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Content Warning for Heat Camp


This is a story of dark erotic fiction, full of bondage, dub-con, non-con, medical play, and dark and disturbing themes that may be upsetting to some readers. This book is intended only for those eighteen and up. Please proceed with caution. This book is fiction and should not be used as a guide or as a responsible example of kink.

Heat Camp is a fictional place where omegas can live out their wildest fantasies. If you'd like to experience it like the characters and jump right in. I recommend starting with Chapter 2.


Chapter one


The call connects at exactly 7:00 p.m. Right on time.

I’m sitting cross-legged on my bed in the dark, laptop balanced on my knees, the screen too bright in my face. I’ve checked the link three times already. Refreshed it twice. Now there’s a man looking at me through the screen with a calm, professional smile, and I realize my hands are shaking.

“Mika Wilkson?”

“Yeah.”

“I’m Nolan. I’ll be handling your intake tonight.” He’s a beta—I know it instantly, even through a screen.. He lacks the confidence and posture of an alpha. Just a man with sandy brown hair and a tablet on his lap. He glances down at it, then back up. “How are you doing this evening?”

“Fine.”

He nods. Doesn’t push it. I like that already.

“So, I’ve got your basic information here. Twenty-two, unbonded, no pack affiliation. First heat at nineteen.” He scrolls through whatever’s on his screen. “You’ve had four heats total?”

“Yeah.”

“And how have those been for you?”

I shift on the bed. My knees pull tighter against my chest.

“Bad,” I say. “They’ve all been bad.”

I hate to even think about them.

“Can you tell me more about that?”

I look down at my hands. They’re still shaking. I wrap my fingers around each other and squeeze until they stop.

“My last one was the worst,” I say. “My parents’ pack set it up for me. They built me a nest.”

The word tastes wrong in my mouth. I can still picture it, the mountain of blankets and pillows in the guest room, all soft pastels and carefully arranged. My mom had even bought one of those scented diffusers, something floral that was supposed to be calming. They’d all smiled at me like they’d done something wonderful.

Omegas are supposed to want nests. To love that.

There's something wrong with me. There always has been.

“I hated it,” I say quietly. “All of it. The nest. The blankets. Everyone hovering and checking on me and bringing me things.” I swallow. “I sat in the middle of it with a vibrator and cried the entire time because none of it was what I needed. And afterward, everyone kept telling me how sweet it was that they’d done all that for me, how lucky I was, and I just-” My voice catches. I clear my throat. “I couldn’t tell them. I couldn’t say I wanted something different because what I want isn’t…”

I trail off. Press my lips together.

“It isn’t what omegas are supposed to want,” Nolan finishes for me. It's not a question.

I nod. My eyes are stinging, and I blink hard.

“I don’t fit the mold,” I say. “Everyone assumes what an omega needs. Soft things. A nest. Someone to hold me through it. That’s not me. It’s never been me. And I don’t know why,” my voice drops. “Everyone else seems to know what they want. And it’s always the normal stuff. Why can’t I just be like that?”

Nolan doesn’t answer right away. He doesn’t try to fix it or tell me it’s okay. He just lets it sit for a second, and somehow that’s better than anything he could have said.

“That’s one of the most common reasons omegas come to Heat Camp,” he says. “That’s what we’re here to fix.” He sets his pen down. “Now. I pulled up your requests—the ones you submitted online. I want to go through them with you tonight, but first I need to walk you through what this call is. Okay?”

“Okay.”

“Everything discussed tonight is recorded. Audio and video.” He gestures somewhere off-screen. “Legal requirement. Every omega’s intake preferences have to be documented verbally before we finalize anything. So we're sure there is no confusion. Protects you as much as it protects us.”

My stomach tightens. I knew that going in. It was in the consent form. But sitting here in the dark with the screen glowing white in my face, saying it out loud makes it real.

“So I have to say it,” I say. “Out loud. All of it.”

“You do.” He doesn’t flinch. Doesn’t smile wider or lean forward. Just says it. “Everything you want. In as much detail as you can give me. I know that’s uncomfortable. But if something’s vague in the record, we default to standard accommodations.”

He lets that hang for a second.

I think about the nest. The blankets. The way my mom had smiled.

“And from what you just told me,” Nolan continues, “standard isn’t going to cut it.”

“No,” I say quickly. “It’s not.”

“Then let’s make sure we get it right.” He pulls something up on his tablet. “Your environmental requests first. You picked one of our dungeon rooms. Full of hard restraints and toys. All leather and metal.” He looks up. “That’s correct?”

“Yeah. That’s correct.”

“Good.” He makes a note. “Now. Those are the room specs. What I need from you tonight is the scenario.”

Scenario. Like it’s a line item on a form.

My throat goes dry.

Nolan sets his tablet down and folds his hands. His posture shifts—just slightly. More open. More patient. Like he’s settling in.

“Take your time,” he says. “And Mika, there is nothing you can say in this call that will shock me. I’ve done hundreds of these. Whatever it is, I’ve heard it before. This isn’t a judgment call. It’s a logistics call.”

I grip my own arms hard enough to leave marks. My heart is hammering so loudly I can feel it in my throat.

He’s right. This is why I signed up. This is the whole point. I spent years feeling like something was broken in me, and Heat Camp is the first place that’s ever looked at what I want and said, yeah, we can do that.

I just have to say it.

“Okay,” I whisper.

Nolan waits.

I stare at a fixed point just past the computer screen because I can’t quite look at him for this part.

“I want to be taken.”

My voice comes out quieter than I mean it to. I force myself to keep going.

“Not… I need to be clear. I want it. All of it. But I want it to feel real. Like I don’t have a choice. I want consensual-non-consent,” I swallow hard. “Like someone decided this for me. Like I was kidnapped. Grabbed and brought somewhere I can’t get out of. I don’t want choices.”

I stop. My face is hot. The back of my neck is hot. I can feel the wetness already building between my thighs, and I hate it, hate that my body is already responding to words I haven’t even finished saying.

Nolan doesn’t move. Doesn’t shift in his seat. Just waits. Like a puppy waiting for a treat.

“I want to be kidnapped. Sold,” I say. “I want to be sold at auction. To alphas,” the words stick in my throat.

Two seconds of silence.

“Okay,” Nolan says. He writes something down without looking away from me for more than a second. “That’s the scenario framework. Kidnapping and sale.” He pauses, checks his tablet. “Now I need you to be more specific about what happens between the kidnapping and the sale. Walk me through it.”

I pull my knees tighter against my chest. My heart is beating so hard I can feel it everywhere.

“They lock me up, then drug me,” I say. “Into heat. There’s, I know there’s a drug. Something that forces it. I want them to use it on me.”

“You want the heat to be chemically induced,” Nolan repeats back, writing it down. “Not a natural cycle. Forced. Well, that gives us a lot of flexibility timeline-wise.”

“Yes,” the word comes out barely above a breath. “I want to already be slipping into it by the time…” I trail off. Swallow. “By the time they put me up.”

“Put you up,” Nolan says evenly. “You mean for the auction? Or on display?”

I nod even though he’s probably not looking at me. “Both. I want—I want people to see me. While I’m in heat. Not out of my mind yet, but getting there.” My voice breaks, just a little. I press my lips together and breathe through my nose until it steadies. “I want them to see what I am. An omega that needs to be controlled.”

Nolan doesn’t react to the crack in my voice. He just keeps writing, calm and steady, and I’m grateful for it.

“Okay. Any specific requests for how the auction happens?”

My stomach flips. I’ve thought about this. I’ve thought about it so many times, alone in the dark, that the image is worn smooth like a stone in a river.

“They take me to examine me. Process me like I'm livestock.” I have to swallow. “Make sure I'm good merchandise. It's invasive. Embarrassing.”

“Anything else?”

“A collar,” I say. “A real one. Not decorative. Something heavy that I can feel.” I pause. My hands are trembling again. “And a muzzle.”

“A muzzle,” Nolan repeats. Neutral. Just confirming.

“Yeah. So I can’t, so I can’t talk. So I can’t beg them not to.” The words come out in a rush and I have to look away from the screen. My face is burning. “I want to be gagged. Muzzled. Whatever you want to call it. I don’t want to be able to say anything.”

“Noted.” A beat. “What else?”

I close my eyes. The image is right there, vivid and sharp, the way it always is when I let myself think about it.

“A chastity belt,” I whisper.

“On display at the auction,” Nolan says.

“Yes. Locked. So I need someone to buy me for relief.” I stop. My throat aches. I’ve wanted this for so long; this is every fantasy I’ve ever had, but I’ve never had to say it out loud.

I open my eyes. My vision is blurry, and I realize with a start that my eyes are wet. I blink hard and wipe at them with the back of my hand, embarrassed.

Nolan pretends not to notice. He finishes writing and looks back up at me with that same steady, unhurried expression.

“So you want to be kidnapped, drugged into heat, displayed, and sold at auction to a pack of alphas who take you against your will?”

I nod.

“Yes.” My voice shakes.

Nolan tilts his head, just a fraction. Still writing.

“And then?” he prompts.

My heartbeat picks up. I can feel it in my fingertips where they’re digging into my arms.

“And then I want it so bad I can’t think straight. And I hate myself for it, but they tie me, use me, and I can't do anything but take it.”

I stop talking. My mouth is dry and my skin feels too tight, and I’m wet enough that I can feel it against my thighs, and I refuse to think about that right now.

Nolan looks at me for a long moment. Steady. Unhurried.

“Good,” he says. “That’s very clear. Thank you, Mika.” He glances down at his tablet. “Now let’s talk about the alphas.”

He taps something on his screen, and a moment later, a notification pops up on my laptop. A link. I click it, and a new window opens: a catalog. That’s the only word for it. Rows of profiles, each one a small card with a photo and a handful of details.

“This is our current roster,” Nolan says. “Everyone in that system has been vetted and cleared. Some of them are staff. Some of them are guests who’ve paid to participate in scenarios like yours. You won’t know which is which. That’s by design. They all have code names, and they’ll only know you as Omega.”

I scroll slowly, my eyes moving over face after face. The photos are simple. Head and shoulders, mostly. Some look directly at the camera. Some don’t.

“You’re picking up to four,” Nolan reminds me. “Take your time.”

The first one I stop on is near the top of the list. Dark hair, cropped close on the sides. A jaw that looks like it was cut with a ruler. His eyes are pale—grey or blue, it’s hard to tell from the photo—and they’re looking just slightly to the right of the camera, like he doesn’t care enough to look straight at it.

Name: Kael. Age: 29. Height: 6‘2″.

That’s all it gives me. No personality description. No listed interests. Just the basics and the photo.

Something about his face makes my stomach tighten. Not fear exactly. Something closer to it.

I tap his card. A small checkmark appears in the corner.

I keep scrolling.

The next one takes me longer to find. I pass over a dozen profiles, some too clean-cut, some too soft, before I land on him. He’s broader than Kael, heavier through the shoulders, and his photo is taken from a slightly lower angle so he’s looking down. There’s a scar cutting through his left eyebrow, thin and white, like it’s been there a long time.

Name: Dante. Age: 32. Height: 6‘4″.

I stare at him for longer than I mean to. Something about the way he fills the frame. Like there isn’t enough room for him.

I tap the card.

Two down.

I scroll past another stretch of profiles before one catches my eye, not because of how he looks, but because of how he doesn’t. He’s the only one smiling. It’s small, not a grin, nothing warm. More like he knows something you don’t, and he’s deciding whether to tell you.

Name: Rhys. Age: 27. Height: 5’11″.

He’s the shortest of the three so far. Lean, sharp-featured, dark eyes. The smile is what does it. It makes something in my chest go tight in a way I don’t want to look at too closely.

Tap.

Three.

The fourth one takes me a while. I scroll all the way to the bottom of the list and back up again before I find him. He’s near the middle, easy to skip over if you’re not paying attention. His photo is the most neutral of all of them, straight on, no expression, eyes directly at the camera. He looks calm. Completely, unnervingly calm.

His hair is lighter than the others. Auburn, maybe, pulled back from his face. He’s not as broad as Dante or as sharp as Kael. He just looks steady. Like nothing would rattle him.

Name: Eli. Age: 30. Height: 6‘0″.

I think about it for a full minute before I tap the card.

Four checkmarks. Four faces.

“Done,” I say.

Nolan glances at his screen, presumably seeing my selections. He doesn’t comment on them. Doesn’t say good choices or anything like that. He just nods and makes a note.

“Alright. Last piece.” He sets his tablet down and folds his hands again. “Let’s talk about pickup.”

My breath catches. Pickup. The word sounds so normal.

“You mentioned in your online request that you don’t want to be taken from your home,” Nolan says. “You want it to happen outside. On the street. Is that right?”

“Yeah,” my voice is quiet. “I don’t want to just wake up somewhere. I want to know it’s happening.”

Nolan nods slowly. “Walk me through what you’re picturing.”

I pull my knees tighter against my chest. This part is harder to say than the rest of it. I've been dreaming about the rest in the back of my mind for years. This is a new development. I never had to think about how I'd end up there.

“I want to be chased,” I say. The words come out in a rush. “I want to be running and know they’re behind me and know I’m not going to get away. I want,” I stop. Swallow. “I want them to corner me. Trap me somewhere I can’t get out. And I want them to be… not nice about it. I want them to be scary. Leering. Taunting me.”

I can’t look at the screen. I stare at my own knees instead, at the way my fingers are turning white where they grip my arms.

“I want them to enjoy it,” I whisper. “I want them to want me. And I want me to be terrified.”

