved in reflex, riding out the surge of pleasure that the motion brought, her thighs slick and shiny under the lights. Time slowed as she was rolled through the final stretch, her pulse in her ears louder than any other sound. Louder than the click of her own restraints as they locked her into the center of the room, louder than the echoing footsteps of the techs as they left. Louder than the soft thud of three Alphas stepping onto the platform behind her.

Three of them, as she’d guessed. Waiting.

***

The lights above were surgical-grade, cruel and unblinking. Lyra blinked against them as she was hoisted upright into the metal restraint frame, her arms drawn overhead in soft cuffs, legs held open by adjustable thigh braces. Behind the glass wall, students scribbled notes. A clinical voice on the intercom announced: “Omega 6.14. Commencing Trial Breeding Protocol 3. All stimulation methods authorized under ethical clause 2-C.” She squirmed, but the leather held firm. Her pussy dripped freely. A red LED activated on the ceiling—recording initiated. The room stank of Alpha, of sterile threat, of sex not yet begun.

A hollow click echoed in the room as the gurney connected to the metal frame. She was held upright now, wet and writhing, more aware than ever of her body’s desperate state. Her hair clung damp to her forehead. They hadn’t even bothered to gown her properly, the flimsy fabric pulled aside and tucked into the frame to leave her bare, on display, obscenely open. The floor seemed far below, swimming in and out of focus, and she fought to keep her head clear, to cling to something beyond the bright pulse of heat in her veins. Her eyes watered in the lights, and she struggled to blink them into focus. Her legs were strapped in adjustable braces, holding her thighs wide apart. Her own slickness coated her skin, a sheen of need over every inch of her body.

“Protocol 3. They’re really going for it.”

A female voice, somewhere behind the glass, and she wanted to spit at them, wanted to scream. How far would they push her this time? They must have decided on the protocol before the trial, decided that even under suppressant, even heavily dosed, this is how far it would take. How far she would go. The truth of it, the knowledge, made her sick and wild. This wasn’t an opportunity. It was a punishment. An Alpha-scented consequence for her defiance, and her body betrayed her, responding just to the thought of it. A ripple of arousal from her belly to her throat. Wetness gushed from her cunt, thick and slick and unending.

She was aware, distantly, of people watching her. She’d thought the glass wall was only an observation mirror until they’d strapped her in, until she’d blinked past the harsh brightness and seen them there, crowded together on the other side, heads bent over notepads. They were going to document every second of it, every response, and she had a sudden, terrifying vision of the Alphas breeding her while the students watched, of herself begging, unhinged and shameless, while they took their notes. She couldn’t see their faces from here, not through the fog of her own unrestrained heat, but they were there. Alphas, Betas, some so new they couldn’t even knot, all of them gathered for the sole purpose of watching her come apart.

“High baseline indicators. Extreme range,” one of them said.

Another responded, but her attention was scattered, blurry and disoriented, and she couldn’t pick out the words. There was a clatter and shuffle as more of them moved to the front, and the sounds—soft voices, quiet steps, the scratch of pens on paper—filtered into the echoing room as she blinked against the too-harsh lights and squirmed against the cuffs. Her breathing was loud in her ears, a shallow and frantic panting, and it was all she could do not to pull at the restraints until her wrists bled. A fresh gush of wetness, soaking her thighs, dripping to the floor below. They were going to record all of it.

“Omega 6.14. Commencing Trial Breeding Protocol 3.”

The voice came from all around, crisp and mechanical, and Lyra almost choked on the breath she was taking. Almost lost herself right there, overwhelmed by the sterile detachment, the fact of it all, the undeniable certainty. It was too much. Too fucking much.

“All stimulation methods authorized under ethical clause 2-C.”

And they meant it. She was sure of that. A memory rose to the surface, sharp and taunting, of herself on her knees in the same facility two months before, eyes blindfolded and mouth stuffed with a knot, begging to be taken and filled, and the Alphas watching, testing her limits, pulling back every time she got close. Testing to see how far she could stretch, how much she could take. Now there was no question. No holding back. They were going to push her to the breaking point, this time, until she couldn’t do anything but give in.

Lyra pulled against the straps, against the restraints, but it was useless. She could barely move, could do nothing but strain up against the leather in a motion that only exposed her further, made her more vulnerable, more of what they wanted her to be. Her arms above her head, useless and aching with the need to touch, to clutch, to pull something—anything—closer. To make contact. Her own slick smeared between her knees and the frame. She twisted against it, gasping for breath, her pulse hammering in time with the announcement as it echoed once, then again.

The LED on the ceiling flashed red. Recording had started.

She bit her own lip against a sob, hard enough to taste blood. The Alpha scent in the room was stifling, already making her light-headed, already pushing her closer to the edge, and she was afraid of what would happen if they left her like this. She remembered the last trial too clearly, the feverish state they’d pulled her out of, so far gone into heat that she couldn’t even talk, her throat too raw from crying out for them, begging. Her cunt too bruised from the way she’d strained against the restraints, from her own desperate motions. They’d put her in the medical ward for a week before they’d bothered to collect the samples. Now there was no blindfold. No muffling. The intensity of it, the total sensory onslaught, already had her teetering on the brink.

More movement behind the glass. They hadn’t gone yet, hadn’t sent the Alphas in, and she could picture the scene clearly despite the fog. Two dozen of them at least, making wagers, speculating on her endurance. Trying to determine when she’d lose the ability to form words, to form coherent thoughts. Their voices filtered through, some on the verge of laughter.

“Full induction in thirty. Record time.”

Her thighs tensed against the soft cuffs, and she threw her head back, a whimper escaping her lips as the need built again, flooding through her. It wasn’t supposed to be like this. None of it was supposed to happen. If they’d kept their word, kept her dosed and monitored and isolated, she could have come out unbroken. She would have shown them. It wasn’t supposed to happen. But it was happening, it was real, and it was inevitable. Her breath came in short, uneven gasps as she imagined it. As her body betrayed her with its own response. An arcing pulse, heat after heat after heat. No suppressant. No sedative. No blindfold. A constant fucking, recorded in its entirety, for hours or for days, until they broke her and remade her into something else. Into their compliant Omega.

“Wishful thinking. Sixty, minimum.”

