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Chapter 1

The lecture hall stank of nerves and pheromones, a humid cloud that hung in the air like invisible fog. Fifty students sat in rigid rows, divided neatly by designation – Omegas to the left in thin paper gowns that whispered with every shift of their damp thighs, Alphas to the right in scrubs that did little to conceal their growing agitation. Dean Harrow stood at the podium, her voice metronome-steady as she explained what everyone already knew but nobody wanted to acknowledge: today was Performance Verification Day.

"Final-year Breeding Track certification is not merely theoretical," Dean Harrow droned, her silver-rimmed glasses catching the harsh fluorescent lights. "The Academy has maintained its prestigious standing precisely because we verify biological compatibility through documented performance." She clicked to the next slide, revealing clinical images that made several Omegas shift uncomfortably. "Performance Verification requires live breeding sessions with confirmed biological responses."

A hushed murmur rippled through the room. An Alpha in the front row swallowed so loudly the sound carried to the back.

"This is not recreational," Harrow continued, her thin lips barely moving. "This is scientific documentation. Omega candidates must demonstrate natural heat induction in response to compatible Alpha pheromones. Alphas must demonstrate knot formation and successful insemination." She paused, scanning the room with eyes like winter lakes. "All sessions will be recorded for certification purposes. All fluids will be sampled. All biological responses will be measured and cataloged."

An Omega two rows from the front whimpered softly, the sound quickly strangled in her throat. The paper gown around her trembled like autumn leaves.

Lira rolled her eyes. She sat with her legs sprawled open, one elbow propped on the chair behind her, the paper gown hiked dangerously high on her thighs. Unlike the other Omegas – all hunched shoulders and downcast eyes – she lounged like she owned the lecture hall. Her scent, thick with challenge, spiraled through the sterile air conditioning. When Dean Harrow mentioned "biological responses," Lira's lips curled into something halfway between smirk and snarl.

"The verification process will pair each Omega with their assigned Alpha evaluator," Harrow continued, ignoring the rising tension in the room. "Compatibility assessments have been completed based on your previous lab work. These are not negotiations."

Across the room, a tall Alpha with shoulders like small mountains fidgeted with his scrub pants, eyes darting everywhere except toward the Omega section. Next to him, another Alpha was breathing through his mouth, his nostrils flared as though trying not to smell what hung heavy in the air.

Lira stretched, deliberately, the paper gown crinkling as it revealed another inch of smooth thigh. She caught the mountain-shouldered Alpha stealing a glance and winked at him. His ears turned crimson, and he stared fixedly at the floor.

"Pathetic," she thought, feeling the familiar warm slickness between her legs. "Six years of training and they still act like they've never scented an Omega before."

Her confidence wasn't an act. Lira had topped her class in every practical exam since freshman year. Other Omegas trembled through their heats, begging and weeping. Lira rode hers like a wave, maintaining enough control to choose when to break, when to yield. The Academy's clinical approach to their biology bored her. This was just another test, and tests were something she mastered with ease.

"After the briefing," Dean Harrow was saying, her voice cutting through Lira's thoughts, "you will proceed to the medical wing for preliminary examinations. Omegas will be evaluated for heat readiness and cervical elasticity. Alphas will undergo knot functionality tests and semen viability counts."

A petite Omega to Lira's right made a small choking sound. Lira shot her a sideways glance and whispered, "Relax. It's just biology."

The girl's wide eyes met hers. "But we don't know who they'll pair us with."

Lira shrugged, a lazy roll of one shoulder. "Doesn't matter. I could ride any knot in this room and still leave them begging for more." The words carried just far enough that three Alphas in the nearest row stiffened simultaneously.

Dean Harrow cleared her throat. "I remind all candidates that this is a professional certification procedure. Your personal preferences are irrelevant. Your capacity to perform under observation is part of your assessment."

The projector clicked to a new slide showing a clinical diagram of an Alpha and Omega locked together in breeding position, arrows pointing to various biological processes. Several students looked away.

Lira laughed under her breath, not bothering to lower her voice. "Look at them," she murmured to no one in particular. "Acting like they haven't been dreaming about this since orientation day."

From the corner of her eye, she caught Dean Harrow's tight, disapproving frown aimed in her direction. Lira responded with her sweetest smile, all teeth and no submission.

"The assignments will be posted immediately following your medical evaluations," Harrow concluded, closing her tablet with a sharp snap. "You have thirty minutes to prepare yourselves. Dismissed."

The room erupted into the rustle of paper gowns and scrubs as students rose. The Alphas stayed rooted in place, waiting for the Omegas to exit first – Academy protocol to prevent "accidental contact" before official proceedings.

Lira took her time standing, stretching her arms overhead in a languid arc that made her gown strain across her chest. She could feel the weight of dozens of eyes on her skin as she sauntered toward the door, her hips swaying with each step.

"See you in the exam room, boys," she called over her shoulder, her voice honey-sweet poison. "Hope you've been practicing."

***

White corridors swallowed the students as they marched toward the medical wing in two single-file lines—Alphas and Omegas separated by the invisible wall of protocol. The paper gowns rustled like dry leaves around the Omegas' bodies, while the Alphas' footsteps fell heavy and measured, a counterpoint to the quick, nervous steps of their counterparts. Lira walked with her head high, the only Omega whose paper gown remained deliberately untied at the back, offering periodic flashes of smooth skin with each stride.

The medical wing gleamed with cold efficiency—polished steel, scrubbed tile, the sharp bite of antiseptic. Staff in crisp white coats directed students into numbered examination rooms. The Omegas were taken first, each assigned to a small cubicle with frosted glass doors and stark overhead lighting that left nowhere to hide.

"Room six," a technician told Lira, not meeting her eyes.

She sauntered in, taking in the examination table with its stirrups already deployed, the array of measuring instruments laid out on a sterile tray, the large mirror covering one wall—a mirror everyone knew was one-way glass. Her reflection stared back at her: dark hair falling in waves past her shoulders, eyes bright with challenge, the paper gown barely containing what it was meant to conceal.

"Please disrobe and position yourself on the table," said a nurse who entered behind her, a woman with gray-streaked hair pulled back so tightly it seemed to stretch her face into permanent severity. She held a tablet, fingers poised to record data.

Lira made a show of it, turning toward the mirror as she untied the gown completely and let it slide from her shoulders to pool at her feet. She stood naked for three deliberate seconds before climbing onto the table, settling herself into the stirrups without being asked, legs spread wide.

"I'm ready for my close-up," she announced to the room at large.

The nurse's mouth tightened. "This is a medical evaluation, not a performance, Ms. Reeves."

"Everything's a performance if you do it right," Lira replied, watching the nurse pull on latex gloves with a decisive snap.

The examination began with clinical efficiency—temperature taken, blood pressure measured, glands beneath Lira's jaw palpated with firm fingers. When the nurse's hands moved to her breasts, checking for signs of hormonal readiness, Lira exhaled a deliberate sigh.

"Sensitivity elevated," the nurse noted into her tablet, her voice flat.

"Only when someone knows what they're doing," Lira countered.

The nurse ignored her, retrieving a speculum from the tray. "You will feel pressure."

Cold metal slid inside her, and Lira fought the instinct to tense. Instead, she relaxed her muscles, taking the instrument easily, watching the nurse's eyes flicker with reluctant acknowledgment of her control.

"Cervical position indicates pre-heat," the nurse dictated. "Approximately 24 to 36 hours before full induction." She removed the speculum and reached for a slender wand with measuring sensors embedded along its length.

Lira felt the first genuine flutter of arousal as the device eased into her. The wand was warmer than the speculum, its sensors designed to measure internal temperature, elasticity, and wetness—all the biological markers of an Omega approaching heat.

When the wand pushed deeper, touching the sensitive spot where her cervix would eventually bloom open for breeding, Lira didn't have to fake her reaction. Her back arched slightly, a gasp escaping her lips. She made it louder than necessary, her eyes flicking to the mirror where she knew observers were taking notes.

"Cervical sensitivity reading at 87 percent," the nurse said, her clinical tone slightly strained. "Above average responsiveness."

Lira closed her eyes, focusing on the sensation as the wand rotated slowly inside her, collecting data from every angle. She moaned, not caring how it echoed in the small room, letting her hips roll against the intrusion.

"Please remain still for accurate readings," the nurse admonished.

Lira opened her eyes, flashing her teeth in what wasn't quite a smile. "Sorry," she said, not meaning it. "It just feels so good when it hits the right spot."

The nurse's jaw tightened as she continued the examination, measuring the natural lubrication Lira's body produced, the dilation potential of her inner walls, the elasticity of tissues that would soon stretch to accommodate an Alpha's knot.

"Slick production elevated," the nurse noted. "Consistency indicates optimal fertility window approaching."

Behind the mirror, Lira imagined the faceless observers watching her responses, documenting her body's betrayals. She wondered if they could tell which reactions were genuine and which were exaggerated. Part of her certification would depend on her ability to induce a full heat cycle in response to her assigned Alpha—something she'd never failed to do, but also something she'd always maintained a measure of control over.

The nurse removed the wand and reached for a small collection tube. "Final sample," she said, sliding two gloved fingers into Lira without warning. The sudden fullness made Lira's breath catch genuinely this time.

The nurse's fingers curled expertly, pressing against the spot that made Lira's thighs tremble despite herself. A clear, thick fluid coated the latex when the fingers withdrew. The nurse collected the slick in the tube, labeled it, and set it aside.

"Examination complete," she said, stepping back and stripping off her gloves. "You may redress."

Lira sat up slowly, feeling the pleasant ache between her legs, the warmth of her skin that signaled her approaching heat. She made no move to retrieve the gown, instead stretching her arms above her head in a languid arc.

"Are you sure you got everything you needed?" she asked, voice deliberately husky. "I could stay a bit longer if the data isn't quite... complete."