The silence stretches for a beat. Two.

“Okay,” Nolan says. Same calm. Same steady tone. Like I just told him I wanted extra towels. “Now here’s where we need to talk logistics, because you’re right, this has to be done carefully. We can’t have real law enforcement showing up in the middle of it.”

I nod. I hadn’t thought about that part. The fantasy in my head doesn’t include cops.

“We have a few ways we handle street extractions,” Nolan says. “The most common is scheduling it in a location we control or have arrangements with. A private parking structure. An alley behind one of our partner properties. Somewhere that’s enclosed enough that no one’s going to stumble onto it, but open enough that you’ll have somewhere to run before you’re caught.” He pauses. “Does that work for you, or do you want it to feel more public?”

“No, the enclosed thing is fine.” I think about it. The image shifts in my mind. Dark. Concrete. The sound of my own footsteps echoing. “Yeah. Something like that. Somewhere that feels like a dead end.”

“Good. We’ll find the right spot based on your location.” He makes a note. “The extraction team will be alphas. Not the same four you selected for the scenario, this is a separate group. They won’t interact with you again after the extraction. Their only job is to get you from point A to point B and make it feel real.”

My heart is hammering again. I can feel it in my throat, my fingertips, behind my eyes.

“How many?” I ask.

“Usually two or three for a chase scenario. Enough to corner you. Enough that there’s nowhere to go.” A beat. “They’ll be in character the entire time, taunting, aggressive, everything you described. But they’re trained.”

I nod. My mouth is dry.

“What night works for you?” Nolan asks.

I think about it. Everyone knows my heat is coming. I told my parents that I wanted to spend the next one on my own. My job already told me I could alert them and I’d have ten days off. No one will miss me.

The thought should bother me. It doesn’t.

“Tuesday,” I say. “Tuesday night.”

Nolan nods. “Tuesday. What time do you typically get home from work?”

“Around seven. Seven-thirty.”

“We’ll have you in position by nine. Late enough that it’s dark, early enough that the streets are still quiet.” He glances down at his tablet. “You’ll get an email with the location and the time. You just need to show up and walk. The team will do the rest.”

Just show up and walk.

Like I’m going for a stroll. Like what happens next is just something that will occur to me, the way rain occurs. The way anything unavoidable occurs.

“Do you have any questions about the extraction?” Nolan asks.

I should. I know I should. But my brain isn’t working like that right now. My brain is already there. Already dark. Already running.

“No,” I say. “No questions.”

Nolan looks at me for a long moment. Something flickers across his face, not pity, not quite. Something closer to understanding. Then it’s gone, replaced by that same calm, professional expression he’s worn the entire call.

“I have to say, Mika, the extraction you’re describing is one of our most popular scenarios.” He pauses. “I have the perfect team for it. They’re going to give you exactly what you’re looking for.”

Something about the way he says it makes my chest ache. Like he actually cares whether I get this right. Whether, after everything, I finally get what I need.

“Thank you,” I say. And I mean it.

“You’ll receive a confirmation email within the hour with your medical appointment details and a final consent form. Read it carefully. Once you sign, the scenario is locked in.”

“Okay.”

“Have a good night, Mika.”

The call ends. The screen goes dark.

I sit there for a long time, knees pulled to my chest, laptop still warm against my legs. The apartment is quiet. It’s always quiet.

Tuesday.

I press my face into my knees and breathe.


Chapter two


I forgot the garlic.

I’m in my kitchen with the recipe pulled up on my phone, everything else measured and laid out on the counter, and no garlic. I’d had it on the list. I’d looked right at it in the store yesterday and somehow walked past it, anyway.

“Gods damn it,” I mutter, and grab my jacket off the hook by the door.

It’s a ten-minute walk to the corner store. Fifteen if I take it slow. The night air is cool but not cold enough to bother me, and the street is quiet: a few cars, a few people, the distant sound of someone’s TV bleeding through an open window. Normal. Boring. The kind of night that doesn’t mean anything.

I pull my jacket tighter and keep walking.

The store is on the next block over, past the laundromat and the empty storefront that’s been vacant for six months now. A card shop that couldn't keep its doors open. I walk this stretch almost every day. I know which streetlights flicker, which sidewalk cracks to step over, where the pavement dips and puddles collect when it rains. It’s all so familiar it barely registers anymore.

Tonight, though, something feels different.

I don’t notice it right away. It’s not a sound or a sight, it’s more like a shift in the air. A heaviness. The kind of thing you feel in the back of your skull before your conscious mind catches up and tells you what it actually is.

Someone is there.

The thought drops into my head without warning. Clear and certain, as if someone spoke it.

I glance over my shoulder.

Nothing. Just the street behind me, empty and lit in patches by the streetlights. A car passes at the far end. A trash can on the curb. Nothing else.

I turn back around. My pace doesn’t change. I’m being ridiculous. I’m walking to the store for garlic, and there is absolutely nothing happening.

But the feeling doesn’t go away.

It sits there at the base of my skull, quiet and persistent, and I keep catching myself looking over my shoulder, into doorways, at the shadows between the pools of streetlight. Every time there’s nothing. Just the street.

I pass the laundromat. The dryers are running inside, tumbling clothes in slow circles behind the fogged glass. I can hear the hum of them through the wall. It should be soothing. It’s not.

That’s when I smell it.

Alpha.

The scent hits me like a wave, thick and heavy and unmistakable, even though there’s no one close enough for me to see. It’s in the air, spread thin but present, like someone dragged it across the street behind me. My omega instincts flare to life all at once, every nerve in my body going sharp and alert. My heart rate spikes. My skin prickles.

I stop walking.

I stand there on the sidewalk for a full three seconds, breathing through my nose, trying to sort out what I’m actually smelling versus what my suddenly panicking brain is inventing. The scent is real. I’m not imagining it. Rich and dark and layered, not one alpha. At least two.

But where?

I scan the street. The sidewalk behind me is empty. The building facades on either side are dark and unremarkable. There’s a narrow alley between the laundromat and the empty storefront, but it’s too dark to see into from here.

My heart is hammering.

Move.

I start walking again. Faster this time. Not running, but my stride is longer and my jaw is tight and my hands have curled into fists inside my pockets without me deciding to do it.

The store is half a block away. I can see the light from its window, warm and yellow, spilling out onto the sidewalk. All I have to do is get there. Get inside. There are people inside. A beta behind the counter who knows my face. It’ll be fine.

I take three more steps.

The scent grows stronger.

It hits me like a wall this time, sharp and hot and close, and I stumble, my foot catching on the edge of the curb. I catch myself and keep moving, but my breath is coming fast now, shallow in my chest.

A figure steps out from the mouth of the alley.

He’s big. Broad through the chest and shoulders, dark jacket, hands loose at his sides. He doesn’t move fast. He doesn’t need to. He just steps into my path and stops, and the way he’s looking at me, calm, unhurried, hungry, makes my stomach drop.

I turn back. Hard. My hip clips the edge of a trash can and it scrapes loudly against the concrete, but I don’t stop; I keep moving.

The footsteps behind me break into a run.

I run.

I don’t decide to. My body just does it, pure instinct, pure survival, the kind of adrenaline that bypasses everything rational and floods my system all at once. My feet hit the concrete hard and fast, and I’m sprinting down the sidewalk with my jacket flapping open behind me and my lungs burning and I don’t look back because looking back would slow me down, and I can’t slow down.

I cut across the street without checking for cars. A horn blares somewhere behind me, distant and irrelevant. I flee into the parking garage, hoping I’ll find a car to hide behind.

A hand closes around the back of my jacket and yanks me off my feet, causing me to fall face-first.

I go down hard. My knees hit the concrete, then my palms, and the impact jars up through my wrists and rattles my teeth. The breath punches out of me in a gasp. I try to scramble forward on my hands and knees, but the grip on my jacket doesn’t release. It just hauls, lifting me up and back as if I weigh nothing.

I get my feet under me for half a second. Half a second of stumbling, scrambling, trying to wrench free, and then his arms are around me from behind. Both of them. Locked across my chest, pinning my arms to my sides, crushing the air out of my lungs. He lifts me clean off the ground.

I kick. I thrash. My feet swing uselessly in the air and I’m clawing at his forearms with both hands but his grip doesn’t budge, doesn’t even shift, and I am off my feet and completely, utterly helpless and the sound that tears out of me isn’t quite a scream, it’s something smaller, something broken, ripped out of me before I can stop it.

“Shh,” he says. His voice is right against my ear, low and rough. “Stop fighting.”

I don’t stop. I can’t stop. Every part of me is screaming to fight, to claw, to get free, and I pull and kick and twist, but I might as well be fighting a gorilla. His arms don’t move. His breath is steady against the side of my neck, and his scent is everywhere—thick and hot and overwhelming—and my body is betraying me, shaking and burning and clenching in ways I can’t control even as I scream against it.

The second one appears in front of me.

He’s leaner than the first. Taller. Dark hair that falls into his face and eyes that catch the streetlight and hold it. He’s not breathing hard. He’s not even close to breathing hard. He just stands there, a few feet away, and watches me thrash in the other one’s arms with an expression of quiet, patient interest.

Like he’s enjoying this.

Like he has all the time in the world.

“Mika,” he says. “Omega.”

I stop thrashing. Not because I want to. Because hearing my name in his mouth, said like that, flat and certain, that he knows my name, does something to my brain that short-circuits everything else for just a second.

He watches the fight drain out of me. Watches me go still in the arms that are holding me up. His eyes drop down my body and when they come back up to my face, something in them sharpens.

“Good girl,” he says quietly. “You’re going to make us a fortune.”

The dim lights overhead buzz and flicker, washing everything in pale, sickly light. The ceiling is low, and the concrete pillars are thick and close together, and the air smells like oil and dust and alpha—so much alpha it coats the inside of my throat when I breathe.

I’m still not on the ground. The first one hasn’t put me down. His arms are still locked around me, my back pinned against his chest, and I can feel every breath he takes. Slow. Even. Completely unbothered.

“Please,” I whisper. I don’t know who I’m saying it to.

Neither of them answers.

The one who isn’t holding me reaches into his jacket pocket and pulls something out. A small syringe. The needle catches the light—a thin, bright point in the dim garage.

I start thrashing again. I can’t help it. Every muscle in my body contracts at once and I throw myself against the arms holding me, fighting with everything I have left, which isn’t much. My lungs are burning. My ribs ache where he’s been squeezing me. But the needle is right there and I can’t-

He doesn’t rush. He reaches out and tilts my head to the side with two fingers under my jaw—easy, like I’m made of glass—and presses the needle into the side of my neck.

The sting is small. Almost nothing.

The burn that follows is not.

It spreads fast—hot and thick, flooding outward from the puncture point like ink dropped into water. It races down my neck, into my chest, through my arms. My fingers go numb first. Then my legs. The thrashing stops not because I decide to stop but because my body simply stops listening to me.

He pulls the needle out. Steps back.

The world is going soft at the edges. The fluorescent lights are blurring. The arms around me feel far away, like they’re holding someone else. The lean one’s face is the last thing I see clearly and then even that starts to blur.

The concrete and the lights and the two of them dissolve into warmth and dark and nothing.


Chapter three


I wake up slowly.

First cold. Not the cold of outside, this is different. Controlled. The kind of cold that comes from recycled air and fluorescent lights and a surface underneath me that has no give at all. Metal. I’m lying on metal.

Second, I can’t move.

I try before I’m fully conscious, some instinctive twitch of my fingers, a pull of my arm, and nothing gives. My wrists are pinned above my head. My ankles are spread and fixed. Something holds my upper arms, my thighs, my waist. Straps. Leather, maybe, or padded nylon. I can feel the edges of them pressing into my skin.

Third, I’m naked.

The realization hits me like ice water, and my eyes fly open.

Bright. The light is too bright, and I squint against it, blinking hard until the blur resolves into a ceiling. White tiles. A long fluorescent strip directly above me, buzzing faintly. I turn my head in the only direction I can move and take in the room in fragments.

Medical equipment. A tray of instruments to my right, gleaming and sterile under the light. A monitor somewhere behind my head, beeping in a slow, steady rhythm. An IV stand. A cabinet along the far wall, white and featureless. A camera mounted in the corner, its red light blinking steadily.

A woman stands at my side.

She’s a beta. I know it the way I always know: the absence of anything pulling at me, the neutral nothing of her scent. She’s maybe in her mid-thirties, dark hair pulled back in a tight bun, wearing scrubs the color of gray water. She’s looking down at a tablet in her hands and doesn’t look up when I turn my head toward her.

“Omega is awake,” the woman says. Not to me. To someone else in the room.

I turn my head the other way.

Two alphas.

They’re standing by the door, one on either side of it, like they’re guarding it. Or guarding me. They’re big and dressed in dark clothes, and they’re not looking at me. One of them is checking something on his phone. The other is just standing there, arms crossed, jaw set, eyes on the middle distance.

But I can smell them. The scent hits me like a physical force even from across the room—thick, layered, unmistakably alpha — and my body responds before my brain catches up. Heat crawls up the back of my neck. My skin prickles. Something low in my belly clenches.

I pull against the restraints. They don’t move.

“Where,” My voice comes out hoarse, scraped raw. I swallow and try again. “Where am I? What is this? You need to let me go.”

The beta woman glances up from her tablet. Her expression is completely neutral. Not cold, exactly. Efficient. Like I’m a task on a list.