The lights made halos around everything, her own vision swimming with the raw ache of need. She had no sense of time, no sense of anything except the pulse of blood in her veins and the way her hips jerked up against nothing, desperate to find some kind of contact, something to ease the building heat. Her skin glistened, flushed and sticky and soaked with sweat and need. It didn’t matter if she screamed, if she pleaded, if she came undone. All that mattered to them was the data.

She gasped, loud enough for them to hear it on the other side, and this time the voice was male. Certain.

“Full induction. Thirty.”

And maybe that’s what she wanted, what she really needed. To be pushed so far she didn’t have to think, didn’t have to remember, didn’t have to feel like she’d lost because she wouldn’t know the difference anymore. They were silent, now, watching, and she was close, so close already to what they wanted. Already shaking.

Another surge of slickness from her cunt, her body seizing up with the intensity of it, and she wondered if the Alphas were going to make her beg before they even came in.

***

The first Alpha stepped forward. His name tag read Dominic—clean-shaven, analytical, unimpressed. He pulled on a pair of gloves without looking at her, nodding toward her spread thighs. “Standard dilation check,” he said for the audience. Lyra flinched as his fingers slipped inside her with no warning, no warmth. She gasped. “Responsive,” he noted flatly. The second Alpha, Ash, grinned and leaned in to watch. “That pussy’s practically begging for a knot already,” he murmured loud enough for the gallery to hear. The third Alpha, Kai, stood silent—his eyes locked to hers. Lyra tried to breathe past the panic, but the scent in the room was getting stronger, and her cunt wouldn’t stop leaking.

Her arms jerked in the restraints, a reflexive pull that exposed her even further. Dominic’s fingers moved with clinical detachment, stretching and filling her without so much as a glance at her flushed, contorted face. He turned his head slightly, speaking over his shoulder as she strained against the cuffs.

“Peak-phase onset.” Another twist of his wrist, cool and methodical. “Tracking thirty percent higher than initial baseline.”

Lyra’s mouth opened in a choked whimper, and she thrashed again, trying to escape the indifference of his touch. Ash chuckled, crouching to watch the movement of Dominic’s fingers as they pushed inside her. He was scruffy and rangy, hair tousled, and his grin was all too familiar. It made her shudder with the memory of how he’d smiled like that last time, when she was on her knees for him and too far gone to speak.

“I give it an hour,” Ash said, as if she wasn’t there. “You?”

Lyra shook her head, trying to ignore them, trying to ignore the spreading warmth that pooled in her belly with every motion of Dominic’s hand. She wanted to tell them no, no, she wouldn’t break this time, but all that came out was a strangled gasp, a sharp intake of breath as her cunt clamped down on Dominic’s fingers, as if begging to be filled. Begging to be knotted. Ash laughed again, and Kai, the third Alpha, stepped closer.

He was different from the others. Lean, smooth, detached. Dark hair cropped short, eyes sharp and unreadable as they locked on hers. His hands were shoved deep into the pockets of his lab coat, and he didn’t seem interested in taking them out anytime soon. She watched him, desperate, as if by sheer will she could pull him in. She couldn’t tell if his silence was a challenge or a threat.

“A lot more than an hour,” Dominic said, finally glancing down at her. At last he withdrew his hand, and she let out a ragged, involuntary sound at the loss. The rush of empty need almost unbearable.

“Still betting against me?” Ash said.

Lyra’s skin flushed dark with humiliation, with heat, and with a dangerous flicker of hope. Maybe that’s what they’d do this time, let them fight over her until it drove her so far out of her mind that she wouldn’t care anymore, wouldn’t care if they all came in her at once, if they all knotted her at the same time, the pressure so intense that she’d explode from it. Her arms tensed in the cuffs, and her pulse quickened. Already she was that close, already gasping with every breath, and the words were out before she could stop them. “Please,” she panted, eyes locked to Kai’s, the other two a blur. “Please.”

The Alphas paused, surprised by the speed of her desperation, and Ash let out a low whistle. Dominic put a hand to her abdomen, almost a gentle touch, before jamming two, then three fingers back inside her, pressing up and forward. Lyra jerked, nearly convulsing at the sensation.

“Heightened elasticity,” he said. “Softening cervix.”

She thrashed, hips twisting, thighs shaking, but he just kept pushing. Pushing and stretching and working her closer, without care, without concern, and the others watched while she trembled against the frame.

“Insufficient dilation for knot insertion,” Dominic announced, slipping his fingers free again. This time her cry was a wounded, frantic thing.

“Yet,” Ash said. He stood back up, smirking. His eyes flicked to the LED on the ceiling.

“Did you see her buck on those fingers? It’ll be fucking legendary.”

Her face burned, but the ache was spreading, reaching, too much to ignore. The Alpha scent was so strong now she could feel it in her lungs, could taste it in the back of her throat. Her vision swam as Ash moved behind her, his hands quick at the waistband of his pants. She couldn’t see him, but she heard the zipper, the anticipation in his breath.

“Think you’ll last longer this time?” he said, pulling her closer, wrapping an arm around her waist and hauling her ass back against his cock.

Lyra cried out as he ground against her, low and needy and beyond any semblance of control. Her cunt was swollen, twitching, soaked with the slick that dripped down her legs. She tried to push herself up, to take him inside, but Dominic had locked the frame at an angle that held her in place, and she could only strain against the thigh braces, her mouth open, ready to beg again. Ready to give them exactly what they wanted.

“She won’t last an hour,” Dominic said, pulling off the gloves.

“We could have a repeat of last time,” Ash suggested, glancing at Kai. “You want in, or are you too good to get your hands dirty?”

The third Alpha was unreadable. Detached, his eyes still locked to hers, and the shock of it, of being seen so completely, made her twitch against Ash’s body. Made her cunt clench in reflexive need. He gave a minute shake of his head.

“I’ll wait.”

His voice was cool and calm, a stark contrast to the near-panic of her pulse, the ragged hitch of her breathing. She was leaking everywhere, throbbing with the pressure of not being filled, of being forced to wait while the Alphas talked and watched and took their fucking time. It wasn’t supposed to happen like this, wasn’t supposed to happen at all, and it was happening, real and fast and undeniable.

Lyra twisted against Ash, wild, and Dominic stepped back to the edge of the room, watching with arms crossed over his chest. Watching her fail. Watching her give in, already panting, her own need louder than anything else. Louder than the other Alphas’ laughter as they left her with Kai, blindfolded and soaked and locked to the frame for a full day after the last trial, unbred and shivering and on the verge of breaking. They were watching now, sure of the outcome, sure of the inevitable, and she knew what it looked like. She knew how this would end.