The nurse turned away, but not before Lira caught the faint flush on her cheeks. "The data is sufficient. Please proceed to the waiting area after dressing. Assignment postings will follow the examination period."

Lira slid off the table, her feet touching the cold floor with a delicious shiver that ran up her spine. As she bent to retrieve her gown, she positioned herself to give the mirror a perfect view, wondering whose eyes were following the curve of her spine, the swell of her ass, the glistening evidence of her arousal on her inner thighs.

She tied the gown loosely as she left, her confident stride belying the flutter of anticipation in her belly. Behind her, the nurse was already sanitizing the table, erasing her scent, preparing for the next Omega—but somewhere in the Academy's database, Lira's responses had been recorded, analyzed, and marked for matching.

***

The assignment board dominated the waiting area, a digital monolith of blue light and scrolling names. Students clustered in anxious knots, some still adjusting their hastily re-tied gowns, others pressing cold water bottles to flushed cheeks. The examinations had left everyone raw in different ways—physically, emotionally, the line between the two blurred by the clinical invasion of their most intimate responses. A chime sounded, and the board flickered as names appeared, paired in neat columns: Omega, Alpha, Room Number, Time Slot.

Lira hung back, watching the first rush of students crowd around the display. She enjoyed the anticipation, the way other Omegas clutched at each other's hands, the hushed whispers of hope and dread. There was no need to hurry. She stretched her neck side to side, feeling the pleasant looseness in her muscles that came with the early stages of pre-heat.

"Did you see who got paired with Davies?" an Omega whispered somewhere to her left. "Poor thing is having a panic attack in the bathroom. His hands are enormous."

Lira smirked. Amateur hour. Body size had nothing to do with compatibility. It was all about chemistry and control—two things she had in abundance.

The initial crowd thinned, and Lira finally sauntered forward, hips swaying, gown slipping off one shoulder. She felt eyes on her from all directions, a sensation she'd long since learned to bask in rather than shy away from. She stopped in front of the board, gaze traveling lazily down the list of names.

REEVES, LIRA — CALDER, RHYS (INST.) — ROOM 12 — 09:00

Her breath caught. For a half-second, her carefully maintained expression slipped, eyes widening before she could control it. Instructor Calder? Faculty pairings weren't unheard of for Performance Verification, but they were rare, typically reserved for problem students or special cases.

Rhys Calder taught Advanced Breeding Dynamics, a graduate-level course Lira hadn't even qualified for yet. She'd only seen him from a distance, stalking the upper-level halls with a face that never seemed to register emotion. His name circulated in whispered conversations—not just among Omegas but Alphas too. Even the cockiest, most strutting Alpha students went silent when Calder entered a room.

"Holy shit, Reeves," breathed a voice behind her. "They gave you Calder."

Lira tossed her hair, the motion buying her the split-second needed to reassemble her confidence. "Lucky him," she said, turning with a smirk firmly back in place.

The Omega who'd spoken—a willowy blonde whose name Lira never bothered to learn—looked at her with a mixture of awe and horror. "He failed half his demonstration class last term. Said their technique was 'remedial at best.'"

Lira shrugged, the paper gown slipping a fraction lower. "Sounds like he needs someone who knows what they're doing."

But beneath her dismissive words, something uncoiled in her belly—not entirely unpleasant, but unfamiliar. A tightening that wasn't quite fear but wasn't her usual confidence either. Why had they paired her with an instructor? Was it a compliment to her skills or something else?

She scanned the waiting area, suddenly needing to put a face to the name that had momentarily shaken her. Most students were engaged in their own dramas, comparing assignments, comforting disappointed friends, sending furtive glances toward their designated partners.

Then she saw him.

Across the room, separated from the student chaos by an invisible boundary no one dared cross, stood Instructor Calder. He wasn't tall—maybe six feet—but his presence made him seem larger. His dark hair was shot through with threads of silver at the temples, swept back from a face that looked carved rather than grown—all angles and planes, no softness anywhere. He wore the faculty uniform—charcoal pants, white button-down shirt, the sleeves rolled precisely to mid-forearm—with a military exactness that made everyone else seem disheveled by comparison.

His arms were crossed over his chest as he observed the proceedings, muscles visible beneath the fabric of his shirt, but it was his eyes that made Lira's breath catch again. Even from across the room, she could feel the weight of that gaze—cool, assessing, giving nothing away while stripping everything bare.

As if sensing her attention, those eyes found hers. No shift in his expression, no acknowledgment, just a direct stare that pinned her in place more effectively than physical restraints. Lira felt a rush of heat between her legs, her body responding before her mind could catch up. Her inner walls clenched on nothing, a ghost sensation of the examination wand suddenly vivid in her memory.

She lifted her chin, maintaining eye contact while deliberately licking her lower lip. It was a move that had brought Alphas to their knees before—a silent promise of pleasures they'd only dreamed about.

Calder didn't blink. Didn't shift. Didn't react at all except for a slight narrowing of his eyes that somehow made Lira feel like she'd been measured and found wanting.

The sensation was so unfamiliar that it took her a moment to recognize it. Doubt. For the first time since her first heat at sixteen, Lira felt a thread of uncertainty curl through her confidence.

She broke eye contact first, pretending to examine her nails, a casual gesture that fooled everyone except, she suspected, the man still watching her from across the room. When she glanced back up, his attention had moved elsewhere, dismissing her as easily as she typically dismissed others.

"Room twelve at nine," she muttered to herself, the words a talisman against the unfamiliar flutter in her chest. "Tomorrow morning."

It was fine. She'd handled every Alpha the Academy had thrown at her for four years. Instructor or not, Calder was just another man with a knot, and she'd never met one she couldn't reduce to begging incoherence. So what if his gaze made her slick without a single word? That just meant the chemistry was there. The performance would be convincing.

Lira retied her gown, a fraction tighter than before, and sauntered toward the exit. She'd prepare tonight, rest, focus her energy. Tomorrow she'd show Instructor Calder exactly why she was top of her class, why every Alpha in her year both feared and desired her.

But as she pushed through the double doors, the memory of those cold eyes followed her, along with a new and unwelcome thought: what if, for once, she'd been handed more than she could handle?


Chapter 2

The examination room stretched before Lira like a sterile wasteland, all gleaming metal and unforgiving light. She stood in the doorway, pride still intact, unaware of how thoroughly it would be dismantled in the next thirty minutes. Dr. Rhys Calder didn't even look up from his tablet when she entered, his broad shoulders draped in a white lab coat that somehow made him look more dangerous, not less.

"Strip. Everything off. Sit on the table." His voice cut through the room's silence without inflection, as if he'd ordered coffee, not her nudity.

Lira's jaw tightened. "Don't I get a gown first?"

Rhys finally looked up, his eyes the gray of winter skies. Not angry, not interested—just observant, clinical. "No. The assignment protocol requires full visual assessment."

She wanted to argue, to tell him exactly what he could do with his protocol, but the Agency's terms had been clear. Submit to evaluation or lose the position. With stiff movements, she peeled away her clothes—jacket first, then blouse, each item folded with deliberate slowness. A small rebellion.

The examination table's metal bit into the backs of her thighs as she sat, goosebumps rising across her naked skin. The fluorescent lights hummed overhead, painting everything in a sickly glow that left nowhere to hide. Lira kept her chin high, her eyes locked on the wall behind Rhys's head as he snapped on latex gloves.

"Subject appears to be in pre-heat cycle," he spoke, not to her but to a small recording device clipped to his lapel. "Pheromone output is elevated beyond baseline for typical Omega presentation."

His hands moved with the precision of someone who viewed the body as machinery—efficient, impersonal. He checked her pulse, her pupils, pressed against her throat to feel her glands. Not once did he acknowledge the woman behind the biology, and somehow that made it worse.

"Spread your legs, please," he said, the 'please' a hollow courtesy that only emphasized the command beneath.

Lira complied, her fingers curling around the table's edge. "You know, most people buy me dinner first."

Rhys didn't smile. He pulled a small stool between her spread knees and sat, bringing his face level with her most intimate parts. "Subject displays verbal resistance patterns consistent with stress response. Note to follow up with psychological assessment."

"I'm right here," she said through gritted teeth. "You could just ask me how I'm feeling."

His gloved fingers parted her folds without warning, and Lira sucked in a breath. The touch was clinical but somehow worse than if he'd been rough. He examined her with the detached interest of someone inspecting produce at a market.

"Subject shows significant engorgement of labia and clitoral tissue," he continued to his recorder. "Heat glands already secreting preliminary lubricant despite conscious resistance."

Lira's cheeks burned. She wanted to close her legs, to cover herself, but she remained fixed in place, helpless against the slow exploration of her body. Rhys pressed deeper, his fingers sliding into her with professional ease, and she bit her lip against the unwelcome spark of pleasure.

"Internal temperature elevated two degrees above normal Omega range," he noted, his fingers curling upward inside her. "Aggressive scent profile indicating high fertility, possibly enhanced receptivity."

His fingers found that spot inside her, that spongy patch of nerves, and pressed deliberately. The sensation shot through Lira like electricity, her back arching involuntarily.

"Submissive muscle responses despite verbal resistance," Rhys observed, his voice infuriatingly steady while Lira's breath came in stuttered gasps. He continued the pressure, methodical and precise, watching her reactions with scientific interest. "G-spot highly responsive. Note increased vaginal secretions upon direct stimulation."

Lira's thighs trembled. She hated him in that moment—hated him and hated her body for responding. Her cunt clenched around his fingers, hungry and treacherous.

"Stop," she whispered, but it lacked conviction.

For the first time, Rhys looked directly at her face, his expression unreadable. "Subject exhibits classic conflict between conscious objection and biological imperative." His fingers moved again, more deliberately this time. "Interesting case study in Omega denial patterns."