“My name is Dr. Carter,” she says. “You’re in a prep facility. You’ve been sedated for approximately six hours.” She sets the tablet down on the tray beside me and picks up something else, a syringe, already filled, the liquid inside a pale amber color. “We’re going to start with the heat induction drug.”

“The what?” I pull harder against the straps. My wrists burn where they scrape the leather. “No, wait. You can’t!”

“Of course I can, it’s my job to get you ready for the auction,” Dr. Carter says, her tone flat. She holds the syringe up to the light, checking it with a practiced eye. “Though I have to say, most omegas don’t start whining quite this early in the process. We haven’t even done anything to you yet.”

The casual dismissal in her voice makes my face burn.

“I was kidnapped!” I shout. “They drugged me in a parking garage!”

Dr. Carter’s lips curve into something that might be a smile if it reached her eyes.

“It doesn’t matter. You’re an Omega. This is what we do,” Dr. Carter says. She sets the tablet down. “So let’s dispense with the theatrics, shall we? You’re going to be processed. And if you keep wasting my time with this performance, I’m going to make sure the rest of this experience is significantly less pleasant than it needs to be,” Dr. Carter says. She sets the tablet down.

“Please,” I whisper. “Please, I don’t want-”

“Nobody cares what you want,” Dr. Carter says. Her voice is still flat, clinical, but there’s an edge to it now. Something sharp. “You’re not a person anymore. You’re inventory. And inventory doesn’t get to have opinions.” She picks up the syringe again. “Now. We can do this the easy way, or we can do it the hard way. But either way, this drug is going into your system in the next thirty seconds.”

“No!” I thrash against the restraints, pulling hard enough that the table rattles. “No, you can’t!”

“Hold her still,” Dr. Carter says.

One of the alphas crosses the room in three strides. His hand closes around my upper arm and presses down. Hard. The pressure is immediate and overwhelming, pinning my arm flat against the table with enough force that I feel the metal dig into my skin. His hand is huge, warm, and his scent floods over me up close. I inhale it involuntarily, my breath hitching in my throat.

His thumb strokes along the inside of my arm. Just once. A slow, deliberate drag across my skin that has nothing to do with holding me still.

Dr. Carter swabs the inside of my elbow with an alcohol wipe, a motion that is clinical, practiced, not a wasted motion, then slides the needle in.

I feel the puncture. Then the burn. It’s different from the sedative in the garage, warmer. It spreads slowly, thick and heavy, pooling in my chest and belly like something being poured into me. Not painful. Not exactly. More like pressure. A fullness. Something settling deep inside me and making itself at home.

The alpha releases my arm slowly, his fingers trailing across my skin as he pulls away. The touch lingers longer than it needs to. His eyes meet mine for just a second—dark, assessing, hungry—before he steps back.

Dr. Carter pulls the needle out and presses a cotton ball to the puncture point, taping it down without comment.

“What did you just give me?” I ask. My voice is shaking. The warmth in my belly is spreading, and beneath it, something else is stirring, something I recognize, something I’ve felt four times before in my life, and every single time it’s been miserable and lonely and wrong.

“The heat induction compound,” Dr. Carter says. She’s already moving, picking up a fresh pair of gloves from a box on the counter and pulling them on with a practiced snap. “It will take approximately two to four hours to reach full onset. In the meantime, we have the physical to complete and before you go into pre-heat.” She glances at me, her expression utterly dispassionate. “Standard procedure. Every omega gets examined before sale. We need to document your baseline condition, take measurements, collect samples. Make sure you’re worth what they’re going to pay for you.”

“Physical?” I pull at the straps again. Useless. I know it’s useless. “You can’t do this.”

“Don’t worry. They all panic at this stage. You’re not special.” She pauses, then adds, “Actually, you’re remarkably average. I’ve processed forty-three omegas this month alone. You’re not even in the top ten for looks or responsiveness. But I’m sure someone will bid on you, anyway. There’s always a market for mediocre.”

The words land like a slap. Tears prick at my eyes, and I blink them back furiously.

“Oh, don’t cry yet,” Dr. Carter says. There’s something almost amused in her tone now. “We haven’t even started. Save your tears for when I actually give you something to cry about.”

“Please,” I say. My voice breaks. “Please!”

She nods to the alpha on her right. “Arms.”

He moves in again, this time positioning himself at the head of the table. His fingers spread wide, covering more of my skin than necessary. One thumb rests against my collarbone. The other presses just above my breasts.

Dr. Carter pulls a stool up to my right side and begins.

She starts with my face. The penlight clicks on and she shines it directly into my right eye. I try to turn away but the alpha’s hand moves to my jaw, gripping it firmly and holding my head still.

“Hold,” he says. His voice is low and rough. His hand is warm against my face, his fingers pressing into my cheek.

Dr. Carter checks my eyes thoroughly: first the right, then the left. The light is too bright, and I try to pull away, but the alpha’s grip tightens.

“Pupils are reactive,” Dr. Carter murmurs into the small recorder clipped to her collar. “Equal and round. No abnormalities.” She clicks the penlight off and sets it aside. “Eye color is brown. Unremarkable.”

She moves to my ears next, checking each one with a small scope. Then my nose. She’s not gentle about it, moving through her checklist with the same energy someone might use to inspect a used car.

“Open,” she says, holding up a tongue depressor.

I press my lips together.

Dr. Carter sighs. “We can do this the easy way or the hard way. Your choice.”

I keep my mouth closed.

She nods to the alpha. His hand moves from my jaw to my face, fingers digging into my cheeks and forcing my mouth open. I try to bite down, but he’s too strong, his grip unyielding, and my jaw falls open involuntarily.

Dr. Carter slides the tongue depressor in, pressing my tongue down. I gag immediately, and she makes a small sound of impatience.

“Sensitive gag reflex,” she says into the recorder.

She pulls the depressor out and drops it in a waste bin. The alpha releases my face, but his hand doesn’t go far, it settles on my shoulder again, thumb stroking along my collarbone in a slow, deliberate rhythm.

“Teeth are acceptable,” Dr. Carter continues, peering into my mouth. “No cavities. Bite alignment is normal. Nothing special.” She releases my jaw and moves to my neck. “Let’s check the glands.”

Her fingers press along the line of my throat, feeling for the scent glands just below my jaw. When she finds them, she presses down hard.

Pain lances through me, sharp and electric, and I cry out. The sound echoes off the walls.

“Glands are very reactive,” Dr. Carter says into the recorder. She presses again, harder this time, and I whimper. “Extremely sensitive. She’s going to be a mess once the heat fully kicks in.” She looks at me, her expression amused. “You’re already responding, and we’ve barely started. That’s fast. Faster than average. Maybe you’re not completely mediocre after all.”

“Please stop,” I gasp. “Please, it hurts!”

“It’s supposed to hurt,” Dr. Carter says. She presses the glands again, watching my face as I flinch. “I’m checking for swelling and sensitivity. Both of which you have in abundance.” She releases the pressure and makes a note on her tablet. “Your glands are going to be engorged and painful throughout your heat. Every alpha in the auction room is going to be able to smell you. You’re going to reek of desperation.”

The casual cruelty in her voice makes my stomach turn.

She moves down to my shoulders, her hands pressing along the bones, feeling the joints. Then my arms. She measures the circumference of my biceps with a small tape measure, calling out the numbers to the recorder.

“Arms are thin,” she says. “Weak. No muscle tone to speak of.” She wraps the tape around my wrist. “Wrists are seven inches. Very small. Delicate.” She makes a note. “That’ll look good in restraints. Alphas like that. Makes them feel powerful.”

The alpha’s thumb strokes across my pulse point. Once. Twice. His eyes are on my face, watching my reaction.

“That’s enough,” Dr. Carter says to him. Not sharply. Just matter-of-fact. “I need to finish the measurements.”

He releases my wrist slowly, his fingers trailing across my palm as he pulls away.

Dr. Carter moves to my chest. Her hands press along my ribs, counting them with her fingers. Then she cups my breasts, one at a time, weighing them in her palms.

I flinch hard, trying to pull away. The strap across my chest holds me in place.

“Modest size,” Dr. Carter says into the recorder. “B cup, maybe small C. Proportional to frame but nothing impressive.” She squeezes slightly, clinical and detached. “Tissue is firm. No abnormalities.” She rolls my left nipple between her thumb and forefinger, and I gasp, my back arching involuntarily. “Nipples are extremely sensitive. Responding immediately to minimal stimulation.”

She does the same to the right one, pinching harder this time. The sensation shoots straight down to my belly, and I make a sound I can’t control, high and desperate and utterly humiliating.

“Very responsive,” Dr. Carter says. There’s something almost satisfying in her tone now. “She’s going to be easy to manipulate. A few touches and she’ll be begging.” She releases my nipple.

“Please stop,” I whisper. Tears are running down my temples now, pooling in my hair. “Please, this is too much.”

She straightens up and picks up the camera from the tray.

My stomach drops. “No. No, please, you don’t need to-”

“Documentation,” Dr. Carter says. She’s already raising the camera, adjusting the settings. “Every omega gets photographed. Full body, close-ups, detail shots. It all goes in your file.” She glances at me over the top of the camera. “And in your listing. The buyers want to see what they’re bidding on.”

“Please don’t,” I beg. My voice is breaking. “Please, I’m sorry, I’ll do anything.”

“You’re already doing everything,” Dr. Carter says. “You don’t have a choice.” She raises the camera. “Now. Look at me.”

I turn my head away.

“Look at me,” Dr. Carter repeats. Her voice is flat. “Or I’ll have them hold your head still and take the pictures anyway. Your choice.”

I don’t move.

She nods to the alpha at my head. His hand closes around my jaw immediately, fingers digging into my cheeks, forcing my head straight. His grip is firm and unyielding, and his other hand comes down on my forehead, pinning my head back against the table.

“Eyes open,” Dr. Carter says.

I keep them closed.

The alpha’s thumb presses against my eyelid. Not hard enough to hurt, but enough that I feel the pressure. “Open,” he says, using the Alpha command on me. His voice is low and rough and very close to my ear.

I open my eyes, not having a choice. They’re wet. Tears are spilling over and running down my face and I can’t stop them.

The flash goes off.

I flinch. Try to close my eyes again but the alpha’s hand tightens on my jaw.

“Keep them open,” Dr. Carter says. She takes another photo. Then another. “Good. Now turn her head to the left.”

The alpha turns my head, his grip firm. Dr. Carter takes a profile shot. Then he turns my head to the right, and she takes another.

“Tilt her head back,” Dr. Carter says. “I want a shot of her throat.”

The alpha’s hand moves to my forehead, pressing my head back until my throat is fully exposed. Dr. Carter steps closer and takes several shots of my throat, my neck, the scent glands below my jaw.

“Good,” she says. “Now let’s get the body shots.”

She moves around the table, taking photos from every angle. My shoulders. My chest. My breasts from the front, then from the side. She takes several close-ups of my nipples, still hard and flushed from her earlier examination.

“These are going to look good in the listing,” Dr. Carter says, checking the screen. “Very responsive. Very pink.” She glances at me. “Buyers like to see that. It tells them you’re going to be reactive during your heat.”

She moves lower, taking shots of my stomach, my hips. Then she pauses at my thighs.

“Spread her wider,” she says to the alphas.

The one at my head releases me and moves to my left ankle. The other takes my right. Together, they adjust the restraints, pulling my legs farther apart until I’m completely, obscenely exposed.

I make a sound—high and desperate and broken. “No, please, don’t.”

“Quiet,” Dr. Carter says. She’s not even looking at me. She’s adjusting the camera settings, checking the light. “I need clear shots.”

She takes photos of me spread open. Multiple angles. Close-ups. I can hear the shutter clicking over and over and each sound feels like a physical blow.

“Perfect,” Dr. Carter says finally. She lowers the camera and scrolls through the images. “These are going in your listing. Every potential buyer is going to see exactly what they’re bidding on.” She looks at me, her expression flat. “You should be grateful. Good photos increase your value. You might actually sell for a decent price.”

“Please,” I sob. “Please, I can’t —this is too much…”

She picks up a bottle of lubricant from the tray. “Though I doubt we’ll need much of this. I can already smell you from here.”

The humiliation of that statement makes me want to die.

Dr. Carter positions her stool between my legs. She’s close enough now that I can feel her breath on my inner thighs. The exposure is total, every part of me visible and open and there is nothing I can do about it.

“Please don’t,” I whisper. “Please, I’m begging you.”

“I know you are,” Dr. Carter squirts lubricant onto her gloved fingers. “Now. Let’s see what we’re working with.”

Her fingers touch me and I cry out. The sound is loud and desperate and echoes off the concrete walls.

Dr. Carter starts with the external examination. Her fingers part me gently, clinically, and I feel the wetness there—slick, already pooling, and the shame of it is worse than anything else.

“Significant slick production already,” Dr. Carter says into her recorder. “Labia are swollen and engorged. Tissue is flushed. She’s responding very strongly to the induction drug.” She presses slightly and I whimper. “Extremely sensitive. Minimal touch is producing a significant reaction.”

Her fingers move lower, pressing against my entrance, and I try to pull away but there’s nowhere to go. The restraints hold me in place, and Dr. Carter’s hand follows my movement, steady and unhurried. She presses one finger inside me and I whimper.

“Tight,” Dr. Carter says into the recorder. “Very tight. Tissue is highly responsive. Muscle contractions are already present.” She presses deeper, and I feel my body clench around her finger involuntarily.

She adds a second finger. I’m wet enough that it slides in easily, and the shame of that makes me want to disappear. My body is betraying me. Opening for her. Welcoming the intrusion even as my mind screams at it to stop.