“Fuck,” Ash said. “Take a look at that pussy.”

But Kai just watched, keeping his distance, and the intensity of it, the awareness, made her breath catch in her throat. She couldn’t tell if he was waiting until she was wrecked enough to forget how long it had taken, how long they’d made her endure, or if he really meant to hold out until the very end. Until she was ruined and unconscious, and they needed him to wake her up and start again. A new flood between her legs, wet and shiny on the metal frame. Her hips jerked up in instinctive, useless motion.

“You sure?” Ash said, squeezing her hips, dragging his cock over her swollen clit. “’Cause once I’m in, you’re not getting a turn.”

But Kai stayed still, arms folded, calculating, and she was losing focus, losing her own thoughts to the frenzy.

“Let’s see what you can do, then,” Ash said. He pushed her forward into Dominic’s waiting arms, the others’ voices muffled by the thickness of her heat. By the low, pulsing haze that filled the room.

Her vision blurred, and she was too far gone, too close to care. Too close to do anything but shake, and it didn’t matter which of them got there first, as long as they fucking did. Her cunt throbbed, empty and hot and hungry. Ash let out a groan as he slammed into her, raw and unyielding, and she felt the sound, low and electric, all the way to her bones. The sound of an Omega giving in, giving up, and being bred.


Chapter 2

Dominic peeled off his gloves and replaced them with a condom already slicked in lube. “Standard penetration. Slow depth progression. Verbal response tracking.” His voice was calm, surgical. Lyra whimpered in her restraints, thighs trembling in their metal brackets as he aligned himself and pushed inside with controlled force. He didn’t look at her, didn’t react to her moan—only murmured for the gallery: “Initial resistance minimal. She’s ready.” Her cunt stretched around him, greedy and desperate, and the obscene squelch of her slick echoed against the tiles. Kai adjusted the frame so her hips tilted higher. Dominic fucked her slowly, methodically, noting each tremble, each leak, as if she were a lab experiment—not a girl about to come in front of a classroom.

The room felt stark, sterile. White tiles gleamed under the lights, bright enough to burn through her eyelids when she squeezed them shut, trying to breathe through the first deep thrust. Lyra was exposed, every inch of skin stretched and slicked for them to see. The observation deck rose above her, silent, the silhouettes of her audience peering down, waiting for her to break. She moaned, unable to help it, and Dominic's voice sounded over her, cool and composed.

"Increase in lubrication," he noted, and didn’t so much as flinch when she clenched around him. He pulled back, set his hips, and drove in again with unbearable slowness. "Keeping steady," he announced. "Ready to come on my cock." She caught a glimpse of him through the blur of her lashes, saw the sharp focus in his eyes, the attention he paid to everything except her face.

He picked up his pace, a subtle shift from measured to demanding. She could feel herself tightening, flooding, heat twisting low and needy. Her knees trembled in their braces, and she turned her head, burying a gasp against her shoulder. Wet sounds filled the space around them, mingling with the click of metal, the faint scratch of pens as his clinical assessments cut through her moans. It wasn't supposed to be like this. She wasn't supposed to want it. To need it. But the obscene drag of him made her head spin.

“Significant response to initial entry,” Dominic said, voice unwavering, like the hammer of his hips wasn’t setting her on fire. Lyra's world narrowed to the electric burn where they were joined, to the way her cunt ached around him. The rest of the room felt distant, abstract—the detached presence of the gallery, the specter of the observation camera recording her body. It all blurred as Dominic tilted her back with steady, impersonal force.

"Fuck," she panted, breath hitching on a sob, and the click of the intercom barely registered as someone from the observation deck responded with static-filled encouragement. "Push her limits, Dominic," they said. "Make her work for it."

He moved as if he hadn't heard, continuing his relentless, measured pace. Another snap of his hips, and Lyra's moan turned ragged, desperate. The restraints at her wrists bit into her skin as she bucked up, trying to keep him as deep as possible. Trying to come, because that's what they wanted from her. What she needed to give. The sound of her cunt around him was obscene, echoing wetly through the tiled room.

"Very strong initial reaction," Dominic repeated, still impassive, still pretending the squelch of her was just another lab result. But she felt the shift in his rhythm, the slow build as he fucked her. It made her dizzy, wild. The shudder in her muscles, the leak down her thighs—all of it documented, charted, precise.

Lyra was sure she couldn't take much more. The lights above her glared in her eyes, burned white hot in her skull. She didn't want to see. Didn't want to feel the weight of their stares, the intensity of Dominic's measurements as he tracked each thrust inside her. "Deep," she heard herself sob, the sound not quite human, more like a scream.

She didn’t know how much longer she could hold out. Her whole body was shaking, sweat-slick and straining, the pulse of him relentless. Her vision blurred, white-hot and dizzy, with the lights and the pace and the awareness that all of them—all of them—were watching. She was so close, she could feel the edge of it, the sharp plunge into pleasure as her body seized and shuddered under the force of the test. So close. Almost. Almost there.

***

Ash didn’t wait for clearance. “Let me show you how to really test her limits.” He shoved Dominic aside, unbuckled his pants, and mounted her in one movement. His cock was bare, thick, already leaking, and he didn’t bother with easing in. Lyra screamed as he drove deep, the wet clap of skin on skin obscenely loud in the recording audio. “Fucking slippery little test subject,” Ash growled, one hand wrapped around her throat, not choking but firm—controlling. The gallery gasped. Lyra’s eyes rolled back as he slammed into her, brutal and fast, the kind of rut meant to humiliate, not soothe. He pulled out just before knotting, spraying slick heat across her belly. “She’s not worth tying,” he smirked. “Yet.”

There was a moment of silence, shocked and thick, before her scream echoed through the room again. Ash set a brutal pace, hips snapping with raw aggression, every thrust designed to break her. She could feel the impact deep in her spine, shaking through her restraints, pushing her hard toward the kind of climax that had nothing to do with tests or data points. Her scream became a choked gasp as he tightened his grip on her throat. He didn’t let up. Didn't slow. His body crashed into hers, bare cock pounding slick and ruthless into her cunt.