A small, embarrassing sound escaped her throat—not quite a moan, but enough to make her face flush hotter. Her hips tilted upward against her will, seeking more of that precise pressure. Rhys noted the movement with a slight nod, as if confirming a theory.

"Heat response is strong but controlled. Subject would benefit from guided triggering rather than natural onset." He withdrew his fingers, leaving Lira aching and humiliated by her own desire. "Compatibility potential is high. Proceeding to positional assessment."

Lira sat there, bare-assed and exposed, her body thrumming with unwanted arousal, while Rhys made notes on his tablet. The cold air teased her wet folds, a constant reminder of how easily he'd coaxed a response from her. She clenched her jaw against the hollow feeling his withdrawal had left, refusing to acknowledge the traitorous disappointment spreading through her belly.

The worst part wasn't the clinical violation or the embarrassment. It was knowing he could see, smell, and feel exactly how her body had betrayed her—and that it was all just data to him, another checkbox on his evaluation form.

***

"Turn over. All fours." The command came without preamble, Rhys's voice flat as the metal surface beneath her. Lira hesitated, the last tatters of her dignity clinging to her like cobwebs. His silence was expectant, patient in the way of predators who know their prey has nowhere to run. When she didn't move quickly enough, his hand found the back of her neck, not roughly but with unmistakable authority.

"I can do it myself," she muttered, but her protest rang hollow in the sterile air.

She turned, awkwardly maneuvering on the narrow table until she was positioned as ordered—hands and knees spread, back slightly arched, her body an unwilling offering. The metal chilled her palms and knees, a cold counterpoint to the heat building between her legs. Rhys's hand remained on her neck, a steady pressure that somehow made her feel smaller than his words ever could.

"Physical presentation suggests optimal breeding posture occurs naturally," he noted to his recorder. "Minimal guidance required."

His hand slid from her neck down the knobs of her spine, applying clinical pressure to adjust her position. Lira bit her lip, determined not to give him the satisfaction of hearing her react.

"Beginning scent analysis," Rhys stated, his voice eerily detached.

Lira's muscles tensed as she felt him lean closer. His breath warmed her skin a moment before his nose traced a line from the base of her spine upward. It was not a caress—it was methodical, measured—but her body responded as if he'd licked flames along her back. She felt his nostrils flare against her skin, drawing in her scent with deep, controlled breaths.

"Subject produces high-concentration pheromones," he observed. "Unusually potent even for pre-heat phase."

His mouth joined his nose then, not kissing but sampling the air directly above her skin, his lips occasionally brushing against her in what should have been clinical touches. Each pass sent shivers cascading through her body, her nipples hardening in the cold air, her cunt clenching around nothing.

"Glandular secretions indicate peak fertility window approaching within forty-eight hours," he continued. "Compatibility markers are... notable."

Was there a hitch in his professional tone? Lira couldn't be sure, too distracted by the slow, torturous progress of his examination. His hands held her hips steady as he continued scenting her, running his nose along the dip of her lower back, then up to the nape of her neck where her scent was strongest.

The effort not to push back against him made her arms tremble. Her thighs quivered with the strain of keeping still, of pretending she wasn't affected. Sweat beaded between her shoulder blades despite the room's chill. She focused on the wall ahead, counting the tiny pinholes in the acoustic tile, anything to distract from the slick heat gathering between her legs.

"Control is better than average," Rhys noted, his breath hot against her ear. "Most Omegas would be presenting actively by now."

A small, bitter victory that lasted only until his hand slid beneath her, palm flat against her lower belly. Not touching her sex, but close enough that her hips jerked involuntarily toward his hand.

"Though not immune," he added, and she could swear she heard smugness beneath the clinical observation.

His hand moved lower then, the heel of his palm pressing firmly against her swollen cunt without warning. The sudden pressure against her aching flesh broke her resolve. Lira's hips bucked against his hand, seeking more friction, more pressure, more anything.

"Response to direct stimulation immediate and uncontrolled," he said as a flood of slick coated his palm. "Significant lubrication produced with minimal contact."

A whimper escaped her throat—high, needy, and unmistakably submissive. The sound hung in the air between them, the audible evidence of her body's surrender. Her face burned with humiliation even as her hips continued their traitorous movement against his hand.

"Vocalization patterns consistent with advanced pre-heat," Rhys observed, his voice finally showing a hint of roughness around the edges. "Subject's conscious resistance significantly outpaced by biological imperative."

He removed his hand, leaving Lira trembling and exposed, her body aching with unfulfilled need. The cool air against her wet flesh was another small torment. She hung her head between her shoulders, unable to look back at him, hating the whine that threatened to rise in her throat at the loss of contact.

"Please," she whispered, before she could stop herself.

"Subject displaying early signs of verbal submission," he noted, as if she hadn't spoken to him but merely produced another symptom to document. "Requesting continuation of Alpha contact."

Lira wanted to deny it, to tell him she'd meant 'please stop,' not 'please continue,' but the lie would be obvious to them both. The room filled with the thick scent of her arousal, an invisible cloud that proclaimed her need more loudly than words ever could.

Rhys's gloved finger traced a single line from the base of her spine down between her cheeks, gathering her slick before withdrawing completely. "Physical examination portion complete," he announced, his voice back to its professional cadence. "Subject demonstrates all indicators of premium breeding compatibility."

Breeding compatibility. The clinical phrase should have doused her arousal like ice water. Instead, it sent another treacherous rush of heat between her legs, her inner walls clenching in anticipation of something her rational mind still resisted.

***

Rhys stepped back from the examination table, peeling off his latex gloves with deliberate snaps that echoed in the clinical silence. He tossed them into a nearby bin and reached for a folded square of thin fabric on the counter. The hospital gown he handed Lira was standard issue—pale blue, threadbare from too many washes, with ties that never quite closed the back properly. It wasn't meant to restore dignity, only to provide the barest pretense of covering.

"You can put this on," he said, his tone suggesting it was a courtesy rather than a necessity.

Lira grabbed the gown, fingers trembling as she unfolded it. The fabric was cool against her overheated skin as she slipped her arms through the short sleeves. She fumbled with the ties at the back, acutely aware of Rhys watching her struggle, making no move to help or turn away.

"I assume there's a reason you're staring," she said, aiming for biting but landing somewhere closer to breathless.

"Noting recovery rate from stimulation," he replied, tapping something into his tablet. "Most Omegas show significantly decreased motor control at this phase."

She pulled her hair from beneath the collar of the gown, using the moment to compose herself. "Sorry to disappoint your statistics."

His lips twitched—not quite a smile, but the closest thing to human expression she'd seen from him. "On the contrary. Your resistance metrics are impressive."

Something about the way he said "impressive" made her stomach tighten. It wasn't praise—it was assessment, like a farmer noting a particularly hardy specimen before slaughter.

"The examination portion is complete," he continued, setting his tablet down. "You'll proceed to the Breeding Suite for activation testing."

Lira's fingers froze on the last tie. "Activation testing?"

"Standard protocol." Rhys's voice remained clinically detached, but his eyes had darkened almost imperceptibly. "We need to establish baseline responses to Alpha pheromones in a controlled environment before field assignment."

Translation: they were going to put her in a room and see how quickly she melted for an Alpha in rut. The thought should have horrified her. Instead, a treacherous curl of heat unfurled low in her belly.

"And who's the lucky stud?" she asked, forcing casualness into her voice.

"That hasn't been determined yet." He made another note on his tablet. "Given your unusual response profile, we may need someone with specific compatibility markers."

Someone like him, went unspoken between them. The air in the room suddenly felt thicker, charged with possibility.

Rhys gestured toward the door. "The suite is down the hall, third door on the left. The prep team will brief you on what to expect."

Lira slid from the examination table, her bare feet touching the cold floor with a shock that did nothing to cool the heat between her thighs. The gown hung to mid-thigh, the back gaping open despite her best efforts with the ties. She could feel Rhys's eyes on her, tracking each movement with scientific precision.

"You're not coming?" she asked, then immediately regretted the unfortunate choice of words.

"I'll review the preliminary data before determining my level of involvement." His voice remained professional, but something predatory had entered his gaze. "Compatibility indicators suggest I may be called in for the final phase."

The implication sent another rush of slick between her legs. Lira clenched her thighs together, determined not to let him see how his words affected her. She lifted her chin, squared her shoulders, and headed for the door with as much confidence as she could muster.

Pride demanded she walk rather than shuffle, that she infuse her steps with the same swagger she'd entered with. But the examination had left her thighs slick and trembling, each step reminding her of the emptiness Rhys's fingers had created then abandoned. The thin gown clung to her sweat-dampened back, the draft from the air conditioning system making her nipples visible through the worn fabric.

She felt his eyes following her, cataloging the sway of her hips, the slight unsteadiness in her gait. Not leering—that would have been easier to resist—but observing with the patient interest of someone who already knew the outcome of an experiment still in progress.

"Ms. Kaine," he called just as she reached the door.

She paused, not turning fully around. "What?"

"The official assessment period lasts twenty-four hours." His voice had dropped an octave, something darker threading through his clinical tone. "The first twelve hours typically involve steadily increasing pheromone exposure until threshold response is achieved."

"And after threshold?" she asked, hating the tremor in her voice.

Rhys stepped closer, near enough that she could feel the heat radiating from his body, smell the clean, sharp scent of him that had been masked earlier by latex and antiseptic. "After threshold, we begin the compatibility integration."

Their fingers brushed as he reached past her to open the door—an accidental touch that sent electricity racing up her arm. Static from the dry air, nothing more, but it jolted her nonetheless. For a brief moment, his professional mask slipped, revealing something hungry and intent beneath.

"I'll be monitoring your responses personally," he added, stepping back to a proper distance. "Every sound, every reaction—all of it feeds into the assignment algorithm."

Lira swallowed hard, her throat suddenly dry. "I won't break easily."