“No,” I gasp. “No, please, take them out.”

“Why?” Dr. Carter asks. She sounds genuinely curious. “Your body clearly wants this. You’re soaking wet. You’re clenching around my fingers like you’re trying to pull them deeper.” She curls her fingers slightly, pressing against something inside me, and I cry out. “See? G-spot is very sensitive. You’re going to be so easy to manipulate once the heat is fully established.”

She holds her gloved hand up, examining it in the light. Her fingers are coated in slick, clear and viscous and unmistakably mine. “Look at this. You’re dripping. Absolutely soaked.” She looks at me, her expression cold. “You’re going to be like this for days. Desperate and empty and aching. And there’s nothing you can do about it.”

She strips off her gloves and drops them in a bin. Then she picks up a small collection kit from the tray, sterile swabs and sealed tubes.

“We need samples,” she says. “Slick, saliva, scent. Standard procedure.” She opens a swab and leans between my legs again. “Hold still.”

I feel the swab press inside me, collecting slick from my entrance, and I close my eyes. I can’t watch this. I can’t.

Dr. Carter seals the sample. Then she takes another swab and runs it along the inside of my cheek, collecting saliva. Then another along the scent glands in my neck, pressing hard enough to make me flinch.

Each sample is labeled, sealed, and set aside.

“We’ll run a full hormone panel on these,” Dr. Carter says. “Make sure the induction drug is metabolizing correctly. Check your baseline levels.” She makes notes on her tablet. “If your numbers are good, you’ll sell for more. If they’re not...” She shrugs. “Well. There’s always a market for defective merchandise.”

“I’m not merchandise,” I whisper.

Dr. Carter looks at me. Really looks at me, for the first time since this started. Her eyes are cold and flat and utterly devoid of sympathy.

“Yes,” she says. “You are. Your body knows what it is even if your mind is still fighting it. You’re an omega. This is what you do. You get wet. You get ready. You submit.”

She picks up the thermometer from the tray. “Open your mouth.”

This time I don’t resist. I just open my mouth and let her slide it under my tongue. It beeps after a few seconds and she checks the reading.

“Elevated,” she says. “Two degrees above normal. The heat is building right on schedule.” She makes a note. “We’ll check again in twenty minutes. I expect it’ll be significantly higher by then.”

She stands and stretches, rolling her shoulders. Then she looks down at me with that same flat, assessing expression.

“Please, stop this. You can stop this.”

“You’re being very loud. Very annoying. I’m tired of hearing you.”

“Please,” I gasp. “Please, I’m sorry, I can’t help it.”

“I know you can’t,” Dr. Carter says. “That’s why we’re going to fix it.” She picks up something from the tray. A muzzle. Heavy black leather with a built-in gag. Thick straps that will cross over my face.

My eyes go wide. “No, no, please, I’ll be quiet, I promise!”

“You won’t,” Dr. Carter says. “You can’t. You’re going to keep begging and whining and making noise until someone fucks you.” She examines the muzzle, checking the straps. “Since that’s not going to happen for quite some time, we’re going to make sure you can’t disturb anyone in the meantime.”

“Please don’t,” I beg. My voice is breaking, desperate. “Please, I’m sorry, I’ll stop talking, just don’t!”

“Too late,” Dr. Carter says. She nods to the alphas. “Hold her.”

They move in immediately. The first one pins my shoulders, his hands huge and heavy on my skin. The other catches my jaw, his fingers digging into my cheeks, forcing my head back against the table.

I try to bite, try to clench my teeth, but his grip is too strong. His fingers dig into the hinges of my jaw and my mouth falls open involuntarily, a cry of pain escaping my throat.

The gag slides in—soft silicone, shaped to fill my mouth without choking me. It’s bigger than I expected, pressing my tongue down and filling the space completely. I gag immediately, my eyes watering, but Dr. Carter doesn’t stop. She fastens the straps quickly, around the back of my head, under my jaw, and another over the bridge of my nose. The leather settles against my face, firm and unyielding.

I can still breathe through my nose. I can still make sound, muffled, strangled noises behind the leather. But I can’t speak. I can’t form words. I can’t beg.

“Much better,” Dr. Carter says. She steps back, examining her work. “Now I can finish the examination in peace.”

She picks up the thermometer again. This time she doesn’t put it in my mouth. She moves between my legs instead.

My eyes go wide. I make a sound behind the muzzle, high and panicked.

“Rectal temperature,” Dr. Carter says. She’s coating the thermometer in lubricant. “More accurate than oral, especially when the subject is in heat.” She glances at me. “This is going to be uncomfortable. Try not to clench.”

I can’t protest. Can’t beg her not to. I can only lie there and make muffled sounds behind the gag as she presses the thermometer against me and slides it in.

The intrusion is immediate and humiliating. I feel every inch of it as it presses inside, and my body clenches involuntarily around it.

“I said don’t clench,” Dr. Carter says. She presses it deeper. “Relax.”

I can’t relax. I’m shaking, tears streaming down my face, muffled sounds pouring out of me behind the muzzle.

The thermometer beeps. Dr. Carter checks the reading and makes a note.

“Four degrees above normal,” she says. “Significantly elevated. The heat is progressing rapidly.” She pulls the thermometer out and sets it aside. “You’re going to be in full heat within the next few hours. By tonight, you’ll be completely out of your mind with it.”

She picks up her tablet and makes more notes. Then she looks at me, her expression clinical.

“We’re almost done,” she says. “Just a few more things to check.”

She moves back between my legs. This time her hands are more thorough, more invasive. She presses inside me again—two fingers, then three, stretching me, testing my body’s limits.

I make sounds behind the muzzle. Desperate, broken sounds that mean nothing and everything.

“She’s loosening up,” Dr. Carter says into her recorder. “Tissue is becoming more elastic as the heat progresses.” She presses deeper, her fingers curling, and I feel my body clench around them. “Still very tight, though. Whoever buys her is going to have fun breaking her in.”

Dr. Carter sets the device down and makes notes on her tablet. Then she picks up the camera again.

“Just a few more photos,” she says. “I want to document your current state.”

She takes photos of me muzzled and crying. Photos of my flushed, trembling body. Close-ups of my breasts, still red from the electrical pulses. Photos of me spread open, wet and desperate.

“You’re a mess,” she says. Not cruelly. Just factually. “Look at you. Crying, shaking, soaking wet. And we haven’t even hurt you.” She steps closer, leaning over me so her face is level with mine. “This is what you are. This is what omegas are. Weak. Needy. Built to be used.” She reaches out and wipes a tear from my cheek with her thumb. The gesture is almost gentle. Her voice is not. “And you’re going to be so good at it. By the time you’re on that auction block, you’re going to be begging someone to buy you. Begging them to fuck you. Begging them to make the heat stop.” She straightens up. “Because that’s all you’ll be able to think about.”

I’m sobbing behind the muzzle, my whole body shaking with it.

Dr. Carter turns away from me like I’m already forgotten. “Bring the collar and belt,” she says to the alphas. “Let’s finish the prep.”

One of them—the bigger one—moves to the counter and opens a case. He lifts out a collar first. Heavy black leather over a metal core, with three thick rings welded into the front. He brings it to the table and both alphas work together to fit it around my throat.

The first alpha lifts my head while the second one slides the collar into place. The leather settles against my skin—cool at first, then warming quickly. They fasten the buckle at the back, and I feel it tighten. Not choking, but firm. Undeniable. The weight of it presses against my throat with every breath, and when I swallow, the collar moves with me.

“Perfect fit,” Dr. Carter says. She runs one finger along the edge of the collar, checking it. “This will stay on.” She taps one of the rings. “These are for leashes. Or restraints. Or anything else your buyer wants to attach to you.” She pauses, looking at me. “You’re going to spend a lot of time on a leash, I think. You seem like the type who needs to be reminded who owns you.”

The second alpha returns to the counter and retrieves the chastity belt. It’s dark metal and leather, shaped to fit around hips and between legs, with a solid plate at the front and straps that wrap around the waist and thighs. He brings it to Dr. Carter and she examines it, checking the locks and hinges.

“Custom fitted based on the measurements we just took,” she says. She sounds pleased. “This is going to be very uncomfortable for you once the heat really kicks in.” She moves between my legs again. “But that’s the point.”

She positions the belt carefully, sliding the metal plate between my thighs. The metal is cold against my overheated skin, and I flinch at the contact. She adjusts it, making sure it sits flush, covering me completely. Then she fastens the straps at my hips, pulling them tight.

The pressure is immediate. The belt holds everything in place—locked, sealed, inaccessible. I can feel the edges of the metal plate pressing against my inner thighs, can feel the way it cups me, traps me.

Dr. Carter produces a small key and locks the belt. The click echoes in the quiet room.

“There,” she says. She drops the key into a small envelope and seals it. “This goes in your file. Your buyer will receive it after purchase.” She looks at me, and there’s something almost like satisfaction in her expression. “Until then, you’re locked. No touching. No relief. Just the heat building and building with nowhere to go.”

I make a desperate sound behind the muzzle. My hips jerk involuntarily, trying to press against the metal, but it doesn’t give. There’s no friction. No relief. Just the terrible, aching emptiness and the metal plate holding me shut.

“You’re going to hate this,” Dr. Carter says. She sounds pleased about it. “The heat is going to keep building. You’re going to get more and more desperate. And there’s nothing you can do about it.” She picks up her tablet. “That’s the point. By the time we put you on the auction block, you’ll be out of your mind with need. You’ll be begging for someone, anyone to buy you. To unlock you. To give you what you need.” She makes a final note. “And they will. But only after they own you.”

She sets the tablet down and nods to the alphas. “She’s ready. Release the restraints.”

They move quickly, unfastening the straps one by one. Chest first. Then my arms. My legs last, and by the time they’re free I’m shaking so badly I can barely move. My muscles ache from being pinned for so long. The heat pulses through me in waves, and every nerve ending feels raw and exposed.

I curl onto my side immediately, knees pulled toward my chest, arms wrapping around myself as much as the collar and belt will allow. It doesn’t help. Nothing helps. The heat is too strong and the belt is locked and I can’t touch myself, can’t do anything to relieve the terrible pressure building inside me.

A hand closes around my upper arm and hauls me upright.

The bigger alpha. He pulls me to my feet like I weigh nothing and steadies me when my knees buckle, one hand gripping my arm, the other catching my elbow. I sway. The room tilts. The heat roars in my blood and I make a sound behind the muzzle—a broken, desperate whine—and he doesn’t look at me. Doesn’t acknowledge it at all.

But his hand on my arm is hot. Too hot. And it lingers, his fingers curling around my bicep, his thumb stroking once across my skin in a way that has nothing to do with steadying me and everything to do with touch.

“This way,” Dr. Carter says.

They walk me out of the room.

The hallway is narrow and cold and lit with the same buzzing fluorescent strips as the prep room. I’m barefoot on concrete and the chill of it does nothing against the fire burning inside me. The alpha’s hand is an iron grip on my arm and I stumble along beside him, trying to keep my legs under me, trying not to think about how exposed I am—naked except for the collar and the belt and the muzzle, being led through a corridor by an alpha twice my size.

The second alpha walks on my other side. His hand settles on the small of my back, not pushing, just resting there, his palm hot against my skin. Possessive. Like he’s guiding livestock.

We pass a door. Then another. I don’t see anyone else but I can smell them: faint traces of alpha scent in the air, layered and overlapping, like dozens of people have walked this hallway recently. Each scent makes the heat spike harder and I whimper behind the muzzle, my body responding involuntarily to the presence of alphas even though I can’t see them.

Dr. Carter walks ahead of us, her tablet tucked under one arm, her steps brisk and efficient. She doesn’t look back.

The second alpha opens a door at the end of the hall.

Inside is a small room. Concrete walls. One fluorescent light. And in the center of the floor, bolted down, is a cage.

It’s not large. Maybe four feet by three feet. Metal bars on all sides, a solid metal floor, open at the top. There’s nothing inside it. No blanket. No padding. Just bare metal and the faint smell of someone who was in it before me.

The alpha releases my arm.

I stand there for a second, swaying, the heat clawing at me from the inside. My legs are shaking. My skin is on fire. Every instinct I have is screaming for something, anything, and there is nothing in this room that can give it to me.

“In,” the alpha says.

I look at the cage. Then at him. His expression is completely blank. Waiting.

I don’t move. I can’t. My feet feel rooted to the concrete.

Dr. Carter steps forward. She looks at me with that same flat, clinical expression.

“You can get in on your own,” she says. “Or we can put you in. Your choice.”

I shake my head. It’s the only answer I can give with the muzzle on.

Dr. Carter sighs. “Put her in.”

Both alphas move at once.

The first one grabs my arm again, his grip bruising now, and yanks me toward the cage. I try to pull back but he’s too strong. The second one gets behind me, his hands on my hips, and together they maneuver me toward the open door of the cage.

I plant my feet. I try to twist away. I make every desperate, muffled sound I can behind the muzzle.

It doesn’t matter.

The alpha behind me shoves hard, and I stumble forward. The one in front catches me and bends me down, forcing my head and shoulders toward the cage opening. I grab the bars, trying to hold myself out, but he pries my fingers off one by one and pushes me inside.

I land painfully on the metal floor. My hands and knees hit first and the impact jars up through my wrists and rattles my teeth. I try to scramble back out immediately but the alpha is already closing the door, and when I lunge for the opening his hand shoots out and shoves me back by the shoulder.

I fall onto my side. The door latches with a loud click.