"You ready to come like a slut, Lyra?" His voice was loud, taunting, echoing in her skull as the rest of the room faded away. She was beyond thought, beyond everything except the sheer force of his assault and the humiliation of her own response. Each stroke was a hard slap of skin on skin, a reminder that this wasn’t about her, wasn’t about any experiment. It was about showing her who was in control.

"She's gonna flood," someone said, excitement spilling over the observation deck. Ash gave a dark, triumphant laugh, tightening his hold on her throat, still not choking, just making sure she knew who had the power. It wasn't her. Not anymore.

"Look at that," he panted, driving deeper, faster, relentless. "Like she can't get enough." Her vision blurred, lights hot and burning white above her, muscles burning with strain and overstimulation. She was slipping, breaking apart with the messy, feral urge to come, to give them all what they wanted, what she couldn't hold back any longer.

It was happening so fast. The squelch of her was loud, so loud, filling the audio with raw, unfiltered sounds of her cunt taking every inch. The metal frame shuddered as she arched and twisted under him, trying to get closer, trying to survive the way he fucked her. Her voice rose and broke, a desperate whine of need, and she barely heard the gallery as they cheered him on, told him to ruin her.

"Not worth the trouble," Ash said, rough and dismissive, but he didn’t stop. He pistoned his hips, all focus and heat and dominance. Lyra thrashed, couldn't stop herself, couldn't stop anything, riding the edge of a huge, helpless orgasm that threatened to drag her under. The air felt heavy and too hot, the lights too bright, everything closing in. Her body clenched, ready to break, and the more she tried to hold on, the more she lost herself to it.

He shifted his grip, palmed her breast, flicked his thumb over the tight nipple with a knowing smirk. That was it. That was all it took. Her cunt seized around him, hot and sucking and wet as she screamed, coming so hard she thought she might black out. He felt her pulse through her whole body, and the sudden intensity pulled a ragged groan from him.

He yanked out just before knotting, shooting his release in long stripes across her heaving stomach. "Fuck," he muttered, more pleased than she’d ever heard, his breath catching in quick bursts. "Didn't think you'd get there." He grinned, sharp and smug, then tucked himself back in his pants and stepped away, leaving her shaking and soaked, his slick heat cooling on her skin.

Lyra was still gasping, still trying to catch up to her own need, to the humiliating emptiness of being left unclaimed. "She's not worth tying," Ash said, loud enough for the whole room to hear. "Yet." He watched her fight for control, every tremble and twitch on display. The way her eyes fluttered, the way she swallowed against the hand-shaped marks on her throat. "Go again," he said, like he was giving an order, daring someone to follow.

***

Kai approached without comment, but something shifted. He didn’t reach for his cock. He reached for her throat, but not to grip it—just to rest his palm there, feeling her pulse hammering against his skin. “Breathe,” he said, low. His scent was different: dry spice and steel. It washed over her in waves. Lyra moaned like it was touch. Her nipples tightened. Her thighs trembled. “She’s… matching,” someone whispered from the observation deck. Kai leaned in, inhaled at her throat, then tilted his head and dragged his jaw against the curve of her neck—scent-marking her. Lyra’s body jolted, back arching hard in the harness, cunt gushing a fresh stream of slick across her thighs. She cried out, lost in it. The lights above her flickered.

Her heart was still racing from Ash's rough fucking, skin tacky with his cooling release, but Kai’s presence changed everything. It was palpable, thick in the air. She barely registered the switch in partners before his scent swept through her, stronger than anything she'd ever known. The grip on her throat was firm, commanding. The sensation of it mixed with his scent, an assault that was raw and physical, pushing her toward a different kind of limit.

She felt her world shift again, felt her response coil tight and immediate in her gut. There was no pretense, no buildup, just the shocking connection of her body to his presence. Her moan was helpless, thick with surprise. With need. Lyra's head spun, thoughts shattered, replaced with an overwhelming desire to be claimed.

Kai exhaled slowly, and the heat of it dragged her skin into a fevered flush. “Fuck, that’s hot,” someone said, astonished. Lyra’s pulse raced under Kai's palm, her muscles clenching, contracting with shameful speed. Her body went soft, then hard, slicking her thighs in open surrender. She throbbed, wet and wanting, confused by the intensity, by how badly she craved it.

She whimpered, almost more than she could take. “Never seen anything like that,” came the shocked murmur from above, the observation deck captured by the scene. He hadn't even touched her, not really, but she was desperate, helpless, breaking apart with the desire to come again. Her skin felt like it was buzzing, feverish with the need to be filled. The need to be taken.

Lyra strained toward Kai, felt his warm breath and pheromones slip over her. It was like being touched everywhere at once. Like losing control. She'd never felt so close to the edge, so pushed, so willing to fall. Her mouth opened, a silent cry on her lips, then his scent deepened, took on a metallic sharpness.

That was all it took. Her world shattered, shrank to the press of his palm, the air dense with the impact of his attention. “Fuck,” she gasped, back bowing in the harness, the curve of her spine matching the intensity of his gaze. His scent branded her, obliterated thought, twisted through her until her voice rose high and urgent, pleading and wet.

His exhale skimmed her throat, and the sound she made was almost a scream, sharp and shocked and shattered. She shouldn't have been able to come again. Not like this. Not without him inside her. Not this huge, not this soon, but her body ignored the impossibility. Ignored everything except the raw instinct that said this was a bond, and she needed it. Needed him.

Her scream filled the room, and Kai shifted again, slow and sure. She thought she was already lost, but his jaw grazed the line of her neck, rough and warm and deliberate, and the contact pushed her past what she thought was possible. Pushed her into an even bigger climax, a brutal wash of sensation, body shaking uncontrollably with the strength of it.

Lights flickered as her world closed in, edged with black and breathless heat. Her pulse pounded in her ears, every throb magnified, every slick, helpless twitch proof that this was different, that he’d pushed her too far, that she was spent. Too much, too much, but her cunt was greedy, overflowing, her body too far gone to stop. She was out of control, raw and exposed, and her scream stretched into silence. The silence stretched into darkness.

It felt like forever and no time at all before her senses returned. The lights were dimmer, Kai still a sharp, steady presence in front of her. He held her, watched her, thumb brushing the delicate skin of her throat as the world came back into focus. She saw his jaw tense, felt him linger on her skin. The room around them hummed with anticipation. It was warm and thick and dangerous.