Something like anticipation flickered across his features before disappearing behind professional detachment. "That," he said quietly, "is precisely what makes you valuable, Ms. Kaine. The work requires an Omega who presents a challenge."

She turned away, stepping into the hallway with legs that threatened to betray her. Behind her, she felt rather than heard Rhys's final assessment—a satisfied exhalation that promised more clinical violation, more science-justified touches, more of his controlled dominance dismantling her resistance piece by piece.

And the most frightening part wasn't the coming ordeal or even his confidence. It was the realization blooming inside her that some primitive part of her was already counting the minutes until he would put his hands on her again, this time without the pretense of clinical distance between them.


Chapter 3

The Breeding Suite gleamed with the sterile brightness of a laboratory, all sharp edges and unforgiving surfaces, except for the padded platform where Lira knelt. Her wrists ached against the metal cuffs that dangled her arms above her head, but she refused to show discomfort as the man—her assigned Alpha—studied her like a specimen under glass.

Monitors beeped in the background, cold and mechanical counterpoints to her thundering heartbeat. Each wire taped to her skin measured something different: pulse, temperature, pheromone output. The Reproduction Authority left nothing to chance when it came to optimal breeding conditions.

"Are you going to stare all day, or are we doing this?" Lira asked, lifting her chin despite her vulnerable position. Naked and exposed, her skin prickled with goosebumps in the climate-controlled air. The padded platform beneath her knees was the only concession to comfort in the stark white room.

Rhys didn't answer immediately. He circled her instead, his footsteps deliberate and measured. His shadow fell across her body as he moved, and she suppressed a shiver.

"Your file says you're difficult," he finally said, voice a low rumble that seemed to vibrate through the floor and up into her bones. "Three failed matches already."

"Maybe I have high standards," she shot back, though the slight tremor in her voice betrayed her. She could feel it starting already—the warmth spreading through her abdomen, the telltale slickness between her thighs. The doctors had timed it perfectly.

"Or maybe," Rhys said, stopping directly behind her where she couldn't see him, "you just haven't met an Alpha who knows how to handle you."

Lira snorted. "That's what they all say. Right before they—" Her words cut off in a gasp as his hand suddenly gripped the back of her neck, firm and possessive.

"Before they what?" he asked, his breath hot against her ear.

She swallowed hard. "Before they fail."

The monitors beeped faster as her pulse jumped. A small smile curved his lips—she couldn't see it, but somehow she knew it was there. Predatory. Patient.

"Your mouth says one thing," Rhys murmured, "but your body says another." He released her neck, continuing his slow circuit around her. When he came into view again, she noticed his nostrils flare slightly. Scenting her.

"The Authority can hook me up to all the machines they want," Lira said. "It doesn't mean I'll—"

Rhys dropped to a crouch before her, bringing their faces level. His eyes were unlike any she'd seen before—amber with flecks of gold, pupils dilated with interest. They reminded her of some ancient hunting animal.

"You'll what?" he asked softly.

"Submit," she whispered, the word feeling like surrender already.

He smiled then, showing teeth that seemed just a bit too sharp. "We'll see."

Without warning, he leaned in, dragging those teeth gently along the sensitive skin of her throat. Lira's eyes widened, her breath catching as he found the scent gland just below her jaw. The contact sent electric currents racing through her nerves.

"You can fight it," he said against her skin. "Many do. But in the end, biology wins." His tongue flicked out, tasting the spot where her pulse hammered visibly. "And your biology is..."

His words trailed off as he inhaled deeply, drawing her scent into his lungs. The monitor tracking her pheromone levels let out a shrill beep, the numbers climbing rapidly on the display.

"Exquisite," he finished, sounding almost surprised.

Lira's thighs trembled with the effort of keeping still. She wanted to lean into his touch, to bare her throat further, but pride still held her rigid. "Just... just get it over with," she managed to say.

Rhys chuckled, the sound dark and knowing. "That's not how this works, Lira." He moved to her other side, his fingertips tracing a feather-light path across her collarbone. "The heat needs to fully trigger. Fighting only makes it worse."

"I'm not fighting anything," she lied, even as her body betrayed her with a visible shudder.

"Then what do you call this tension?" He pressed a thumb into the tight muscle connecting her neck to her shoulder, and she couldn't stop the moan that escaped her lips. "What do you call this resistance?"

His hand drifted lower, not touching any intimate places yet, just skimming down her side, leaving a trail of goosebumps in its wake. Lira bit her lip hard enough to draw blood.

"Self-preservation," she answered hoarsely.

When he circled behind her again, she felt his heat before his touch. Then his chest pressed against her back, broad and solid. His hands gripped her waist, thumbs digging into the dimples above her tailbone. She arched involuntarily.

"There's nothing to preserve," he whispered, his lips at her ear now. "This is what you were made for."

The words should have angered her. Would have, before. But something was happening inside her, a dam breaking. The warmth in her belly became a blazing heat, liquid fire spreading through her veins. Her vision blurred at the edges.

"No," she whimpered, but the denial was weak. Between her legs, slick gathered and spilled, running down her inner thighs in an undeniable display of arousal.

"Yes," Rhys countered, one hand sliding around to press against her lower abdomen, where the heat centered and pulsed. "Feel that? That's your body preparing. Accepting."

A violent tremor wracked Lira's frame. The scent glands on her neck throbbed, swollen and sensitive. Every inhalation of Rhys's scent—pine and musk and something uniquely male—drove another nail into the coffin of her resistance.

"Please," she said, no longer certain what she was asking for.

Rhys nuzzled into her hair, inhaling deeply. "Almost there," he murmured, his own voice roughening. "Let go, Lira."

And like a switch had been flipped, she did. A sob tore from her throat as the heat seized her fully, her back arching, head falling back against his shoulder. Her hips rocked helplessly, seeking friction, seeking him. The slick between her thighs gushed anew, streaming down to the platform below.

The monitors wailed in electronic harmony, documenting her surrender as Rhys growled his approval against her throat, primal satisfaction in the sound.

"There you are," he said, voice thick with his own rising need. "Ready to breed."

***

Rhys stepped back from Lira and began to undress, his movements economical and practiced. No flourish, no teasing—just the methodical removal of barriers between his skin and hers. His eyes never left her trembling form as he shed each layer, his cock already standing rigid against his abdomen, the thick vein running its length pulsing visibly with each beat of his heart.

The stark overhead lights left nothing to imagination. Lira's eyes widened at the sight of him—all lean muscle and purpose, his body honed like a weapon. A thin bead of pre-cum gathered at the swollen head of his cock, catching the light before it dripped to the immaculate floor.

"The Authority chose well," she said, attempting sarcasm despite her ragged breathing. "Do they measure you all like prize bulls?"

Rhys didn't smile, didn't react to her barb. "Be quiet now," he said, the softness of his voice somehow more commanding than a shout. He circled behind her again, and she felt his heat against her back.

The breeding platform positioned her perfectly—knees spread wide on the padded surface, ass tilted up, spine forced into a submissive arch by the chains holding her wrists. She felt his hands on her hips, large enough to span her waist, thumbs pressing into the dimples at the base of her spine.

"Wait," she gasped, a moment of panic cutting through the haze of need. "Shouldn't there be—"

He entered her with one brutal thrust, the thick head of his cock forcing its way through her slick folds without ceremony or warning. Lira's words dissolved into a strangled cry that bounced off the white walls. The monitors screamed their approval as her pulse and hormone levels spiked.

"—foreplay," she finished weakly, her voice breaking.

"This isn't about pleasure," Rhys said, though the roughness in his tone betrayed his own arousal. "This is about breeding." He pulled back and drove forward again, seating himself another inch deeper.

Lira's fingers curled into fists above her head, the chains rattling with her tremors. The intrusion burned—he was massive, stretching her wider than she'd thought possible—but her body welcomed him, her cunt gripping him, walls fluttering around his thick shaft.

"Your body disagrees," she managed, trying to rock back and take more of him, to control something in this surrender.

Rhys's hands tightened, holding her immobile. "Don't move," he ordered. "Take what I give you."

Her muscles strained against his hold as he continued his methodical invasion, each thrust gaining another inch, her slick easing his passage but doing nothing to diminish the overwhelming fullness. When their bodies finally met, his pelvis flush against her ass, he paused. She could feel him pulsing inside her, could feel her own heartbeat through the tight clutch of her walls around him.

"All of me," he said, satisfaction rumbling in his chest. "You take all of me."

Lira couldn't speak. The sensation of being so completely filled had stolen her words, her breath, her thoughts. She hung from the chains, impaled and helpless, as Rhys began to move.

There was no build-up, no gentle easing into a rhythm. He fucked her with mechanical precision, each thrust calculated for maximum depth. The wet sounds of their coupling echoed obscenely in the sterile room—the slap of skin against skin, the squelch of her abundant slick, the low groans that escaped his throat despite his control.

"Oh god," she moaned, her head hanging down between her stretched arms. "Oh god, oh god, oh god."

"Your god isn't here," Rhys grunted, his pace never faltering. "Just me. Just us. Just this."

Lira tried again to push back against him, to meet his thrusts, to assert some control over the overwhelming sensations coursing through her body. But his grip was unyielding, his strength so far beyond hers that her struggles only emphasized her helplessness.

"Please," she begged, though she wasn't sure what she was begging for.

"Please what?" he asked, driving into her with bruising force. "Please stop? Please more? Be specific, Lira."

The sound of her name on his lips sent an unexpected thrill through her. In this clinical setting, with her body reduced to its biological function, that small acknowledgment of her personhood felt strangely intimate.

"Please let me move," she whispered.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of flesh meeting flesh, the steady beeping of the monitors, the harsh breathing of two people locked in the most ancient of dances. Then his grip loosened slightly.

"Show me," he said.

Given this small freedom, Lira began to rock against him, finding her own rhythm to complement his relentless pace. The angle changed subtly, and suddenly he was hitting a spot inside her that made sparks dance behind her eyelids.