I’m up again instantly, on my knees, grabbing the bars and pulling at them with everything I have. The cage rattles but doesn’t move. It’s bolted to the floor. I make continuous, desperate sounds behind the muzzle—high, broken, pleading—and pull harder.

The bars don’t give.

Dr. Carter crouches down beside the cage, her face level with mine. She looks at me through the bars with something that might be satisfaction.

“You’re going to stay here until the auction,” she says. “That’s approximately eighteen hours from now. The heat will continue to build. You won’t be fed. You won’t be let out. You’ll just sit here and feel it.” She stands. “I’ll check on you periodically. Make sure you’re still responsive. But other than that, you’re alone.”

She turns to leave, then pauses.

“Oh,” she says, glancing back at me. “One more thing. There’s a camera in the corner.” She points. I follow her finger and see it, a small lens mounted near the ceiling, its red light blinking steadily. “Live feed. The buyers can watch you if they want. See how you’re doing. Decide if you’re worth bidding on.” She smiles. It doesn’t reach her eyes. “So try to look pretty.”

She leaves. Both alphas follow her. The door closes behind them.

The lock engages with a heavy thunk.

The light stays on.

The heat burns.

And I wait.

I’m on my hands and knees in the cage, gripping the bars, making continuous muffled sounds behind the muzzle. The metal floor is cold against my skin but it does nothing to cool the fire inside me.

The chastity belt presses against me with every movement. Every breath. A constant reminder of what I can’t have. What I can’t do.

I try to reach between my legs but the belt is unyielding. I try to squeeze my thighs together but the metal plate prevents any friction.

I’m trapped. Caged. Muzzled. Locked. Desperate.

And there’s nothing I can do but wait.


Chapter four


Time stops meaning anything after the first hour.

Or maybe it’s been ten minutes. I don’t know. I can’t tell. All I know is the heat, and the metal under my skin, and the way my body is tearing itself apart from the inside trying to get something I can’t have.

The chastity belt is a solid, unyielding presence between my thighs. I’ve tried everything. Pressing against it. Grinding against the floor. Twisting my hips, arching my back, clenching every muscle I have in the desperate hope that something, anything, will give me even a fraction of relief.

Nothing works.

The metal stays locked. My body stays on fire. And the ache just builds, and builds, and builds until I can’t think of anything else.

I’ve stopped trying to sit up. I’m on my side now, curled in the corner of the cage with my knees pulled tight to my chest and my face pressed against the bars. The metal is cool. It helps for about three seconds, and then my skin just heats it up, and it becomes part of the problem instead of a solution.

My breathing is ragged. I can hear it echoing off the concrete walls, fast and shallow and broken by these small, desperate sounds I can’t swallow down. The muzzle is still on. I can’t close my mouth all the way. Drool has pooled on the metal floor beneath my cheek, and I don’t care. I don’t care about anything except the burning.

I’m soaked. Slick coating my thighs, dripping down, pooling in the small space where my legs are pressed together. The scent of it fills the tiny room, and I want to be mortified, but I’m too far gone for shame. All I can think about is the pressure, the ache, the need that’s clawing through me like something alive.

I need to be touched.

I need to be filled.

I need-

The door opens.

I don’t register it at first. My eyes are closed, and my brain is too scrambled to process the sound. But then I smell them, alpha, thick and overwhelming, flooding into the small room and hitting me like a physical blow, and my whole body jerks.

I lift my head. It takes effort. Everything takes effort. My vision swims, and it takes several blinks before the shapes resolve into people.

Two of them. The same two from before. The big one with the broad shoulders and the blank face. The other one, taller, leaner, dark hair.

They’re standing just inside the doorway, looking down at me.

I make a sound. It’s supposed to be a word but it comes out garbled and broken behind the muzzle, half whine and half sob. I reach toward them through the bars. My hand is shaking so badly that I can barely keep it extended.

They don’t move.

The big one looks at the other one. Some silent communication passes between them that I can’t read. Then the big one steps forward, crouches down in front of the cage, and looks at me.

His scent hits me full force up close. Rich and dark and everything my omega hindbrain has been screaming for, and I lurch forward against the bars so hard the cage rattles. My hands close around the metal, gripping tight, and I press myself as far forward as I can go. Trying to get closer. Trying to-

“Easy,” he says. His voice is low. Calm. Like he’s talking to an animal.

I shake my head frantically. Not easy. Nothing is easy. I’m burning alive and he’s right there and I need-

He reaches through the bars.

His hand closes around my wrist and the contact makes me convulse. A full-body shudder that rattles the cage and tears a broken sound out of my throat. It’s not enough. God, it’s nowhere near enough, but it’s the first touch I’ve had in hours, and my body latches onto it like a lifeline.

I try to pull his hand closer. Try to press it against my skin, my neck, anywhere, but his grip is iron and he doesn’t move. He just holds my wrist, steady and unmoving, and watches me fall apart with that same blank expression.

“She’s gone,” the lean one says from somewhere behind him. “Look at her.”

The big one doesn’t answer. He releases my wrist and straightens up. The loss of contact makes me whimper — an actual, audible whimper that echoes off the concrete — and I slump against the bars.

He reaches down and unlatches the cage door.

It swings open. The space in front of me is suddenly clear, open, accessible, but I can’t make myself move. My muscles won’t respond. I’m shaking too hard, breathing too fast, and the room is spinning and I-

Hands close around my upper arms and haul me out.

The big one. He lifts me effortlessly, as if I weigh nothing, and pulls me upright. My legs don’t support me. They give out immediately, and I collapse against him, my full weight dropping onto his hold. He adjusts his grip without comment, one arm hooking under my knees, the other around my back, and lifts me completely off the ground.

I’m cradled against his chest. His scent is everywhere, in my nose, on my skin, soaking into my lungs with every breath. My face is pressed against his shoulder and I can feel the heat of him through his shirt, and I make another one of those sounds, desperate and broken, and try to burrow closer.

He doesn’t stop me. He just holds me, steady and solid, and starts walking.

The hallway is the same as before. Narrow. Cold. Fluorescent lights buzzing overhead. But I barely register any of it. All I can focus on is the alpha holding me, the warmth of him, the solidity, the way his arms feel locked around me like nothing could make him drop me.

I turn my face into his neck. The scent is stronger there, concentrated, and I breathe it in deep and grind my hips against his arm without thinking. The chastity belt digs into me and denies me, and I sob behind the muzzle, the sound wet and pathetic.

“She’s going to hurt herself,” the lean one says. He’s walking beside us. I can hear his footsteps, see him in my peripheral vision, but I can’t bring myself to look at him. I’m too focused on the one holding me, on trying to get closer, trying to-

“She’ll be fine,” the big one says. His voice rumbles through his chest and I feel it against my cheek. “It’s just the heat.”

Just the heat. Like it’s nothing. Like I’m not clawing at his shirt with both hands and whining like something feral and grinding myself against him hard enough that my muscles are cramping.

We pass another door. Then another. The hallway stretches on, and I lose track of where we are, where we’re going. It doesn’t matter. Nothing matters except the alpha holding me and the fire in my blood and the need that’s eating me alive.

He stops.

The lean one steps forward and opens a door. The big one carries me through.

The room on the other side is larger than the cage room. Brighter. There are other people here, I can smell them, betas and maybe an alpha or two, layered and indistinct. Voices murmur somewhere to my left. Footsteps echo off what sounds like a high ceiling.

The big one sets me down.

My feet hit the floor and my knees buckle immediately. I grab for him—hands fisting in his shirt, trying to stay upright, trying to keep that contact—but he catches my wrists and peels my hands off him with the same calm efficiency he’s used for everything else.

“No,” I try to say. It comes out muffled and garbled behind the muzzle. “No, please-”

He passes me to someone else.

Hands on my arms. Different hands, smaller, cooler, beta-scent instead of alpha. I’m turned around, steadied, held in place, and I try to twist free but I don’t have the strength. My legs are trembling. My vision is swimming. The heat is a roar in my blood and I can’t think past it.

“Prep her,” someone says. A woman’s voice. Not Dr. Carter. Someone else.

The hands guide me forward. I stumble along beside them, barely keeping my feet under me. My hips won’t stop moving, rolling, grinding against nothing, searching for friction that doesn’t exist. The belt holds me shut and every movement just makes the ache worse but I can’t stop.

I catch flashes of the room as we move, a platform in the center, raised a few feet off the ground. Lights overhead, angled down. More people along the walls, shadowy and indistinct. And the scent. God, the scent. Alphas everywhere. The air is thick with it and my body responds before my brain can catch up, hips jerking, a broken sound spilling from behind the muzzle.

They stop me in front of the platform.

“Up,” the beta holding me says.

I look at the platform. Then at her. I don’t understand. My brain isn’t working. The heat has eaten through everything but the most basic, desperate need and I can’t process what she wants from me.

She sighs and gestures to someone behind me.

Hands close around my waist and lift me up onto the platform. My feet hit the surface and I sway, catching myself with one hand on the floor. The platform is solid. Smooth. Wood, maybe, or something like it.

“Stand,” the beta says from below me.

I try. I get one foot under me, then the other, and push myself upright. My legs shake so badly I can barely stay up. My arms are wrapped around myself and I’m hunched forward, trying to hold myself together, trying to-

“Arms down,” the beta says.

I don’t move. I can’t. One hand drops to the belt between my thighs, and I’m pulling at it, fingers scrabbling at the edges, trying to find a gap, a seam, anything. My hips roll forward, grinding against my own hand, and I know there are people watching but I can’t make myself care.

Someone steps onto the platform behind me. Alpha. The scent washes over me and I moan behind the muzzle, my whole body shuddering. I start to turn toward them, but hands catch my shoulders and force me to face forward. They pull my arms away from my body, not gently this time, prying my fingers off the belt and hold them out to my sides.

I’m exposed. Completely. And I can’t stop moving. My hips roll forward and back, grinding against nothing, the belt digging in with each desperate thrust. I arch my back, trying to change the angle, trying to find some way past the metal. My thighs clench and release, over and over, searching for pressure that isn’t there.

The hands on my arms tighten when I try to bring them back down to the belt. Holding me in place. Keeping me on display while my body writhes and grinds and searches desperately for relief.

“Good,” the beta below says. She’s writing something on a tablet, not even looking at me anymore. Like my desperation is just a checklist item. “Turn her.”

The hands on my shoulders guide me in a slow circle. My feet shuffle across the platform, barely lifting. The room spins around me, faces in the crowd, some clear and some blurred. Alphas. I can smell them. So many of them.

And my hips keep moving. Rolling, grinding, trying to fuck the air. I can’t stop it. My body is beyond my control, completely hijacked by the heat and the need and the scent of all those alphas watching me fall apart.

I catch fragments as I turn. A man in a dark suit, arms crossed, eyes tracking the movement of my hips, not my face, just my hips, watching me grind desperately against nothing. A woman leaning against the far wall, head tilted, studying the way my thighs are trembling. Another alpha near the front, younger, jaw tight, hands shoved in his pockets. His eyes are dark and fixed on the belt between my legs, on the way I’m trying to work against it.

They can all see it. They can see exactly what the heat is doing to me. See me reduced to this, a shaking, desperate thing that can’t even stand still, that’s trying to fuck the air in front of a room full of strangers.

They stop me once I'm facing forward again.

The beta approaches the platform, her tablet in hand. She looks up at me with that same critical eye. Her gaze travels down my body and stops at my hips, still moving, still rolling in that frantic rhythm I can’t control. I see her eyes flick to my hands, which are straining against the alpha’s grip, fingers curling and uncurling like they want to go back to the belt.

“Displaying well,” she murmurs to someone beside her. Another beta, clipboard in hand. “Heat’s progressing as expected. Scent is strong. Look at the response from the room. And look at her — she can’t even stand still. Fighting the belt.”

My hips jerk harder at the word. Fighting. Yes. I’m fighting. The belt is unyielding metal and I’m grinding against it anyway, arching, rolling, trying to find some angle where it might give. It won’t. I know it won’t. But I can’t stop trying.

“She’s responsive,” the second beta observes quietly, watching my hips thrust forward again. “Very responsive. Is she even aware of where she is?”

“Doubtful,” the first beta says, making a note. “Full heat, day one, induced. She’s completely gone.”

Gone. Yes. I’m gone. I’m not here. I’m somewhere inside the heat and my body is moving without me and I can’t stop grinding and searching and trying to get past the belt that’s keeping me empty and aching and-

The hands release my arms.

I don’t fall. My arms drop immediately to the belt, and my fingers scrabble at the edges, pulling, clawing, trying to find a way in. My hips thrust forward desperately as I work at it, and the motion is obscene, obvious, and I don’t care. The metal doesn’t budge. It’s locked. But I keep trying anyway, hunched over myself on the platform, fingers digging at the belt while my hips roll and grind.

“Stop,” the beta says sharply.

I don’t stop. I can’t. My fingers find the edge of the metal plate and pull and my hips thrust again and-

Hands on my wrists. The alpha behind me, pulling my arms away from the belt again. I fight it this time, actually fight, trying to wrench free, a desperate sound tearing from behind the muzzle, but they’re stronger and they pin my arms to my sides and hold them there.

My hips keep moving anyway. Rolling. Grinding. Searching. I can’t control it.

The beta steps back. Looks up at something above me.

“Chain her,” she says. “Before she hurts herself.”

I look up.

There’s a chain descending from somewhere above. I didn’t notice it before. It’s lowering slowly, a mechanical hum accompanying the movement, the links clinking softly as they unspool. At the end of it is a heavy metal clasp, gleaming under the lights.