“Holy shit,” someone whispered from above, almost afraid. Lyra lay panting, weak, completely open and slicked with need. The heat of his attention made her dizzy, drunk with it. She tried to find herself, tried to come back from the impossible edge he’d thrown her over, but everything was Kai, Kai, Kai. The metal brackets kept her hips lifted and tilted, her cunt shiny and spread, her response so ready she could taste it.

It would be so easy. So easy to push her again, and again, and again. She shivered at the thought, at how powerless she was to resist him, to resist any of them. He didn’t move. Just stayed close, eyes fixed on her as the world closed in around them, as the air swirled with pheromones. It was too much, too close, too dangerous. She watched him, shaking, until everything went dark.


Chapter 3

Lyra's body bucked in the harness as Kai's scent finally tipped her over the edge. Her cunt convulsed, spasming with a high-pitched cry that cracked through the trial room's acoustic panels. Her thighs trembled against the metal restraints, and every breath became a moan. Kai stayed still—cock out, scent pressed into her neck—his eyes locked on hers. That’s when it happened. Her cunt clenched empty, begging, and her body tilted forward into his scent, a full bond response firing before any knot had even entered her. The air turned electric. The observation tier rippled—dozens of Alpha trainees scenting the change, some snarling, some visibly hardening. One banged on the glass. A second growled. “Bond alert,” came the intercom. “Seal Room Theta. Protocol lockdown engaged.”

Lyra’s head snapped back as a second orgasm tore through her, uncontained, uncaring. She was drenched with the scent of Alpha and lust, her legs flexing in her restraints. Kai loomed over her, and still, he didn’t thrust, didn’t knot, letting her own instinct and desire drive her to madness. Her eyes rolled, barely able to focus on him, mouth open, half-scream, half-sob. “Fuck—please—” she cried out, each plea turning into a sound she couldn’t control. Her cunt contracted again, her body quaking, arching for him. “Seal Room Theta,” blared the intercom. The voice was tense. Urgent. Lyra heard it, heard the low snarl of the Alphas behind the glass, but everything was distant, smothered by the pulsing need to be filled, completed.

Kai leaned in, inhaled, and Lyra's world exploded with heat and wetness. Her bond response raged through her like a fever. “Unbelievable,” one of the trainees shouted. The voice was raw with jealousy. Raw with want. Another crashed against the glass, eyes wide with shock, already scenting blood, marking territory in a space he couldn't reach. Another voice: “Let me have her.” It was half-growl, half-demand, stripped down to its primal edges. She barely saw them, barely saw anything except the desire on Kai's face and the fog of pure, uncut Alpha that wrapped around her, pressed into her lungs, turned her desperate and incoherent. Her body rocked in the harness. She was so fucking wet it felt like she was leaking slick from every pore.

“Seal Room Theta,” the intercom said again, this time breaking with static as Kai crushed her with his scent, as her own desperate need pushed all reason aside. Her hips bucked into empty space. Her whole body was one tight knot of want. Another howl from behind the glass. More fists. A voice, desperate, needy, feral. “Bond alert. Alert. Alert.” The indifference of the mechanical repetition only fueled the frenzy. Alpha pheromones choked the air as if all of them could push through the barrier with sheer will, breach the safety glass, destroy each other for the chance to take her. And then Kai grabbed her hips, filled his hands with them, and she came apart like a flood, heat and want spilling everywhere, pooling on the concrete floor in rivulets of pure need.

Another loud clang against the glass. Trainees beyond containment. Desperate. Violent. Already claiming her in their minds, knotting her. Already imagining Kai's body torn apart so they could take his place. The fury and lust and frustration bounced back in waves, amplifying, multiplying, turning the moment from shock to rage to competition. A face smashed against the glass, eyes wide, mouth baring teeth. Lyra screamed as she climaxed again, headless of anything but the overwhelming slickness of her body and the restraints that dug into her skin. One of them tried to push his cock through the small opening, huge and red and dripping. He didn't care that it would never fit, didn't care that there were fifty others with the same idea. Another tried, eyes dark with the need to break everything that separated them.

Behind them, a suited figure looked disapproving. Cold. Yet even he couldn't tear himself away. Lyra's voice echoed raw and vulnerable, over the din. “Yes! Yes! Yes!” she moaned. Nothing else existed except her and the fire of Alphas in heat. Except the roaring chaos on the other side of the glass, and the way she couldn't stop crying out, as if the sound of her desperation would be enough to fill her. The glass quivered, pulsed, as they hurled their bodies against it, unfazed by the bruise and crash of bone on metal. Two of them fought, blood and spit on the ground, each trying to shove the other aside. A feral snarl as one bit the other, sending him crashing to the floor, oblivious to the injury, up again in seconds. There was no holding back. Only the blunt need to take. Only the brutal scent of open competition.

A whole tier of spectators, bloodied and raw. The suits shouted orders. Faceless voices, trying to bring discipline, trying to reassert control. But even the faculty couldn't tear their eyes from Lyra. From the slick that streamed down her legs and dripped on the floor, already smelling of Alpha, already calling to them like a siren. She could feel the hunger even through the sealed glass, pressing in on her, overwhelming, feral. An overload of uncontained desire, pure and untamed. Someone in authority barked orders. Even his voice strained against its own limitations, the tightness of his commands barely able to leash the want inside. “Restraint,” someone said, but no one listened. Her name was the only sound that broke through. “Lyra,” she heard, all resonance and hunger. “Lyra. Lyra.” Her vision went black as her body crashed again, as the lights dimmed, as she was once more undone.

The Alpha energy soaked the room. Kai and Lyra in a private world of shattering need and an audience that tore at itself, frantic and uncontrollable. Lyra's voice shattered every attempt at calm, made it clear that no protocol would contain what was happening. She came until her cries broke to panting, until even her panting turned to an incoherent sob, until even that was its own exhalation of lust and demand. Her hips jerked uselessly against Kai. It was never going to be enough. Not with him still outside of her, knot still outside of her, still playing on her need until it felt like an entire universe collapsed into the unbearable tightness of her pussy. Until the world was nothing but one, hot mess of throbbing Alpha want and slick and bodies.