"There," she gasped. "There, there, there."

A low rumble of approval vibrated through his chest. One hand left her hip to slide up her sweat-slicked back, then around to cup a heavy breast. His fingers found her nipple, pinching just hard enough to send a jolt of pleasure-pain straight to her core.

"Your body knows what it needs," he said, voice strained now with his own building pleasure. "Stop fighting it."

And she did stop fighting, surrendering completely to the sensations. Her cunt clenched rhythmically around his invading length, drawing him deeper, milking him with every thrust. The wet sounds of their mating grew louder, more desperate, a primal symphony accompanied by the clinical beeping of machines measuring her surrender.

Rhys's thrusts became more forceful, more urgent. She felt something changing, felt the base of his cock beginning to swell, catching at her entrance with each withdrawal before pushing in again.

"What—what is that?" she panted, though some deep instinctual part of her already knew.

"My knot," he growled against her ear, leaning over her back now, surrounding her with his heat and scent. "Going to lock us together. Going to fill you up. Going to breed you properly."

The words should have terrified her, but instead they sent a flood of fresh slick coating his pistoning cock. Her walls clamped down harder, greedy for what he promised.

"Yes," she heard herself saying, the word torn from some primitive part of her brain. "Yes, knot me, breed me, fill me."

His rhythm faltered for the first time, growing erratic as the swelling at the base of his cock expanded further. Each time he pushed in, the withdrawal became more difficult, her body clutching at him, refusing to let go.

"Take it," he ordered, voice raw with exertion. "Take my knot."

With one final, brutal thrust, he forced the swollen bulge past her stretched entrance. Lira screamed as it locked inside her, stretching her impossibly wider. The pain-pleasure of it was beyond anything she'd experienced—being filled, claimed, completed in some fundamental way she hadn't known she needed.

Rhys's body curved over hers, his chest heaving against her back, his cock buried to the hilt and secured there by biology's perfect design. The platform beneath them was soaked with her slick, the air thick with the scent of sex and pheromones, the monitors still tracking every spike and surge in her body's responses.

They were bound together now, neither able to break the connection until nature decided it was done. Lira hung from her chains, speared on his cock, claimed by this stranger in the most primitive way possible, and all she felt was a strange, overwhelming relief.

***

Locked together by Rhys's swollen knot, they remained joined in the most intimate way possible. The fullness inside her was overwhelming—not just the intrusion of his cock, but the knowledge of what would come next. Lira trembled, her forehead pressed against the padded platform, sweat cooling on her skin as they both caught their breath in the momentary stillness before the final act.

The monitors had quieted somewhat, their beeping steadier now that her vital signs had plateaued in this new state of connection. Somewhere in the back of her mind, Lira knew technicians would be watching those readouts, noting her body's responses, measuring her compatibility with this Alpha. The thought should have humiliated her, but she was beyond such concerns now.

"Does it hurt?" Rhys asked, his voice rough against her ear. He remained draped over her back, his weight supported on his forearms to avoid crushing her smaller frame.

"Yes," she admitted, then, surprising herself: "But I like it."

A soft huff of amusement warmed the nape of her neck. "Good. Because we're only halfway done."

Before she could question his meaning, Rhys began to move again—not the long thrusts of before, which were impossible now with his knot locked firmly inside her, but a grinding, circular motion that pressed the swollen bulge against spots inside her she hadn't known existed.

"Oh," she gasped, a fresh wave of pleasure washing through her oversensitized nerves. "Oh, that's—"

"Necessary," he finished for her, his voice strained with the effort of maintaining control. "Need to stimulate...release."

The clinical terminology should have broken the spell, reminded her that this was a procedure, not passion. Instead, it heightened her awareness of what was happening—her body fulfilling its biological purpose, responding to the precise stimuli it was designed to crave.

Rhys's grinding became more insistent, the pressure inside her building with each subtle movement. His breathing grew ragged, hot puffs against her shoulder where he'd buried his face. One hand slid beneath her to cup her breast again, thumb brushing across the pebbled nipple in time with his movements.

"Going to fill you," he growled, the formal façade cracking as his own instincts took over. "Going to pump you so full you'll leak for days."

The crude words sent another shock of desire through Lira's system. Her inner walls clenched involuntarily around his knot, wringing a groan from his throat.

"Do that again," he ordered, voice dropping to a register that seemed to vibrate directly against her spine.

She did, deliberately squeezing her internal muscles around him, feeling the answering throb of his cock deep inside her. The sensation was incredible—being so completely filled while still having some control, some way to affect him as he affected her.

"That's it," he praised, his hips working in tighter circles now. "Milk me. Take what you need."

The chains above her rattled as she tugged against her restraints, wanting suddenly to touch him, to dig her fingers into his flesh. But the cuffs held firm, keeping her exactly where the Breeding Suite had positioned her—helpless, open, at the mercy of biological imperatives.

Rhys's rhythm faltered, his movements becoming jerky and uncoordinated. "It's starting," he rasped, something almost like wonder in his voice. "Can you feel it?"

She could. His knot seemed to pulse inside her, growing impossibly larger. The head of his cock, buried so deep she swore she could feel it against her cervix, twitched with its own heartbeat. A new warmth bloomed inside her—not the heat of friction, but something else.

"You're coming," she whispered, awed by the sensation of him spilling inside her.

"Yes," he hissed, his whole body tensing above her like a bowstring drawn taut. Then, almost tenderly: "And so will you."

His hand moved from her breast, sliding down her sweat-slicked stomach to find the swollen bud between her legs. When his fingers brushed her clit, Lira jolted as if electrified.

"Too much," she gasped, trying to squirm away, but the knot held her firmly in place.

"No," Rhys said, his voice eerily calm despite the tremors she could feel running through him. "Not enough. Need you to come. Need your body to accept mine fully."

His clever fingers circled her clit as his hips continued their merciless grinding, each movement pushing another pulse of his release deeper inside her. He was right—the pleasure was building again, different this time, deeper and more encompassing.

"Let go," he commanded, his lips finding the sensitive spot where her neck met her shoulder. "Surrender, Lira."

When his teeth closed over her scent gland, not quite breaking the skin but applying exquisite pressure, something shattered inside her. Lira's back arched sharply, a cry tearing from her throat as the orgasm crashed through her with devastating force. Her inner walls clamped down rhythmically around his knot, her body milking his cock with primitive efficiency.

Rhys groaned against her neck, his hips jerking as her contractions triggered another wave of his own climax. "That's it," he murmured between shuddering breaths. "Take it all. Every drop."

The intensity of their joined release sent the monitors into a frenzy of beeping and chirping, recording the perfect biological symphony of compatible mates. Lira barely heard them through the roaring in her ears, her consciousness narrowed to the single point where their bodies joined, where his seed pulsed into her waiting womb.

Time lost meaning. It could have been minutes or hours that they remained locked together, his cock periodically twitching with fresh releases, her body trembling with aftershocks. Eventually, the urgency faded, leaving them both panting and spent, still unable to separate.

Slowly, awareness of her surroundings filtered back. The hard floor beneath the padded platform. The ache in her shoulders from the restraints. The clinical white walls watching their most intimate moment with sterile indifference.

"How long?" she asked, her voice hoarse from crying out.

"Until the knot goes down," Rhys replied, his weight shifting slightly to make her more comfortable. "Twenty minutes. Maybe thirty."

Despite the discomfort of their position, a strange peace settled over Lira. Her body felt both exhausted and fulfilled, used in exactly the way it was meant to be used. Between her legs, where they remained joined, she could feel the evidence of his release—so much of it that it leaked around his knot despite the tight seal, trickling down her thighs in warm rivulets.

"It worked," she said, not a question but a statement of fact. Something fundamental had changed inside her—a lock clicking open, a switch being flipped. Her body thrummed with new awareness, new purpose.

"Yes," Rhys agreed, his hand coming to rest on her lower abdomen, just above where they were joined. "The monitors confirm compatibility. Successful breeding."

His clinical phrasing couldn't diminish the intimacy of the moment, of his palm pressed against the place where his seed might already be taking root. Lira's eyes drifted closed, dignity forgotten in the wash of hormones flooding her system.

"I didn't expect it to feel like this," she admitted softly.

Behind her, Rhys shifted, his cheek coming to rest against her shoulder blade. His next words were so quiet she almost missed them:

"Neither did I."

They remained joined, Alpha and Omega, breeder and bred, as the machines continued their dispassionate documentation of biology's ancient triumph over reason. Lira's resistance, her pride, her very sense of self—all had been rewritten by the primal need now seated in her blood, her bones, her newly claimed body.


Chapter 4

The breeding chamber hummed with the steady beeping of monitors, their blue-green glow painting harsh shadows across Rhys's concentrated face. He studied the insemination report on the screen, his jaw tightening at the flashing red "incomplete" status. Behind him, Lira trembled on the padded mat, her spine arched and her fingers clutching desperately at the edges, as if she might float away without something to hold.

"Insufficient seed retention," Rhys muttered, scrolling through the data with a clinical detachment that belied the fact he was still buried deep inside her, his knot swollen and locking them together. "Your body's rejecting the implantation sequence."

Lira didn't answer—couldn't answer—her throat raw from hours of crying out. Sweat plastered her dark hair to her forehead, and tears leaked from the corners of her eyes, catching the sterile light like tiny prisms. The mat beneath her was damp with their combined fluids, the sharp tang of sex and synthetic pheromones hanging in the air like an invisible cloud.

Rhys reached over to adjust one of the sensors attached to her lower abdomen, the movement causing his hips to shift slightly. The change in angle sent a fresh wave of sensation through Lira's oversensitized body. She whimpered, the sound small and broken.

"We're not done," he said, voice matter-of-fact as he gripped her hips with hands that left white impressions on her flushed skin. "The protocol is clear. Full implantation or we start again tomorrow."