The alpha behind me moves fast. One hand holds both my wrists at the small of my back while the other reaches for my collar. Fingers find the rings at the front, thread the clasp through them. It clicks into place with a sound that echoes across the room. The chain pulls taut.

I’m leashed to the ceiling.

The hands release my wrists, but it doesn’t matter. The tension on the collar keeps me upright, keeps me centered. I try to bring my hands back to the belt, but the chain pulls and the collar digs in, and I can only reach so far before it stops me.

My hips are still moving. Still grinding. The rhythm doesn’t stop just because I’m chained. If anything, it gets worse, more desperate, more obvious, because now I can’t even try to hide it. The chain holds me in place, and my body writhes against nothing, and everyone can see.

The alpha steps off the platform and disappears into the crowd.

I’m alone.

The platform. The lights angled down on me like a spotlight. The chain. My hips rolling in that desperate, fruitless rhythm. I try one more time to get my hands to the belt, but the collar pulls me up short, and I whimper, fingers grasping at air.

The heat is tearing through me in waves so intense that I can barely breathe. I look out at the room and my vision swims, and I can’t make out individual faces anymore, just shapes. Bodies. Alphas. All of them watching me grind and writhe and fall apart.

Watching me try to fuck nothing.

The beta with the tablet steps to the side of the platform and raises her voice. It echoes off the walls, clear and sharp and completely impersonal.

“Lot seventeen,” she announces. “Unbonded omega. Solo heats only. Twenty-two years old. Induced heat, day one. Examined and cleared for breeding. No medical concerns. Scent profile classified as high-intensity. Responsiveness rated excellent.” She pauses, glancing at me, at the way my hips are still moving, still searching. “As you can see, subject is fully in heat and highly receptive. Bidding starts at five thousand.”

The room shifts. Movement. Murmurs. I can’t track it. I sway on my feet and the chain clinks softly above me and my hips keep rolling and I close my eyes because I can’t look at them anymore, can’t stand the weight of all those eyes on me while I’m grinding and writhing and-

“Six thousand.”

The voice comes from somewhere to my left. Male. Alpha. Deep and certain. My head turns toward it involuntarily, my omega instincts latching onto the sound even though I can’t see who spoke. My hips jerk, grinding harder, and I whimper behind the muzzle.

“Seven,” someone else says. A different voice. Rougher. Closer to the front.

“Eight.”

“Nine.”

The numbers climb. I don’t understand them. I don’t care. All I know is that they’re talking about me and I’m standing here on this platform grinding desperately against nothing while they watch.

My legs are trembling. I lock my knees to keep from falling, and the movement shifts my hips forward, and I moan at the pressure of the belt digging in. The light catches on the metal, and I see it reflected in the eyes of the alphas watching me.

“Twelve thousand.”

A pause. Longer this time. The beta glances around the room, waiting. I can hear my own breathing, ragged and wet behind the muzzle. The gag presses against my tongue. Drool slips past my lips and runs down my chin, and I can’t wipe it away, can’t do anything but stand here and grind and whimper.

“Fifteen,” someone says from the back of the room. The voice is quieter than the others. Calmer. But it carries.

The room goes still.

The beta looks toward the back, then down at her tablet. She makes a note.

“Fifteen thousand,” she repeats, her voice ringing out clear. “Current bid is fifteen thousand. Do I hear sixteen?”

Silence. The room holds its breath. I hold mine. My hips don’t stop moving.

“Going once,” the beta says.

My vision is swimming. The lights overhead are too bright and the heat is too much and my legs are shaking so badly I don’t know how much longer I can stay upright. The chain holds me in place. The collar digs into my throat with every breath. My hips keep rolling.

“Going twice.”

I’m going to fall. I can feel it. My legs are going to give out any second and I’m going to collapse on this platform still grinding, still desperate, still-

“Sold,” the beta says. Her voice is final. “Lot seventeen to bidder forty-one.”

The room exhales.
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Hands on me. Unlocking the chain. Guiding me off the platform.

I don’t remember getting down. I don’t remember walking. The heat has eaten through memory, through time, through everything except sensation. All I know is hands on my arms, pulling me forward, and the alpha scent washing over me in waves.

We’re moving through hallways. Doors. I catch flashes, concrete walls, fluorescent lights, the sound of my own feet on the floor. But it’s all distant, disconnected, happening to someone else.

We stop.

Something opens in front of me. Not a door. Lower. The opening is at waist height.

A crate.

It’s small. Metal bars on all sides, solid metal floor and top. The kind of thing you’d transport a dog in. Maybe three feet long, two feet wide, two feet high. I’d have to crawl to get in. I’d have to curl up tight to fit.

Hands on my back. Pushing.

I don’t resist. I can’t. I drop to my hands and knees and crawl inside. The metal floor is cool against my skin. I try to turn around, but there’s not enough room. I have to back in, hips first, and by the time my head clears the opening I’m already folded tight, knees bent, shoulders hunched, collar pressing against the top of the crate.

The door closes. Latches.

I’m in the dark.

Not completely. There’s light bleeding through the bars, dim and indirect. But I can’t see much. Just shadows. The outline of the room beyond. Movement.

Then I smell them.

Four of them. Alpha scent flooding the space around the crate, so thick and overwhelming it makes my head spin. Four distinct scents layered over each other, rich, dark, different but complementary. My body reacts before my brain catches up. My hips jerk, grinding against the metal floor of the crate. The belt digs in and I whimper, but I can’t stop moving.

They’re close. Right there. Just outside the crate.

“She’s gone,” someone says. A male voice. Low. I don’t recognize it, but my omega hindbrain latches onto it anyway, cataloguing it, filing it away under alpha, wants, needs.

“Look at her,” another voice says. This one is rougher. Amused. “She’s still trying to fuck the floor.”

I am. I can’t stop. My hips are rolling against the metal in that same desperate rhythm, and I know they can see it through the bars, and I don’t care.

“Jesus,” a third voice mutters. “How long until we can get the belt off her?”

“Not until we get her home,” the first voice says. “We don’t want her coming before we’re ready.”

Home. The word doesn’t register. Nothing registers except the scent and the heat and the need burning through me.

The crate shifts. Lifting. I’m lifted with it, still curled inside, still grinding helplessly against the floor. The movement jostles me and I cry out behind the muzzle, a broken sound that echoes inside the small space.

“Shh,” someone says. Close. Right outside the bars. “We’ve got you.”

I can’t see them. The angle is wrong and the crate blocks my view. All I can see are shadows, shapes, the vague outline of legs and torsos moving around me. But I can smell them. God, I can smell them. And I can hear them.

“Get her in the car,” the first voice says. “The sooner we get her home, the sooner we can take care of her.”

Take care of. The words send a bolt of heat straight through me and my hips jerk harder against the floor. I’m panting behind the muzzle, drool pooling beneath my cheek, and I don’t care. I don’t care about anything except getting to wherever home is so they can take this belt off and-

The crate moves again. Footsteps. Doors opening. Cool air rushing in from outside and then warmth again as I’m loaded into something. A vehicle. I can hear the engine running, feel the vibration of it through the metal floor.

Doors slam. The scent intensifies, all four of them, enclosed in this space with me. I can hear them settling into seats. Breathing. One of them is close to the crate. I can feel the heat of them even through the bars.

The vehicle starts moving.

I press my face against the bars, trying to see. Trying to catch a glimpse of them. But all I can make out are shadows. Shoulders. The back of a head. Not enough.

“She’s watching us,” one of them says. The rough voice. Amused again.

“Let her watch,” another voice says. This one is new. Quieter. Measured. “She’s going to see plenty soon enough.”

My hips roll against the floor, and the belt digs in, and I whimper, the sound wet and desperate. I want to see them. I want to know what they look like, want to put faces to the scent and the voices, but the crate is too small, and the angle is wrong, and all I have are fragments.

“How long is the drive?” someone asks.

“Twenty minutes. Maybe thirty with traffic.”

Twenty minutes. Thirty. The numbers mean nothing. I can’t think in time anymore. I can only think in heat, in need, in the desperate ache that’s eating me alive.

The crate shifts as the vehicle turns. I brace myself with both hands, fingers curling around the bars. My hips don’t stop moving. Grinding. Searching. Trying.

“Look at her,” the quiet voice says. “She can’t even stop for thirty minutes.”

“Would you want to?” the rough voice counters.

Silence. Then: “No. I guess not.”

The vehicle keeps moving. The scent keeps building. And I keep grinding against the floor of the crate, collared and muzzled and locked in a belt that won’t let me have what I need, driven somewhere I don’t know by alphas I can’t see.

My alphas.

The ones who bought me.

The heat burns. The belt holds. The crate rattles with every movement I make.

And I whine.


Chapter five


The vehicle stops.

I feel it before I hear it, the change in momentum, the way the crate shifts as we come to a halt. Doors open. Cool air rushes in. And then hands are on the crate, lifting, carrying me out.

I can’t see much through the bars. The alphas carrying me are silent. I can smell them, feel the heat of them close by, but I can’t make out faces or features. Just shapes in the dim light.

We go inside.

The temperature changes immediately. Warmer. The air is different here, heavier, layered with scent. Alpha scent, so thick it’s almost suffocating. And underneath it, something else. Leather. Metal. Something sharp and clean that I can’t identify.

My hips are still moving. I can’t stop them. Grinding against the floor of the crate in that same desperate rhythm, even though it does nothing, even though the belt holds me shut. The movement makes the crate rattle with every thrust.

“Jesus,” one of them mutters. “She hasn’t stopped once.”

“She won’t,” another voice says. The quiet one. Measured. “Not until we let her.”

The crate is set down. The jarring impact makes me gasp behind the muzzle. I brace my hands against the bars and try to see where we are, but the angle is wrong and all I can make out are walls. Dark walls. And something metallic gleaming in the low light.

The door of the crate opens.

Hands reach in. Strong hands, alpha hands, closing around my upper arms and pulling. I try to crawl out but my muscles won’t cooperate, cramped from being folded in the crate for so long, shaking from the heat. They end up dragging me out, my knees scraping against the metal edge, and I collapse against whoever’s holding me the second I’m free.

The alpha catches me easily. One arm around my waist, the other under my knees, lifting me the same way the orderly did in the auction facility. I’m cradled against a broad chest, and the scent hits me full force and I turn my face into it and whimper.

“I’ve got her,” the alpha says.

The voice is deep. Rough. I know it from the car. I try to look up at him, but my vision is swimming, and all I can make out is a shape. Broad shoulders, dark clothing. The scent coming off him is intoxicating, and I press closer without thinking, trying to bury myself in it.

I’m carried deeper into the room.

My vision swims, but I catch pieces as we move. The walls are deep charcoal or black, I can’t tell in the low light. The lighting comes from fixtures recessed into the ceiling, casting everything in warm amber and shadow. No windows. No natural light. Just the controlled glow that makes every surface look soft and dangerous at once.

Leather furniture against one wall, a low couch, deep burgundy. A St. Andrew’s Cross in the corner, the wood polished to a high shine, leather cuffs hanging from each point. Chains suspended from the ceiling at intervals. Some with cuffs attached, some with hooks, all of them gleaming dully in the light.

And along the far wall, racks. Shelves. Cabinets with glass doors. Inside them: things. Tools. Toys. I catch glimpses as we pass. Floggers hanging from hooks, the leather tails perfectly straight. Dildos of varying sizes lined up neatly on shelves. Rope coiled in perfect spirals. Clamps, nipple clamps, clitoral clamps, things I can’t identify. Paddles. Crops. Canes. Things I don’t recognize, shapes that make my stomach clench even though I don’t know what they’re for.

It’s a dungeon. A real one. Professional. Expensive. Not someone’s basement with a few pieces of equipment. This is purpose-built. Custom. The kind of space that costs more money than I’ve ever seen.

We stop in the center of the room.

There’s something here. A piece of furniture, low to the ground, positioned under one of the hanging chains. Padded leather on top—black, glossy, pristine—metal frame underneath. It’s shaped like a bench but angled, the padding sloping down in the middle and rising at the ends. There are straps built into it. Cuffs at the base. Attachment points along the sides.

A bondage bench.

The alpha carrying me lowers me onto it.

The leather is cool against my overheated skin. I’m positioned face-down, my hips over the lowest point of the slope, my chest and head angled down on one side, my legs forced to spread over the other. My knees don’t touch the ground. The bench holds me suspended, open, completely exposed.

Hands on my wrists. Pulling them forward and down. There are cuffs built into the front of the bench, thick leather with metal buckles, and they fasten around my wrists with quick, efficient movements. I pull against them reflexively and they don’t budge. My arms are stretched out in front of me, pinned.

More hands on my ankles. Spreading them wider, fastening them into cuffs at the base of the bench. The position forces my hips even higher, the belt between my thighs on full display.

A strap across my lower back. Another across my shoulders. More around my thighs, just below the belt, holding my legs apart and keeping me from closing them even an inch.

I can’t move.

I’m completely, utterly immobilized. Face-down over the bench, arms and legs spread and strapped, hips elevated and exposed. The only part of me that can move is my head, and even that is limited by the collar pulling against my throat when I try to lift it.

I test the restraints anyway. Pull against the wrist cuffs, try to shift my hips, attempt to close my legs. Nothing gives. The leather holds. The straps don’t budge. The bench doesn’t even creak.

My hips roll anyway. The movement is tiny, but I can’t stop it. Grinding down against the slope of the bench, searching for pressure, for friction, for anything.