“Protocol lockdown,” shouted a figure from the deck, his voice thin against the noise. Another tried to stop him, then failed. It was chaos, escalating, dangerous. Dangerous to bodies. Dangerous to minds. Someone could die. It only made the unrelenting urgency hotter. Only made the throbbing of her empty hole more intense. More forbidden. Lyra arched against the harness as another climax crashed through her. “Protocol lockdown engaged,” she heard, again, until the words themselves blurred into the sound of her body's impossible yearning. Until they no longer meant anything but unrestrained release. “Please,” she screamed. The shrill, insistent alarm overtook everything as metal shutters dropped and left them alone in the dark.

***

The steel doors slammed shut with a hiss of pneumatic locks. Behind the glass, faculty and students pounded their fists against the barrier. Inside, the lights dimmed. Lyra whimpered, bound, wet, and high on the heat of a scent-match gone critical. Ash looked stunned. Kai looked feral. “She's mine now,” Kai growled, his voice lower, his teeth visible. Dominic shoved him. “Not in this room. Not unsanctioned.” But Lyra's hips rolled, eager, soaked. She whispered, “Please, I can't—I need—” and then Ash made the first move. He slammed into her again, this time with the knot, growling deep in his chest. She screamed, and the sound wasn't fear—it was surrender. Dominic cursed, dropped the clipboard, and grabbed her hips. Kai stood back, trembling, fighting instinct. Then he unzipped his fly.

As the sound of fists and shouts grew muted, as the dim light soaked them in something clandestine and dangerous, Lyra couldn't think past the raging need that blurred every edge of reality. Ash had gone rigid, uncertain. Then Kai's growl ripped through the room, and everything came apart. Lyra couldn't focus. Couldn't process the force of her body's urgency. “I need—” she gasped, but even the words were lost in the heat that made her wild and irrational. “Fuck,” Dominic muttered, shaking his head, trying to find some semblance of control, some space that let him breathe and resist. But there was none. Ash was moving, and no one could stop it. She was the only thing in their world, and it was never going to be enough.

The Alphas adjusted to the new reality in different ways. Dominic grabbed Ash's shoulder, pulling him away. “Wait for protocol.” The words rang hollow, as empty as the cunt they all knew needed filling. Lyra’s breath hitched, turning to a sob of want. Dominic’s hand shook with the effort of restraint, the effort of holding back. Then Ash broke free and plunged into her, full force, no room left for reason or discipline. He growled, knot pressing against her, pure and animal. “Yes!” Her voice filled the space like light, hungry and needy. “She’s baiting us.” Kai’s voice, all grit and frustration, turned the air viscous. Her legs thrashed in the straps as she pulled them all down into madness.

Ash's hips rocked in sharp rhythm. A brutal pace. Her moans were wet, unconcealed. Dominic hesitated, undecided, his instincts wild and raw. Lyra's cries shattered every restraint, made it impossible for any of them to think, to do anything but fill her until all three of them were so deep inside her they couldn’t tell where she began. Kai circled, watching, his body tight and feral, teeth gritted as he struggled against a current that was too powerful to fight. Dominic cursed again. He should have held back. He should have been stronger. But his hands were already on her, gripping, pulling, forcing himself between Ash and the raw, slick cunt that swallowed them both.

The harness rattled as they moved together, and the sound drove them even further from reason, even further from themselves. She screamed, and this time the sound was unmistakable, full of surrender and bliss. “Fuck! I can’t—I—” Her voice broke. Everything broke. Kai could feel the heat of her from across the room. Could smell her cunt. Could see how wet and stretched and utterly his she was. It made him crazy, wild with possession. She bucked against them, taking everything they gave her. The unrelenting rhythm, the unrelenting force. “She needs us all,” Kai said, barely holding onto his sanity, barely holding onto his right to claim her. The way her hips rolled, the way her slickness poured out in waves. It was all that mattered. All they could see.

Dominic shoved in as Ash’s knot finally locked, stretching her, grinding against her clit. She gasped as if it was the first breath she’d ever taken, like every gasp before was just a practice run. Her head snapped back, lost to the swell of Alphas and cock. Ash pushed further. Harder. The sounds they made were frantic, each moan and gasp a hot spill of voices. Dominic drove into her, relentless, and everything was sensation. Her vision faded, but her body felt more intensely than it ever had. Everything was slick and wet and the chaos of her limbs in motion. The entire universe had shrunk down to the furnace of their bodies and the inferno of her response. It was her and them and nothing else. It was all that existed.

It was an eternity compressed into seconds. Her arms pulled at the restraints until her wrists burned, and the room pulsed with sweat and effort. She writhed and twisted. Dominic shouted, or maybe it was Kai, or maybe it was all of them. The sounds of Alphas breaking. The sounds of Alphas claiming. They didn't hear the first faint click as the locks disengaged. Ash bucked once, then went rigid, howling, and Dominic filled her with his knot, with his scent, with the ragged breathing of an Alpha who couldn't hold back. She choked on the overload, every thought smashed to nothing, and then they were all coming, their heat blending and spilling into each other until the glass and the faculty and everything outside the dim light faded away.

Even after, it wasn't enough. Dominic shook. He was done, but it wasn't enough. Not enough for her. Not enough for him. Not enough for anyone. Not enough for the hunger. Lyra's cunt clenched on them, tighter, drawing out their will. Drawing out the inevitable. The observation deck had never stopped. She'd never stopped. It never stopped. The cycle of scent and need. Pounding and shouts. The smell of blood and desire. Of fucking. Of what happened next. The clicks of a metal shutter. The quiet before it all went again. And again. And again.

***

Lyra was a wreck—dripping, swollen, shaking in her harness. Ash's knot was still locked inside her when Dominic pressed in from behind, stretching her slick hole impossibly wide. “She can take it,” he muttered, low and dark. “She's already taken it.” Lyra couldn't speak. Couldn't think. Her brain was a white-hot mess of scent and pressure. Ash pulled out with a wet pop, and Dominic slid in, fast and deep. She came instantly, spasming around his knot, her whole body locking in the straps. Her slick hit the floor like spilled oil. Kai was last. He knelt, lips brushing her thigh, then slid inside with slow, deliberate pressure. His knot swelled the second it breached her rim. She sobbed, blissed-out and half-conscious, bred three times in sequence while half the faculty screamed outside the sealed door. Kai held her, still inside her, as she broke.