He began to move again, not with the frantic pace of passion but with deliberate, grinding thrusts that seemed designed to stimulate her deepest places. Each movement was calculated, a science of penetration that Rhys had mastered over years as a breeding instructor. He watched the monitors as he worked, adjusting his rhythm based on the spikes and dips in her hormone levels displayed in real time.

"Please," Lira managed, the word barely recognizable. She wasn't sure what she was begging for—for him to stop, for him to continue, for some resolution to the unbearable tension that had her body wound so tight she thought she might shatter.

"Your heat cycle isn't complete," Rhys responded, professional as a doctor delivering a diagnosis. "Your body needs more stimulation to accept the breeding." His hands slid around to her belly, pressing down slightly, as if he could physically guide his seed to its destination. "Stop fighting it."

She hadn't realized she was fighting anything, but her body had gone rigid, muscles locked in a battle between pleasure and pain that her conscious mind had long since surrendered. With an effort that cost her the last of her strength, she forced herself to relax, to yield, to open.

Rhys felt the change immediately. "Good girl," he murmured, the first hint of warmth in his voice all day. His thrusts deepened, the maddening grind becoming something more purposeful. "Let your body do what it was designed for."

The breeding monitors beeped a new rhythm, acknowledging the shift in her physiology. One of Rhys's hands moved to the base of her spine, pressing down to angle her hips higher, while the other reached beneath to find the swollen bud of her clitoris. He circled it with cruel expertise, not to bring pleasure but to trigger the hormonal cascade that would prepare her body for insemination.

Lira sobbed, fresh tears spilling down her cheeks as her body betrayed her again, responding to his touch with a flood of arousal that had nothing to do with desire and everything to do with biology. Her fingers clawed at the mat, seeking purchase in a world that had narrowed to sensation.

"That's it," Rhys encouraged, watching the monitors flicker with new information. "Your cervix is dilating. Stop resisting the process."

His strokes became deeper, more demanding, the knot at the base of his cock swelling further, stretching her beyond what should have been possible. Lira's vision blurred, reality fracturing around the edges as her body surrendered to the overwhelming input. She was begging again, she realized distantly, a stream of incoherent pleas falling from her lips like prayers to a god who had abandoned her.

Rhys leaned forward, his chest pressed against her back, his breath hot against her ear. "You're going to take every drop," he promised, his professional demeanor slipping just enough to reveal the man beneath the instructor. "And you're going to keep it this time."

The monitors beeped their approval as Lira's body finally, helplessly, yielded to its purpose, her womb opening to receive what Rhys was determined to give her. And still, he continued his relentless pace, ignoring her tearful moans, waiting for the machines to tell him what her body already knew—that this time, the breeding would take.

***

Time stretched like warm taffy, minutes bleeding into hours as Rhys worked Lira's body with methodical precision. He'd driven her through three orgasms already, each one stronger than the last, each one wrenching a different cry from her throat. Her hands had long since abandoned their grip on the mat, arms limp at her sides as she surrendered to the unstoppable tide of sensation he orchestrated with practiced ease.

"Fourth climax approaching," Rhys noted, speaking to the room's recording system rather than to her. His hands gripped her hips with bruising intensity, thumbs pressing into the dimples at the base of her spine. "Subject continues to show heightened receptivity."

Lira's thighs quivered uncontrollably, muscles spasming with fatigue and stimulation. Each thrust sent fresh jolts of pleasure-pain through her oversensitized nerves, her body responding with Pavlovian eagerness despite her conscious mind's exhaustion. Her fourth orgasm crashed through her with the subtlety of a freight train, wrenching a hoarse scream from her abused throat.

The door slid open with a pneumatic hiss, admitting two technicians in pristine white coats. They moved with the detached efficiency of people who had witnessed this scene hundreds of times before—a man buried deep in a woman, both of them slick with sweat and other fluids, the air heavy with the scent of sex and desperation.

"Continuing as scheduled?" the taller tech asked, already pulling on blue nitrile gloves with a snap that made Lira flinch.

Rhys nodded, never breaking his rhythm. "Multiple orgasms achieved. Hormone levels approaching optimal range. She's fighting the implantation, though."

The shorter tech clucked her tongue, the sound unnervingly maternal in this sterile hell. "Let's have a look, shall we?" She approached the breeding mat, carrying what looked like a portable ultrasound machine. "Spread her wider, please."

Rhys's hands moved to the inside of Lira's thighs, pushing them further apart despite her weak sound of protest. The position exposed her completely to the techs' clinical gaze, while keeping her firmly impaled on his cock. The humiliation burned hotter than her heat, fresh tears springing to her eyes.

Cold gel hit her lower abdomen without warning, followed by the firm pressure of the ultrasound wand. The tech studied the screen with narrowed eyes, adjusting knobs and pressing deeper.

"There's the issue," she announced, pointing to something on the screen that Lira couldn't see from her position. "Cervical opening insufficient. Seed dispersion suboptimal."

The taller tech leaned over her shoulder, nodding sagely. "Anterior tilt. Classic resistance pattern in first-time breeders." He glanced at Rhys. "Adjustment suggested."

Rhys didn't hesitate. He shifted his position slightly, lifting Lira's hips higher and angling her pelvis. The movement caused his cock to press against something deep inside her that made her entire body jerk and a strangled sound escape her lips.

"Better," the shorter tech commented, moving the ultrasound wand to track the change. "See here? The cervical gape is responding. Continue with this position."

They spoke about her body as if she weren't present, as if she were a malfunctioning machine being repaired. Lira closed her eyes, trying to retreat into some private corner of her mind, but Rhys chose that moment to resume his thrusting—harder now, more deliberate, each stroke ending with a grinding pressure against that newly discovered spot.

"Oh god," she sobbed, the words barely intelligible. Another orgasm was building already, her body's betrayal complete and unforgiving.

"Vocalization indicates proper stimulation," the taller tech noted, jotting something on his tablet. "Increased lubrication observed. Excellent progress."

The shorter tech applied more gel, moving the wand lower, pressing it against where Lira and Rhys were joined. The cold plastic edge of the device brushed against her swollen clitoris, sending an electric jolt through her already overstimulated body.

"Careful," Rhys admonished, though there was no real concern in his voice. "We don't want premature triggering of the hormonal cascade."

"Of course, Instructor," the tech apologized, adjusting her position. "Just confirming knot engagement. It's textbook, by the way. Full dilation achieved."

Lira's face burned with mortification as they discussed the most intimate details of her anatomy. The humiliation itself had become part of her arousal, her body responding to the clinical observation with a fresh flood of wetness that the techs immediately noted and recorded.

"Subject showing ideal reception signals," the taller tech commented, reaching beneath her to collect a sample of her arousal on a testing strip. "Pheromone levels optimal. You've done excellent work preparing her, Instructor."

Rhys acknowledged the compliment with a nod, never breaking his rhythm. "She's a natural breeder. Once we overcame the initial resistance."

Lira wanted to protest, to deny that any part of her was "natural" at this, but all that emerged was another moan as he twisted his hips in a way that sent sparks shooting up her spine. She was crying again, she realized distantly, tears of humiliation and unbearable pleasure mingling on her cheeks.

"We'll leave you to complete this session," the shorter tech said, packing away the ultrasound equipment. "The monitoring system suggests another thirty minutes should achieve full saturation."

"Noted," Rhys replied, his hands returning to Lira's hips as the techs moved toward the door. "I'll ensure complete deposition."

The door hissed shut behind them, leaving Lira alone again with Rhys and the relentless pleasure he inflicted with mechanical precision. His pace increased slightly now that they were alone, his breathing the only sign that he was affected at all by the hours of exertion.

"Did you enjoy your examination?" he murmured, the words carrying a hint of cruelty. "Your body certainly did. You get wetter every time they walk in."

Lira shook her head in weak denial, but they both knew it was true. Something about being observed, being discussed like breeding stock, had triggered a response deeper than conscious thought. Her body was betraying her in ways she hadn't imagined possible, and Rhys knew exactly how to exploit it.

"Thirty more minutes," he reminded her, his voice almost gentle despite the ruthless pace of his hips. "And then we'll see if you've finally learned to take what you're given."

***

The hours melted into a smear of sensation, time losing all meaning as Lira floated somewhere beyond her body. Her mind had disconnected, a survival mechanism kicking in when the pleasure became too much, too constant, too overwhelming. She was vaguely aware of her cheek pressed against the damp mat, a puddle of her own drool beneath her face, her eyes unfocused and staring at nothing.

Rhys continued above her, inside her, around her—a universe of sensation with himself at the center. His movements had taken on a mechanical quality, the practiced motions of someone completing a task rather than seeking pleasure. The breeding monitors had stopped their incessant beeping, settling into a steady, approving hum that matched the rhythm of his thrusts.

"Final phase," he announced to the empty room, his voice hoarse from hours of exertion. "Subject fully receptive."

Lira might have laughed if she had any control left over her facial muscles. Fully receptive. As if she had any choice in the matter. Her body had surrendered hours ago, her womb open and greedy, her heat-swollen tissues responsive to his every touch despite her mind's retreat. She was nothing but nerve endings and animal instinct now.

Rhys's hand slid beneath her, fingers finding the sensitive bud between her legs with unerring accuracy. He circled it slowly, methodically, not to bring pleasure but to trigger the final hormonal release that would ensure successful implantation. Her body responded instantly, a pavlovian reaction that had been conditioned through hours of identical stimulation.

"Good," he murmured, more to himself than to her. "Hormone cascade initiating."

A fresh wave of wetness flooded between her thighs, her body's final surrender. Lira felt it happen with a distant curiosity, as if observing someone else's physical response. The heaviness in her lower abdomen increased, a pressure that was neither pleasure nor pain but something more primal—her body preparing to receive, to nurture, to grow.