Footsteps. Multiple sets. Circling the bench.

I try to turn my head to see them, but the angle is wrong and I can only catch bits and pieces, legs, shadows, movement in my peripheral vision.

One of them stops in front of me. Crouches down.

I see him clearly now for the first time.

He’s massive. Not just tall, I knew that from the way he carried me, but broad. Built like he could break me in half without trying. Dark hair, thick stubble along his jaw. There’s a scar cutting through his left eyebrow, thin and white, and his eyes are dark and assessing as they track over my face.

“My name is Dante,” he says. His voice is the rough one from the car. Deep and gravelly. “I’m in charge here. What I say goes. Understood?”

I try to nod, but the collar restricts the movement. I make a sound behind the muzzle instead, something that might be agreement.

“Good.” He stands up and moves to my left.

Another alpha takes his place. This one is different, leaner, taller, with dark hair cropped close on the sides. His jaw is sharp, angular, and his eyes are pale. Grey, maybe, or very light blue. They’re looking at me but not quite meeting my gaze, focused somewhere just past my face, like he’s already thinking three steps ahead.

“Kael,” he says. Just his name. Nothing else. His voice is cool. Controlled. He studies me for another second, then straightens and moves away.

The third one steps in.

This one is the shortest of the four, but still taller than me. Auburn hair pulled back from his face. Grey eyes that meet mine steadily, calmly. There’s something measured about him, the way he stands, the way he looks at me. Like he’s cataloguing everything and filing it away for later.

“Eli,” he says. His voice is the quiet one from the car. The measured one. “We’re going to take care of you. But you need to follow the rules.”

I make another sound. Desperate. Pleading.

“The rules are simple,” Eli continues. He doesn’t move closer. Just stands there, hands loose at his sides, completely calm. “Dante is in charge. What he says, you do. The rest of us fall in line after him: Kael, then me, then Rhys. You listen to all of us. You obey all of us. And if you’re good,” he pauses. “You’ll get what you need.”

He steps back.

The fourth one moves into view.

This one is lean and sharp-featured with dark eyes and dark hair that falls across his forehead. And he’s smiling. Not a warm smile. Not friendly. More like he’s in on a joke I haven’t been told yet.

“Rhys,” he says. The smile widens just slightly. “Pleasure to meet you.”

There’s something unsettling about him. About the way he’s looking at me like I’m the most interesting thing he’s seen all week. I can’t look away and I don’t know if that’s the heat or something else.

I’m shaking. My whole body is trembling and my hips won’t stop moving and I need them to stop talking and just touch me, just take the belt off, just touch me.

Someone’s hand settles on my lower back. Right above the strap. The touch is light, but it sends a bolt of heat straight through me, and I gasp behind the muzzle.

“Look at her,” one of them says. Rhys, maybe. “She’s shaking.”

The hand slides lower. Down my spine. Over the curve of my ass. And then fingers are tracing the edge of the belt, not trying to remove it, just touching it. Feeling where metal meets skin.

I jerk at the contact and whimper.

“Sensitive,” another voice observes. Kael. Clinical.

The fingers press against the metal plate. Not hard. Just enough pressure that I can feel it through the belt, feel something pushing against where I’m aching and empty and desperate. My hips buck involuntarily, trying to grind against the pressure, but the restraints hold me in place.

“Please,” I try to say behind the muzzle. It comes out garbled. Desperate.

“She’s begging already,” Dante says. “And we haven’t even started.”

The pressure increases. Someone’s whole hand now, pressing against the belt, grinding the metal against my flesh. It’s not enough. God, it’s nowhere near enough, but it’s something and I’m so desperate I sob at even that tiny bit of contact.

The hand pulls away.

I make a sound of protest and the hand comes back. This time higher. Fingers sliding up between my legs, over the belt, pressing and rubbing through the metal. I can feel the pressure, but it’s muted, distant, denied by the unyielding barrier.

“Look how wet she is,” someone says. “It’s soaking through.”

Fingers move to the edge of the belt. Sliding along where it doesn’t quite cover, the crease of my thigh, the space just above where the metal ends. Touching bare skin. Sliding through the wetness there.

I’m panting behind the muzzle. My hips are moving as much as the restraints will allow, tiny, desperate motions. Searching.

The fingers disappear.

“Please,” I try again. The muzzle turns it into nothing.

Dante steps back into view. He’s holding something in his hand. A bottle. Clear plastic. Water.

“Before we take that muzzle off,” he says, “you’re going to drink. All of it. Understood?”

I nod as much as the collar will let me.

He crouches down and reaches for the buckles at the back of my head. The muzzle loosens. The straps release. And then it’s gone, pulled away, and the sudden absence of pressure makes me gasp.

My jaw aches. My mouth is dry. I work it slowly, trying to close it all the way, but my muscles are stiff and uncooperative. Drool slips past my lips and drips onto the leather beneath my face.

Before I can say anything, the bottle is at my lips.

“Drink,” Dante says.

I open my mouth and he tips the bottle. Water floods in, cold and clean and too much. I choke, cough, try to turn my head away, but his other hand is on the back of my skull, holding me in place.

“Swallow,” he says. Not harsh. Just firm.

I swallow. The water goes down my raw throat, and I gasp for air, and he tips the bottle again. More water. More swallowing. My stomach starts to ache from the volume, but he doesn’t stop. He makes me drink the entire bottle and by the time it’s empty, I’m shaking and tears are streaming down my face.

He pulls the bottle away. His hand on my head releases.

I’m panting. Gasping. Water and drool drip from my chin.

“Good girl,” Dante says.

And then I find my voice.

“Please,” I gasp. The word comes out hoarse and broken. “Please, the belt, I need-”

“What do you need?” Kael asks from somewhere behind me.

“I need it off,” I sob. “Please take it off. Please, I can’t-”

Hands on the belt again. Someone behind me. Fingers running along the edge, pressing, teasing. I jerk and whimper.

“This?” whoever it is asks. “You want this off?”

“Yes,” I whimper. “Yes, please, please!”

“Why?” Dante asks. He’s still crouched in front of me. Watching my face.

“Because I need,” I stop. Swallow. “I need to be touched. I need-”

“Say it,” Eli says. Calm. Patient.

I know what they want. And I’m too far gone to care.

“I need to be fucked,” I say. The words spill out desperate and shameless. “Please. Please fuck me. I need it so bad, I can’t think, I can’t breathe, I just—please.”

“Louder,” Rhys says.

“Please fuck me!” I’m sobbing now. “Please, I’m begging you, I need it, please!”

“We know,” Dante says. He stands up and moves behind me. “But you’re going to have to earn it.”

“I will,” I sob. “I’ll do anything!”

“You want our cocks?” he asks.

The word makes me clench. Makes my whole body shudder.

“Yes,” I whimper. “Yes, please!”

“Then you earn them,” Dante says. “You be good. You take what we give you. You don’t beg for more until we say you can. Understood?”

“Yes,” I gasp. “Yes, I understand, just please-”

Hands on the belt. I hear the click of a key turning, feel the mechanism release, and then the metal plate is being pulled away and cool air hits my exposed flesh and I scream.

The belt comes off completely. Lifted away. Gone.

I’m bare. Open. Exposed.

And the relief is so overwhelming I sob.

But it’s not enough. The ache is still there, deeper now, worse now that there’s nothing holding me shut. My hips jerk against the bench, searching, and I make a sound that’s half whimper, half plea.

“Look at her,” Rhys says. “She’s soaked.”

I am. I can feel the slick coating my thighs, dripping down, pooling on the leather beneath me.

Hands between my thighs. Fingers sliding through the wetness, parting me. I jerk at the contact and moan.

“Sensitive,” Kael murmurs again.

One finger presses inside.

I make a sound I don’t recognize. My whole body clamps down around it, desperate to hold it there, to feel full, and I’m already trembling. Just one finger. Just one and I’m already—

“Please,” I gasp. “Please, more, please-”

The second finger enters slow. Deliberate. Like he wants me to feel every inch of it.

I sob.

They curl. Finding that spot inside me that I’ve been clenching around nothing for days, that deep aching place that the belt kept sealed and untouched while my heat turned me inside out — and the sound I make isn’t words anymore.

It starts low in my belly. A tightening so intense it’s almost pain. My thighs are shaking against the restraints and my hips are trying to move, trying to grind down onto his hand, and I can’t, I’m locked in place, and the helplessness makes it worse, makes it better, makes everything tighten further until—

It breaks.

Not fast. Not clean. It rolls through me in waves, each one cresting higher than the last, and I’m screaming — really screaming — the sound tearing out of my throat raw and ragged. My whole body convulses against the bench. The restraints bite into my wrists, my thighs, and I barely feel it because every nerve I have is firing at once. The fingers inside me don’t stop. They keep moving, keep curling, working me through it while I shake and sob and lose track of where my body ends.

I think it’s over.

It isn’t over.

The second wave hits harder than the first and I cry out again, a broken, wordless plea, my back arching off the bench as much as the restraints allow. Slick is running down my thighs. I can feel it pooling warm beneath me. I’m making sounds between sobs and moans and I can’t stop, can’t quiet myself, can’t do anything except take it.

The fingers slow. Drag out of me with deliberate patience.

I’m left gasping. Shaking. Every muscle wrung out and trembling. My cheek is pressed against the leather and I’m drooling slightly and I don’t even care, I can’t care, I have nothing left to be ashamed with.

The ache comes back immediately. Deeper now. Worse.

Laughter. Rhys.

“She came from two fingers,” he says. Disbelief and amusement in his voice.

“Pathetic,” Kael says. Not cruel. Just observational. Like he’s noting the weather.

I’m panting against the leather, cheek still pressed flat, thighs still trembling. The orgasm did nothing. I can feel the truth of that already settling into my bones — the ache is worse now, not better. Like the release just reminded my body what it’s been starving for.

“More,” I gasp. “Please, more, I need-”

Three fingers. No warning.

The stretch hits me before I can brace for it and I cry out — high and sharp — because it’s too much and not enough simultaneously. He doesn’t ease in. Doesn’t let me adjust. Just fills me to the knuckle and curls immediately against that spot inside me that still feels raw and oversensitive from the last orgasm.

I come before I’ve even finished processing the intrusion.

It rips through me faster this time, meaner, my body so primed and desperate it doesn’t need buildup anymore. I scream into the leather. My hips jerk uselessly. The restraints hold me in place while I convulse around his fingers like I’m trying to pull him deeper, and it’s humiliating, the way I can’t control any of it, the way my body just takes and takes—

They pull out.

The emptiness is immediate and awful.

I whimper. Actually whimper. The sound of something small and broken.

“Again?” Dante asks. There’s something almost like amusement in it. Detached. Clinical. Again? Like I’m a curiosity.

“She’s desperate,” Eli says.

I am. God, I am. The orgasms aren’t helping — they’re making it worse, each one just stoking the fire higher, reminding my body what it wants, what it needs, what they keep pulling away. I’m soaked. I’m shaking. I can feel slick dripping down my inner thighs and I don’t care, I don’t have the capacity to care about anything except the hollow ache that’s eating me alive.

“Please.” My voice is wrecked. Barely recognizable. “Please, I need your cock, I need to be fucked, please, I’m begging you, just—please—“

“No,” Dante says.

Flat. Final.

“Please—“

“I said no.”

The denial hits like a physical blow. My chest caves in around it. They’re right there. I can feel the heat of them, smell them, and they could give me what I need — they could end this — and they’re just choosing not to. Standing there watching me fall apart and choosing no.

I dissolve.

The sobs come up from somewhere deep and ugly, ragged and uncontrolled, and I can’t stop them. Can’t manage them. I’m crying into the leather and shaking and I know I look wrecked and ruined and I can’t make myself stop.

“She’s not going to stop begging,” Kael observes. Still that same tone. Noting facts.

“Then shut her up,” Dante says.

Hands on my face. The muzzle coming back. I try to pull away, try to turn my head, but there are too many hands holding me in place. The gag presses against my tongue. The leather settles over my mouth and jaw. The straps buckle behind my head.

I can’t speak anymore. Can’t beg.

All I can do is make desperate, muffled sounds behind the leather.

“Better,” Dante says.

Footsteps. Moving away from the bench. I hear cabinet doors opening. The clink of something metal. Movement.

Someone returns.

Hands on my hips. And then something blunt and smooth presses against my entrance. Not fingers. Not a cock.

A toy.

It drags through my folds. Sliding through the wetness. Teasing. Not pushing in. Just touching. Rubbing. Pressing against my clit and then pulling away before I can grind against it.

I make a sound behind the muzzle. Desperate. Pleading.

The toy presses against my entrance. Just the tip. Barely breaching me.

And then it pulls away.

I thrash against the restraints. As much as I can. Which isn’t much. But I’m trying, desperately trying to move my hips back, to push against that toy, to get it inside me.

“Look at her,” Rhys says. “She’s trying to fuck it.”

The toy drags through my folds again. Slow. Deliberate. Teasing.

I’m making continuous sounds now behind the muzzle. Whimpering, whining, begging wordlessly.

Something else touches my back. Leather. Multiple strands. Trailing across my skin from shoulder to hip.

A flogger.

It lifts away. And then comes down.

The impact isn’t hard. Just a light thud against my ass and the backs of my thighs. But my whole body jerks at the contact and I cry out behind the muzzle.

Again. The flogger comes down again. A little harder this time.

And again.

The blows fall in a rhythm, not harsh, not punishing, but constant. Each one sending a jolt through me that somehow makes the ache worse. The toy is still there between my legs, still teasing, still not giving me what I need.