Her body jolted with every thrust. Her brain felt scrambled, overloaded. She came and came until everything was slick and noise and primal desire. The doors shuddered as Dominic fucked her like he was trying to get back at Kai, as Ash stood back, knuckles white and shaking with restraint. It didn’t last. His restraint. Her sounds. Her wetness. Her wild, uncontained scent. Her helplessness. All of it pushed him past the limit. None of them lasted. All of them gave in. She couldn't do anything but take it. She couldn't do anything but give them exactly what they wanted.

Lyra's vision swam, everything blurred to the tight, desperate heat that filled the room. She was a vessel for their madness. A cunt for their knots. Ash pulled Dominic off, forced his way back in, and she moaned with ragged bliss. They took turns while she twisted and begged and lost her mind. Her arms hurt. Her legs hurt. But none of it mattered. All that mattered was the endless pressure of their bodies and the endless demand that soaked through everything. All that mattered was how hard she came when each knot locked. All that mattered was the feral pace of their need. They didn’t notice when the lights flickered back on, but they could feel the weight of every eye that watched.

Nothing would stop them. Not the raw burn of bodies. Not the quaking glass. Not the suits. Not the students. They fucked until they were exhausted. They fucked until it felt like their limbs would break. But still, none of them could stop. Not until the final alarm jolted through them. Not until the final threat pushed them to the last breach of control. Kai’s mouth brushed her ear, but Lyra couldn't hear a thing past the pounding of her pulse and the insistent flood of pheromones. It didn't matter. She knew what he'd say. She knew what they'd all say. She felt the truth of it in the bruises on her hips and the bruises on her wrists and the throbbing mess that left her body.

It felt like she was nothing but uncontained slick and uncontained heat and uncontained bond. And then it felt like she was nothing. A bright haze. A dark haze. A haze that left them breathless and unaware. The glass split under the force of unchecked violence and unchecked lust. The room spun white-hot with her open-mouthed, open-pussy cries. The faculty went to lockdown, cutting their losses. It was pure insanity. Pure fucking. It was everything. It was the end.

And then the last door sealed.


Chapter 4

Her vision swam in circles, blurry and unfocused, as she lay on her side. Leather straps crisscrossed her limbs and torso. The smell of sex filled the air. Her legs trembled, jerked with aftershocks, and her cunt gaped open, dripping steadily onto the table beneath her. She felt it seeping down her thighs, thick and sticky, as her belly swelled full and heavy with seed. The table beneath her was soaked. The room blurred through the tangle of hair that stuck to her damp forehead, and she fought to keep from slipping into the haze of exhaustion that hovered at the edge of her vision. Lyra felt undone, and she knew that was the point.

Kai sat beside her, a silent promise of comfort that didn’t fit this room. He stroked her hair with hands that had, moments before, been clenched and slick around the bucking of his own body. “You did well,” he said, as if trying to make it mean something. As if it weren’t just a placeholder, as if the heat that rippled through her were some kind of achievement. His voice was steady, but his heart raced against her cheek, insistent and quick.

Ash leaned against the wall, flushed and panting. He tried to look unaffected, his chest still heaving, his hair damp against his brow. He didn’t come closer, like he thought his distance might convince someone he didn’t care. “Full load this time,” he said, breathless. It was a taunt. It was a confession. His eyes didn’t leave her body, stretched and raw and dripping.

Dominic dressed with brisk efficiency, pulling clothes over skin marked from the strain of his effort. He was already in control, steady hands and regular breaths, snapping buttons over a chest that was flushed and gleaming just minutes before. He scribbled on a fresh chart, clinical, impassive, a world away from his teeth bared at her throat, from the slamming of his knot inside her. “Hold on,” he said without looking at her.

A nurse entered quietly, scanning her vitals, entering data, turning her state into numbers on a screen. Lyra felt her presence as an intrusion and a dismissal. She didn’t need to hear the results to know what they’d be. Blood pressure spiking, heart rate erratic. Lyra knew the signs as well as they did. She felt them throbbing in her skin. This was what they’d planned for her.

The nurse catalogued her state: slick leaking, thighs red and raw, cunt stretched and sore. They said the words like they were foreign, like they were something no one could own. But they were hers, imprinted on her body, even though she felt herself detach, felt herself drift above it. Even though she felt every throb, every pulse, she couldn’t tell how much of it was real, how much she’d absorbed.

They swabbed her skin, collected fluids, catalogued volumes. Thick streaks of semen smeared across her inner thighs, mingling with her own slick and pooling beneath her. It felt like it wasn’t part of her anymore. Like the act of observation had divorced her body from its owner. Nothing seemed urgent now that they’d all used her, left her open and exposed. It was like they’d agreed that neglect was part of the trial.

The nurse murmured a summary. Lyra listened through the static, heard the verdict that came when they’d finished, when they’d emptied themselves inside her. They’d never asked how she felt. They never would. The question didn’t exist in this room.

Kai’s hand stilled on her hair. “She needs time to recover.” His voice wavered between certainty and surrender. Lyra didn’t know if he meant it, or if this was part of the script, too. She couldn’t feel anything but the pounding of blood, the swell of pressure, the echo of his knot tearing at her seams.

The nurse stepped back, the quietest act of defiance or compliance. “Protocol requires continuous data points,” Dominic said. Kai’s hand lingered like a promise he wouldn’t keep. Lyra shut her eyes. Her pulse pounded. She didn’t care what their plan was. She knew. They wouldn’t be satisfied until she was broken.

***

Voices murmured through the glass, muffled but clear enough. “Live Observation: Trial Room Theta.” From the breeding frame, Lyra could see them above her, a panel of instructors and faculty perched like raptors. The observation tier. A cell in its own right. They moved with cold precision, reviewing data streams, measured in every gesture and glance.

They hovered around the glowing screens, marked her progress in flashes of light and sound, reduced her to coordinates and points on a map. The images froze in place, like trophies or like threats: Lyra mid-arch, Dominic and Kai locked inside her, Ash’s cum streaked across her inner thighs.

“She responded well,” one said. The words cut through the glass, clinical and cold, reverberating inside her bones. As if she were an equation they’d solved, an algorithm they’d mapped.

“Too well,” said another. There was a tremor of dissatisfaction, a rumble of displeasure. It tasted like danger, metallic and real. She saw them confer, measured glances and low voices. Their intentions traveled the length of the room, dropped onto her shoulders like a yoke.

From below, Lyra watched their silhouettes. She kept her eyes trained on their lips as they measured her future in clipped syllables. As they documented the arch of her back, the outline of her body in heat.