Rhys shifted his angle slightly, pressing deeper, his own breathing finally becoming ragged as he approached his finish. His control was slipping, the instructor giving way to the man, the alpha, the breeder. His fingers dug into the soft flesh of her hips with bruising force, holding her in place as his thrusts became more forceful.

"Take it," he growled, the clinical detachment finally cracking. "Take all of it."

Lira's body responded to the command before her mind could process it, inner muscles clenching around him with a strength she didn't know she still possessed. The action triggered another orgasm, her thoughts whiting out completely as her nervous system overloaded with input. She might have screamed—she couldn't be sure—the sound distant and unrecognizable to her ears.

Rhys groaned, his rhythm faltering as his release began. Lira felt the pulsing inside her, the heat of it, the fullness as his knot swelled to its final size, locking them together in the biological imperative of breeding. Each pulse sent a fresh wave of sensation through her overstimulated body, aftershocks of pleasure so intense they bordered on pain.

The knot stretched her beyond what seemed possible, pressing against nerves that triggered yet another cascade of pleasure. Lira sobbed, her body trapped in an endless loop of stimulation with no relief in sight. Her vision tunneled, darkness creeping in at the edges as her overtaxed system began to shut down non-essential functions.

"Perfect lock," Rhys noted, his voice strained but returning to its professional tone. "Complete seal. No leakage."

He shifted slightly, testing the connection, and the movement sent another jolt through Lira's body. She trembled uncontrollably, muscles spasming around the intrusion, her body milking him for every drop even as her mind begged for unconsciousness.

Rhys reached for the monitoring pad on the table beside them, checking the readings with the steady hand of someone who hadn't just spent hours in intense physical exertion. "Breeding successful," he announced, satisfaction evident in his voice. "Implantation at ninety-seven percent probability."

Lira heard the words as if from underwater, their meaning lost in the static of her overloaded senses. All she knew was that it was over—or nearly so. The worst of the heat had passed, leaving behind an ache that would linger for days, a reminder of what her body had endured.

Rhys remained locked inside her, the biological imperative ensuring that his seed would have the maximum chance of taking root. He settled into a more comfortable position, his weight pressing her further into the mat, his body covering hers completely.

"Rest now," he instructed, the words brushing against her ear. "Your body needs to process."

As if granted permission, Lira felt consciousness slipping away, her mind eagerly embracing the darkness. She was dimly aware of fluid trickling down her thighs as Rhys's knot began its slow deflation—evidence of the thoroughness of his work, of her body's inability to contain all he had given her.

Even in near-unconsciousness, her body continued to respond, inner muscles fluttering weakly around his softening length, trying to keep him inside, to keep the connection, to complete the breeding process her biology demanded. Her heat wasn't entirely satisfied—might never be until pregnancy was confirmed—and that lingering need followed her down into darkness.

The last thing she felt before surrendering completely to unconsciousness was Rhys finally withdrawing, the sudden emptiness both a relief and a loss. Her body sagged against the mat, boneless and spent, still leaking evidence of their session, still open and vulnerable. And somewhere, in the deepest recesses of her mind where animal instinct resided, still desperate for more—for completion, for fulfillment, for the breeding her body had been prepared to receive.

The monitors beeped one final time, confirming what the techs already knew—this session, at least, had been a success. Whether Lira would remember it when she woke, whether she would hate or crave the next one, was irrelevant to the clinical purpose that had been achieved. Her body had done what it was designed to do. The rest was merely detail.


Chapter 5

The Certification Room gleamed with antiseptic white light, the floor polished to a mirror shine that reflected Lira's naked form as she knelt, head bowed, collar tight against her throat. The air conditioning raised goosebumps across her exposed skin, but the flush of heat that had transformed her body over the past months kept her core burning with an unnatural warmth. She didn't dare look up as the administrators entered, their shoes clicking against the hard floor, clipboards in hand to document her final assessment.

Graduation day. No cap and gown, no proud parents snapping photos, no tassels to turn. Just Lira, naked on the cold tile, her knees aching from the hard surface. Her breasts had grown fuller, more sensitive since the breeding program began, and now they hung heavy, nipples dark and prominent. Between her legs, her pussy remained swollen and pink, evidence of the frequent use that had become her routine. Her hand instinctively moved to her belly—just beginning to curve outward with the first signs of successful breeding.

"Subject 3429. Designation: Omega-class Breeder." The lead administrator's voice echoed in the sparse room. She was a thin woman with eyeglasses that caught the light as she moved, obscuring her eyes. "Final certification assessment."

Two other administrators flanked her, one male and one female, both wearing the same white lab coats and expressions of professional disinterest. They might have been evaluating livestock or inspecting factory equipment rather than a human being.

Rhys stood to the side, dressed in a tailored black suit that emphasized his broad shoulders and confident posture. His presence filled the room with an alpha energy that made Lira's pulse quicken involuntarily. His hand came to rest on the nape of her neck, a gesture both possessive and oddly comforting. His fingers were warm against her skin, but the weight of them reminded her of her place.

"Records indicate compliance with all breeding protocols," the male administrator noted, his voice flat as he read from a tablet. "Heat cycles successfully triggered and maintained for the required duration."

The female administrator stepped closer, her clinical gaze traveling over Lira's body. "Multiple successful coupling sessions documented. No resistance behaviors noted after the second week of conditioning."

Lira's face burned with humiliation, but her body betrayed her with a rush of wetness between her thighs. The months of hormonal treatments and conditioning had altered her responses, training her body to react with arousal to inspection and evaluation.

"Breeding scores," the lead administrator announced, her voice carrying the final verdict of Lira's future. "Fertility rating: 9.2 out of 10. Exceptional ovulation response to synthetic triggers. Heat maintenance stability: 8.7. Above average duration and intensity."

The numbers washed over Lira like cold water. Once, she had been proud of academic scores, of achievements measured in different metrics. Now these clinical assessments of her body's breeding capacity would determine her value.

"Receptivity to alpha pheromones: 9.8." The administrator's mouth curved slightly—not quite a smile, but recognition of an exceptional metric. "Almost off the charts. Subject demonstrates immediate physiological response to alpha presence, particularly to her designated breeder."

Rhys's fingers tightened slightly on her neck, a subtle gesture of approval that sent an involuntary shiver down Lira's spine.

"Multi-ejaculation impregnation confirmed," continued the administrator. "Fetal development at six weeks, normal progression. Preliminary scan indicates potential for multiple embryos, though it's too early for confirmation."

Lira's stomach tightened. Multiple embryos. She might be carrying twins or even triplets. The thought made her dizzy with a confused mix of dread and a conditioned sense of fulfillment.

"Please note," the male administrator added, "hormone levels indicate subject has maintained optimal breeding receptivity despite pregnancy. This suggests potential for continuous breeding cycle management with minimal recovery periods post-birth."

Rhys made a sound of approval, and Lira felt his hand slide from her neck to her shoulder, a proprietary caress.

"Do you accept these certification results?" the lead administrator asked, addressing not Lira but Rhys.

"I do," he said, his deep voice resonating through Lira's body like a physical touch. "She's performed beyond expectations."

Performed. Like an appliance, a tool. Lira kept her eyes down, staring at the reflection of her naked body in the polished floor. There was her belly, the slight curve that would grow in the coming months. There were her thighs, still marked with faint bruises from Rhys's grip during their last coupling session.

"Subject 3429 is hereby certified as Grade A Breeding Stock," the lead administrator announced, stamping a document with finality. "Certification complete. You may proceed with formal claiming under Code 18 when ready."

Lira's hands trembled in her lap. No speeches, no applause, just the cold bureaucracy of her new reality. She was officially property now, her body's purpose defined and documented. She felt Rhys's hand tighten on her shoulder, and she knew without looking that he was smiling.

***

The administrators stepped back as Rhys moved forward, producing a document from his inner pocket with the practiced ease of someone who had prepared thoroughly for this moment. Lira remained on her knees, her body trembling slightly, as he unfolded the paper with a significant look toward the certification panel. "I hereby invoke Clause 18 of the Breeding Stock Acquisition Act," he announced, his voice carrying an authority that seemed to compress the air in the room. "Full ownership rights with permanent breeding designation."

The lead administrator nodded, unsurprised. "Clause 18 application noted. Subject 3429 will be reclassified from term-limited breeder to permanent stock." She made a notation on her tablet, the scratch of stylus against screen unnaturally loud in the quiet room. "Please proceed with the formal claiming."

Lira's breath caught in her throat. Clause 18 was rare—most breeders were contracted for specific term periods, after which they could petition for reassignment or, occasionally, release. Permanent designation meant she would never leave the breeding program. She would be Rhys's property for life, her body dedicated solely to carrying his offspring, one pregnancy after another until her fertility waned.

The temporary training collar around her throat suddenly felt flimsy compared to what was coming. From a leather case, Rhys extracted a heavy metal collar—the permanent breeding collar that would mark her status to anyone who saw her. Unlike the lightweight training version, this was solid, substantial, with a complex locking mechanism that required a specialized key to remove.

"The claiming collar," the male administrator noted for the record, "is regulation standard, titanium-core with biometric locking. Once secured, it cannot be removed without authorization codes from both Alpha-owner and Central Registry."

A door opened at the far end of the room, admitting a small group of observers. Lira recognized them immediately—her classmates from the breeding program, five other women in various states of preparation for their own certifications. Unlike her, they wore simple white shifts, though the collars around their throats marked them as breeding candidates.

The blonde one—Lira struggled to remember her name after months of being reduced to a number—had the flushed look and slightly glazed eyes that indicated early heat onset. She shifted uncomfortably, her thighs pressing together beneath her thin garment. The tall, dark-skinned woman beside her looked more composed, but her nostrils flared as she caught Rhys's alpha scent, her body responding instinctively.

"Witnesses for the claiming," the female administrator explained. "Part of their education in the certification process."