Silence. A pause before the verdict. She knew it before they said it, before they even thought it.

“Is it worth losing three high-potential Alphas?” The question floated above her. Detached, unmoored, but aimed straight at her chest. She felt the sting of it, the gravity of it, even as they fell silent again.

They didn’t speak for a moment. She felt their uncertainty like a heartbeat. Then: “She’s not a student. She’s not staff. She’s a test unit. Run the 72-hour containment trial.”

The decision sealed her in, like the glass that divided her from them. Like the straps that still crossed her limbs and left her open, raw. But she was more than just an object they could use, even if they didn’t know it yet.

She drifted in and out of awareness. Her body ached. Her limbs were deadened from use and exhaustion. Her belly bulged with seed, pressing against the straps and the table beneath her, and she wondered how much longer she could survive.

She felt herself unravel beneath the lights, felt the flicker of data points documenting the stretch of her endurance. It wasn’t just her body. It was her will.

Her heart raced as she waited for them to finish. It wasn’t fear. It wasn’t despair. It was the thrill of knowing they’d never stop.

The words finally cut through the speakers, redundant and sharp as scalpels. She knew the verdict before it came. But that didn’t make it less real.

The observation tier dimmed, but Lyra saw the lights as clearly as if they were embedded in her skin. She was alone in this room, but their decision left her no space, no margin, no room to breathe.

***

Her voice was hoarse, shredded. “Please.” A whisper, but they heard it. She watched their faces blur behind her tears. She watched the verdict wash over them like water off stone. The nurse reentered the room, an avatar of the decision, the first harbinger of her extended confinement.

“Subject 6.14 will remain in Trial Room Theta for 72-hour follow-up. Full sensory isolation. No suppressant.” The words fell like hammers, blunt and heavy, pinning her down. Lyra whimpered, her throat too dry to scream.

The nurse began reapplying the harness, a repetition, an infinite loop. She tightened the cuffs, elevated the thigh supports, fitted Lyra back into the logic of her restraints. Everything cold and efficient. Everything meant to last. Lyra felt her skin absorb the sting of leather, the imprint of her own submission.

She watched it happen like it was someone else’s life. Like she could slip above it and drift away. But it was hers. Her reality. Her body on the table, the flesh and pulse of her, no space between use and neglect.

Dominic lingered, consulting the data stream, watching the pulse of her body transcribed in harsh pixels of light. Calculating. “Heat cascade isn’t over,” he said, clinically. As if this were more than just an excuse to use her again. As if this were science and not hunger.

The nurse replaced the padded chest strap, secured her, bound her. Lyra felt it press against her tender breasts, tight around her swollen belly. Felt herself locked in, immobile, the apparatus swallowing her whole.

“Protocol requires full breeding endurance confirmation,” Dominic continued. His voice sounded almost excited. She wished it were over. She wished he were, too.

The glare of the lights burned. Her cunt still leaked. Her skin prickled with exhaustion. Her pulse throbbed. It was all too much and not enough. The expectation was infinite.

Kai didn’t speak. His silence was an anchor, the one thing that felt like it belonged to her. She didn’t know why he stayed. She didn’t know if that made him cruel or kind.

He took her hand in his and held it. There was comfort in the gesture, but also the weight of his complicity. He anchored her, but he couldn’t stop the flood.

Lyra blinked tears into the light. It was so bright. It might never fade.

Kai held her hand even as the buckles clicked shut around her. Even as the restraints closed the last distance, as they wrapped her tight. It was the softest betrayal, the most intimate neglect.

“Don’t leave me,” she whispered. She didn’t know if she meant now or ever. If she meant his body or his thoughts.

She saw him hesitate. “They’re watching,” he finally said. But his grip tightened, and she knew she still had some hold on him.

It wasn’t over. It might never be. They would use her until she broke, until she had nothing left to give.

The table beneath her soaked up her leaking cunt, her leaking heart. It seeped in, thick and steady, a long pulse of inevitability.

***

His lips brushed her temple, an echo of heat and of the absence he left behind. “I can walk away,” Kai whispered. “But I don’t want to.” The lights dimmed around them, cocooning her in the afterglow of his breath.

She met his eyes, raw and wet. Her body ached—wrecked, leaking, locked open. Her hips shifted back toward him, an involuntary movement, a plea. Even now, strapped in and slick, she felt him pause, hesitate. She felt herself strain toward him, taut and bare, because this was all that mattered now.

“I want you to make it hurt,” she said. The words floated between them, brazen and true. It was the same as asking him to love her. It was the same as not asking at all.

He didn’t smile. Just nodded once, and placed his hand over her cunt.

“Then let’s give them data.” She shuddered, felt herself split and spread around the push of him inside her. The strap beneath her pressed into her back, her body rocked against it. Against him.

The LED marked “Live Recording: Day Two.” A different kind of light. A different kind of warmth. She drifted, a single star in an endless constellation, as Kai filled her.

Lyra arched her back, opened to him, consumed by the fullness. It was brutal. It was perfect. It was exactly what she needed. Exactly what she’d hoped.

Kai moved in her, slick and hot. He didn’t rush. He had all the time in the world. Every thrust felt like it would be the last, felt like he would never stop.

The thud of his knot was almost too much, almost not enough. She gasped. It was everything.

They were locked together, reckless and raw. She heard herself whimper, beg. Heard her own desire echoed back at her.

Her pulse quickened, her cunt clenched. He drove her further, deeper. It didn’t stop. She didn’t want it to.

“Fuck,” Kai said, soft and steady, like a promise he finally understood.

Her vision swam, her body took over. It had never felt like this. Like she could break and survive it.

They came hard, shuddering, desperate. She was sure they heard.


Omega Breeding Clinic

Bred by the Doctors

Defiant omega Isla awakens bound and naked in a secret government lab, subject to humiliating fertility trials conducted by three dominant alpha doctors determined to break her resistance.



The Nurse's Heat

She thought she was a Beta. The Clinic proved otherwise.

Cambria always prided herself on professionalism. She prepped the breeding tables. Measured slick output. Assisted with knots and collection.
But when a containment leak exposes her to a heat-triggering compound, her body betrays her.


Thank You!

If this book helped you get where you're going, let me now by leaving an Amazon review. It makes me SO happy to know my work is being enjoyed by you.




Until next time!




All my love xxx

- Sara
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