Of course. They were here to learn from her example, to see what awaited them in the coming weeks or months. Lira's humiliation deepened, her nakedness and submission now on display not just to the administrators and Rhys, but to those who had once been her peers.

Rhys stepped behind her, his fingers brushing against her neck as he removed the training collar. For one brief moment, Lira felt the absence of restraint, the phantom possibility of freedom. Then the heavy weight of the permanent collar settled against her skin, cold metal warming quickly against her flesh. The locking mechanism made a series of clicking sounds as Rhys secured it, each click sealing her fate more irrevocably.

"Look up," Rhys commanded, and Lira raised her head, meeting the eyes of her former classmates. The collar felt like it weighed a ton, the physical manifestation of her new reality pressing down on her shoulders.

One of the women—a redhead with freckles across her nose—looked away, unable to maintain eye contact. Another watched with undisguised fear, her hand unconsciously rising to touch her own temporary collar. The blonde in heat stared with a mixture of arousal and dread, her body responding to Rhys while her mind processed what his claiming of Lira meant for her own future.

"The collar is secure," Rhys announced, moving to stand beside Lira again. His hand returned to the nape of her neck, fingers sliding beneath the new collar in a gesture that was somehow both possessive and intimate. "Biometrics active."

The lead administrator approached with a small scanner, running it over the collar's lock. The device beeped, and a small green light flashed. "Confirmed. Breeding collar registered to Alpha Rhys Mortensen. Subject 3429 is now designated as Permanent Breeding Stock."

A whimper escaped Lira's throat—not quite a sob, not quite a moan, but a broken sound that embodied her submission. The final threads of her former self seemed to snap with that sound, leaving behind only the vessel she had become. Her hands, resting on her thighs, trembled visibly.

"Ownership transfer documentation," the male administrator said, passing a tablet to Rhys. "Thumbprint and signature required."

Rhys took the tablet, his movements unhurried and confident. He pressed his thumb against the screen, then signed with a stylus, his signature bold and assertive across the document. The ownership papers—the formal record that transferred Lira from state property to private possession.

"As her Alpha-owner," the female administrator said, "you now have full rights to determine breeding schedules, medical interventions, and living conditions. The Registry requires quarterly health assessments and breeding success reports. Will you be managing these personally or assigning a proxy?"

"Personally," Rhys replied, his hand still resting possessively on Lira's neck. "I take a hands-on approach to my investments."

Investments. The word landed like a stone in Lira's stomach. She was an asset now, a valuable one certainly, but still just property to be managed for return on investment—the return being the children she would bear.

The administrator nodded, making another notation. "Very well. Breeding stock transfer is complete. You may remove your property at your convenience."

Rhys's fingers tightened slightly against Lira's skin. "Stand," he ordered quietly.

She rose on shaky legs, painfully aware of her classmates' eyes on her naked body, on the slight swell of her belly, on the heavy collar that now defined her existence. The blonde in early heat made a small sound—half envy, half fear—as Rhys placed a proprietary hand on Lira's lower back.

"Turn and present yourself to me," he said, his voice carrying the weight of his first official command as her owner.

Lira turned to face him, her eyes downcast, her position perfect from months of training—back straight, breasts forward, hands clasped behind her back. The pose emphasized her pregnancy and submission simultaneously.

"Good girl," he murmured, just loud enough for her to hear. "That's what I paid for."

***

The final signature dried on the ownership papers with a sense of permanence that made Lira's stomach clench. The lead administrator applied an official seal to the document, the soft thud of the stamp punctuating the silence like the closing of a door that would never reopen. Rhys tucked the papers into his suit jacket, patting them once as if ensuring the precious document was secure, before turning his attention fully to his newly acquired property.

"The certification process requires a demonstration of proper imprinting and response," the male administrator noted, his clinical tone unchanged despite what he was suggesting. "As this is a Clause 18 permanent designation, we must document complete submission behavior."

Rhys nodded, a smile playing at the corners of his mouth. "Of course." He loosened his tie slightly, then unbuttoned his suit jacket. His eyes never left Lira as he addressed the panel. "She's been thoroughly conditioned. You'll find her responses quite satisfactory."

Lira felt her heartbeat accelerate, a flush spreading across her chest and neck that had nothing to do with embarrassment and everything to do with her body's programmed response to Rhys's pheromones. The breeding program had altered her biochemistry, creating pathways of arousal that bypassed her conscious mind. Even as part of her shrank from what was about to happen, her body was already preparing itself, a slick wetness gathering between her thighs.

"Subject, present yourself for breeding assessment," the lead administrator instructed, her voice as impersonal as if she were asking Lira to step on a scale.

Rhys settled himself in a chair that the female administrator had positioned in the center of the room. He unfastened his belt and opened his trousers, revealing his already hardening cock. "Come here," he commanded Lira, his voice dropping to the register that always seemed to vibrate directly through her core.

Lira's former classmates remained along the wall, their eyes wide as they watched. The blonde in early heat was breathing rapidly now, her arousal triggered by the heavy alpha pheromones Rhys was deliberately releasing into the room. The officials maintained their professional detachment, tablets ready to record observations.

Lira approached Rhys on unsteady legs, her conditioning warring with the last remnants of her dignity. She had been here before—many times during her training—but never with an audience beyond her trainers. Never as a demonstration for those who had once been her equals.

"Mount," Rhys ordered simply, his eyes dark with desire and dominance.

Her body responded before her mind could process, moving with the trained grace of muscle memory. She straddled his lap, facing him, her thighs spreading wide to accommodate his body. His hands came to her hips, guiding her position but not forcing her down—that wasn't necessary anymore. The conditioning ensured she would do that herself.

"Note the subject's physical response," the female administrator commented as Lira lowered herself onto Rhys's cock. "Immediate lubrication, pupil dilation, and nipple erection. Classic breeding-ready indicators."

Lira whimpered as she took him inside her, her body accepting his length with practiced ease. Her pregnancy had made her more sensitive, every nerve ending seemingly doubled in its capacity for sensation. Her belly, with its slight curve, pressed against his flat stomach as she seated herself fully on him.

"Subject demonstrates proper mounting behavior," the male administrator noted, his stylus moving across his tablet. "No hesitation or resistance. Full acceptance of alpha penetration."

A sob caught in Lira's throat as she began to move, riding Rhys with the rhythm that had been literally beaten into her during training. Up and down, her body rolling in the way that pleased him most, that stimulated his knot to form fastest. Her breasts bounced with the movement, heavy and tender from the hormonal changes of pregnancy.

Rhys's hands tightened on her hips, his fingers digging into the soft flesh with bruising force. "Good breeding stock," he murmured, loud enough for the officials to hear. "So responsive. Already carrying my pups and still desperate for more."

The crude language made Lira flinch internally, but her body betrayed her again, clenching around him in pleasure at the words. She had been conditioned to respond to degradation, to find arousal in her own objectification. Tears gathered in her eyes, spilling over to track down her cheeks as she continued to ride him.

"Subject shows appropriate emotional response," the lead administrator observed, making Lira realize that even her tears were expected, part of the performance of her new role. "The combination of physical pleasure and psychological submission indicates successful imprinting."

Rhys's breathing quickened, his cock swelling inside her as his knot began to form. Lira felt the familiar stretching sensation, her body accommodating his increasing girth. The knot pressed against her g-spot with each movement, triggering waves of unwanted pleasure that made her sob harder even as her hips jerked more urgently.

"Note the seeking behavior," the female administrator said, pointing with her stylus. "Subject is actively pursuing the alpha's knot. This is exactly the response we require in permanent breeding stock."

Lira's world narrowed to the sensation of Rhys inside her, her conditioning taking over completely now. Her cunt clenched rhythmically around him, milking his cock as she had been trained to do. She was dimly aware of the blonde classmate making a small, needy sound by the wall, of the approving hum from the officials, but these registered as if from a great distance.

"I'm going to fill you up again," Rhys growled, his hips jerking upward to meet her downward movements. "Add another load to that belly. Maybe give those pups a sibling before they're even born."

The words shouldn't have triggered her climax—they were crude, objectifying—but Lira's body convulsed in pleasure anyway, her pussy clamping down on his knot as she came with a broken cry. The sensation of her orgasm pushed Rhys over the edge, his hands holding her firmly in place as his knot locked fully inside her and he began to pump his seed into her already pregnant womb.

"Excellent mutual climax response," the lead administrator noted with clinical satisfaction. "The breeding bond is clearly established and functioning at optimal levels."

The room began to spin around Lira, black spots dancing at the edges of her vision. The combination of physical exertion, emotional trauma, and the overwhelming sensations of her conditioned body pushed her toward unconsciousness. She was vaguely aware of Rhys still pulsing inside her, of the approving murmurs of the officials as they documented her response, of the weight of the collar around her throat.

"Subject shows ideal breeding response," she heard the lead administrator say, the voice seeming to come from far away. "Full submission achieved."

As darkness closed in, the last thing Lira registered was Rhys's satisfied chuckle and his hand possessively covering her pregnant belly, claiming both her and the life growing inside her as his property. Then unconsciousness claimed her, a final merciful escape from the reality of what she had become.
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Thank You!

If my story helped you get where you were going this evening, please do remember to leave me a review! It makes me... very happy to know how I'm helping.




Until next time, lover.




- Sara xxx

OEBPS/image_rsrcSZ.jpg





OEBPS/nav.xhtml

Table of contents

		Title Page

		Copyright

		Contents

		Chapter 1

		Chapter 2

		Chapter 3

		Chapter 4

		Chapter 5

		Books By This Author

		Thank You!




Guide

		Cover

		Beginning

		Contents




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45

		46

		47

		48

		49

		50

		51

		52

		53

		54

		55

		56

		57

		58

		59

		60

		61

		62

		63

		64

		65

		66

		67

		68