I’m writhing as much as the restraints will allow. The straps dig into my skin. The leather holds. I can’t escape. Can’t move. Can’t do anything but take it.

The flogger stops.

The toy presses inside. Finally. Pushing in slow and steady and I scream behind the muzzle because it’s finally, finally-

It doesn’t go deep enough. It pushes in maybe halfway and stops. Holds there. Not moving.

I try to push back against it but the restraints won’t let me. I’m stuck. Filled but not enough. Penetrated but not satisfied.

“Empty, isn’t it?” Dante says. “Even with that inside you. You can feel it. How much you need. How much we’re not giving you.”

The toy pulls out.

I sob.

It pushes back in. Same shallow depth. Same not-enough pressure. Teasing.

In and out. In and out. A slow, maddening rhythm that makes me scream and thrash and beg behind the muzzle even though I know they can’t understand me and wouldn’t care if they could.

The flogger comes down again. Harder now. The leather tails biting into my skin. And the toy keeps fucking me with those shallow, useless thrusts that do nothing but make the ache worse.

I come again. I can’t help it. The stimulation is too much and I’m too far gone and my body breaks. The orgasm rips through me and I scream and shake and it still doesn’t help. It’s still not enough.

The toy pulls out completely.

“She came again,” Kael says. “Third time.”

“Fourth,” Eli corrects.

“And she’s still desperate,” Dante observes.

I am. God, I am. The orgasms mean nothing. They’re waves crashing against a shore that never recedes. The need doesn’t fade. If anything it’s getting worse.

Footsteps. Someone moving in front of the bench.

I lift my head as much as the collar will let me and see Rhys. He’s standing there, just out of reach, and his hand is on his belt. Unbuckling it. Pulling it free.

His pants open. He pulls his cock out.

It’s hard. Thick. Exactly what I need.

I make a sound behind the muzzle. Desperate. Begging.

“You want this?” he asks. His hand wraps around himself. Stroking slowly.

I nod frantically.

“Too bad,” he says. The smile is back. “You haven’t earned it.”

His hand moves faster. Stroking. His other hand comes up to join the first and he’s jerking himself off right in front of my face, close enough that I can see every detail, and I can’t have it.

I’m making sounds I don’t recognize. Animal sounds. Pleading sounds.

He groans. His pace picks up. And I know he’s close, I can see it in the way his jaw tightens, the way his breath catches.

“Open your eyes,” he says.

I do.

He comes with a sharp exhale. Hot ropes of cum spray across my face, my cheek, my nose, my forehead. I can’t close my eyes fast enough and some of it hits my eyelid. It drips down, mixing with the tears already there, and I’m shaking and sobbing and he’s tucking himself back into his pants like nothing happened.

“There,” he says. “That’s all you’re getting tonight.”

I slump against the bench. Completely wrecked. Covered in his cum. Still muzzled. Still aching.

Still empty.

“Good girl,” Dante says from somewhere behind me. “We’ll try again tomorrow.”

The lights dim.

Footsteps retreat.

And I’m left there. Strapped to the bench. Muzzled. Whimpering. Dripping. Desperate.

Unable to do anything but wait.


Chapter six


Time stops meaning anything in the dark.

I don’t know how long I’ve been here. Hours, maybe. The lights dimmed after they left but they didn’t turn off completely, just low enough that I can barely make out shapes in the room. Low enough that it feels like night, even though I have no way of knowing if it actually is.

My hips haven’t stopped moving. Tears of frustration trickle down my face.

Even now. Even after everything. They roll against the bench in that same desperate rhythm, searching for friction that isn’t there, for relief that won’t come. The movement is automatic. Instinctive. I can’t stop it any more than I can stop breathing.

The leather beneath me is slick. Not just from my own wetness—though there’s plenty of that—but from sweat. My whole body is overheated, burning from the inside out, and every point of contact with the bench feels like it’s on fire.

The muzzle is still on. The gag presses against my tongue, makes my jaw ache, turns every breath into a struggle. Drool has pooled beneath my cheek, soaking into the leather. I can feel Rhys’s cum drying on my face, tight and sticky on my skin. Every time I try to move my head, it pulls and reminds me it’s there.

I’m still strapped down. Wrists. Ankles. Across my back, my shoulders, my thighs. The leather holds me exactly where they left me, face-down, hips elevated, legs spread, completely exposed. I’ve tested the restraints so many times my wrists are sore, the skin rubbed raw where the cuffs dig in.

And I’m still empty.

That’s the worst part. Not the restraints, or the muzzle, or even the desperate, aching need. It’s the emptiness. The hollow feeling inside me that the orgasms did nothing to touch. My body keeps clenching around nothing, searching for something to fill it, and there’s nothing there.

The heat pulses through me in waves. Sometimes it’s manageable,a low, constant ache that I can almost ignore if I focus on something else. But then it surges and I’m screaming behind the muzzle, thrashing against the restraints, grinding so hard against the bench that my muscles cramp.

I’ve cried so much my eyes are swollen. My throat is raw from the sounds I’ve been making behind the muzzle—desperate, broken sounds that echo in the quiet room and go unanswered. Whimpers. Moans. Sobs. They all blend together into one continuous noise of need.

The heat hasn’t faded. If anything, it’s worse. Sharper. The drug they gave me has pushed it into something beyond what a natural cycle should be, and my body is tearing itself apart trying to get what it needs.

I need to be knotted.

The thought circles through my head over and over, a mantra I can’t escape. I need an alpha’s knot. I need to be locked and tied and filled so completely that the ache finally stops. But they won’t give it to me. They made that clear.

I have to earn it.

But I don’t know how. I don’t know what they want from me. I’ve begged. I’ve sobbed. I’ve taken everything they’ve given me without fighting. And it still wasn’t enough.

My hips roll again. Grinding down against the bench. The movement sends a jolt through me, but it’s not pleasure. It’s just sensation. Empty sensation that makes the need worse.

At some point, I start counting. Not time. Just the movements. The grinding. One. Two. Three. Four. It gives me something to focus on besides the ache. Something to hold onto.

I lose count around three hundred.

Or maybe it’s three thousand. I don’t know.

The numbers blur together and then disappear entirely, and all that’s left is the movement. The desperate, fruitless searching.

My body is betraying me. Even now. Even after hours of this. It won’t give up. Won’t let me rest. The heat drives me forward like something with its own will, and all I can do is obey.

I don’t know when I fall asleep. Or if I even do. At some point the desperate grinding slows, and my body goes limp against the restraints, and the world fades into something distant and grey. Not sleep. Not quite. Just exhaustion.
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I wake to hands on me.

The touch jolts me back to consciousness, fingers on my hip, firm and warm. I jerk against the restraints and make a sound behind the muzzle. My vision is blurry. I blink hard, trying to focus.

The lights are brighter now. Still dim, but enough that I can see.

Someone is standing behind me. I can’t turn my head far enough to see who, but I can smell him. Alpha. The scent is familiar from last night but I can’t place which one.

“Good morning,” the voice says. Cool. Controlled.

Kael.

His hand slides from my hip down to my ass. Not gentle. Assessing. His fingers trail over my skin, and I shudder at the contact.

“You’ve been busy,” he observes. “Look at this mess.”

I don’t know what he means until his fingers slide between my thighs. Through the wetness there. I’m drenched, slick coating my thighs, dripping down, pooling on the leather beneath me. The evidence of a night spent grinding desperately against nothing.

His fingers slide through it. Collecting it. And then they pull away.

I make a sound. Desperate. Pleading.

“Shh,” Kael says. “Hold still.”

I feel him move behind me. Hear something, a drawer opening, maybe, or a cabinet. The clink of glass or metal. And then his hands are back on me.

One hand spreads my ass cheek

Something cold and slick presses against my asshole.

Not a finger. Something smooth. Rounded. Pressing gently but insistently against the tight ring of muscle.

A plug.

I tense immediately. Try to pull away. But the restraints hold me in place, and all I can do is make desperate cries behind the muzzle as the plug presses harder.

“Relax,” Kael says. His voice hasn’t changed. Still cool. Still controlled. “Fighting it will just make it worse.”

The plug presses in. Just the tip at first. The stretch burns, and I whine behind the muzzle, my whole body going rigid.

“I said relax,” Kael repeats.

His other hand slides between my legs. Fingers finding my entrance. Sliding inside.

The dual sensation, the plug pressing into my ass while his fingers fill my pussy, makes my brain short-circuit. I can’t process it. Can’t decide if it’s too much or not enough. My body clenches around his fingers and the plug slides in another inch.

I scream into the leather.

“Good girl,” Kael murmurs. “Almost there.”

His fingers curl inside me. Finding that spot. Pressing.

And the plug slides home.

The fullness is overwhelming. Not painful, exactly, he used my own slick to lubricate it, and my body is so desperate for any kind of penetration that even this feels like something. But it’s wrong. It’s in the wrong place. It’s not what I need.

His fingers pull out of my pussy and I whimper at the loss.

“There,” Kael says. He pats my ass once, clinical and impersonal. “That should help.”

Help with what? I want to ask. But the muzzle turns it into garbled nonsense.

The plug settles inside me. Heavy. Constant. Every time I shift even slightly, I can feel it. And my hips won’t stop moving, which means I feel it constantly, a presence, a pressure, a reminder that I’m filled but not satisfied.

Kael’s footsteps retreat.

I hear him moving around the room. The sound of water running. A cabinet opening and closing. He’s doing something, but I can’t see what, and I can’t ask.

The plug shifts as my hips roll, and I gasp. The sensation is—I don’t know. Not pleasure. Not pain. Something in between that makes the ache in my pussy worse because now I can feel how empty I am by contrast.

Footsteps return.

Kael appears in front of me. He’s carrying something, a bottle of water and what looks like a protein bar.

He crouches down so we’re eye level.

“The others will be down soon,” he says. “But first, you need to eat.”

He reaches for the buckles of the muzzle.

The straps loosen. The gag pulls free. My jaw aches as I work it slowly, trying to close it all the way.

“Please,” I croak the second I can speak. My voice is wrecked. Barely recognizable. “Please, I need-”

“I know what you need,” Kael says. He unwraps the protein bar. “Open.”

I open my mouth. He breaks off a piece of the bar and places it on my tongue.

“Chew. Swallow.”

I do. It tastes like nothing. Like cardboard. But I’m too far gone to care.

He feeds me the entire bar this way. Piece by piece. And then he holds the water bottle to my lips and makes me drink. I swallow mechanically, barely tasting it.

When the bottle is empty, he sets it aside.

“Please,” I try again. “Please, the plug, it’s-”

“Staying in,” Kael says flatly. “You’ll get used to it.”

“I don’t want to get used to it,” I sob. “I want-”

“I know what you want.” He reaches out and wipes the dried cum from my face with a damp cloth. The gesture is almost gentle. Almost kind. But his expression doesn’t change. “You want our cocks. You want to be fucked. You want our knots.”

“Yes,” I whimper. “Yes, please-”

“No.”

The word lands like a slap.

“You haven’t earned it yet,” Kael continues. He finishes cleaning my face and stands up. “Maybe today. If you’re good.”

“I have been good,” I sob. “I’ve done everything you asked.”

The muzzle comes back.

I try to turn my head away but his hand is already there, holding me in place. The gag presses against my tongue. The leather settles over my face. The buckles fasten behind my head.

I can’t speak anymore.

Kael steps back and looks down at me. His expression is completely neutral.

“The others will be here soon,” he says. “Try to behave.”

He walks away.

And I’m left there. Again. Strapped to the bench with a plug in my ass and the desperate, aching need still burning through me.

My hips roll. The plug shifts inside me and I gasp at the feeling. It’s not what I need, but my body doesn’t seem to care, it just keeps moving, keeps searching, keeps trying.

Time passes. I don’t know how much. Could be minutes. Could be hours. The plug is a constant presence, shifting with every movement, reminding me I’m full in all the wrong ways.

Footsteps.

Multiple sets. Coming down the stairs, maybe. Getting closer.

I try to lift my head, but I can barely manage it. My neck aches. Everything aches.

Three of them appear in my field of vision.

Dante. Rhys. Eli.

They’re all dressed casually, jeans, t-shirts. Like this is just another morning for them. Like I’m not strapped to a bench in the middle of their dungeon, plugged and muzzled and desperate.

Dante crouches down in front of me. His eyes track over my face, assessing.

“How’s our girl this morning?” he asks.

I make a sound behind the muzzle. Desperate. Pleading. My whole body strains toward the sound of his voice because it’s the first voice I’ve heard in hours and I hate myself for how much I need it.

“Kael said you were well-behaved,” Dante continues. “Is that true?”

I nod. Frantically. Yes. Whatever yes means. Yes I was good, yes I tried, yes please, yes.

“Good.” He reaches out and runs his thumb along my jaw, just below the muzzle strap. The touch is so light. Barely anything. But I haven’t been touched since they left and my skin is so starved for contact that I feel it everywhere, feel it run down my throat, my spine, pool low in my belly where the ache lives. A sound climbs out of me that I can’t control.

“Maybe,” he says, and I realize I missed whatever came before it. My brain isn’t working right. “Maybe you’ll get what you want.”

I make another sound. Something embarrassingly close to hope.

He stands. Moves behind me.

Hands on the plug.

He grips the base and I tense everywhere, breath stuttering, because I’ve felt every tiny shift of it and now someone’s touching it and the sensation spikes immediately.

It twists.

I scream behind the muzzle. The sound comes up from somewhere animal and uncontrolled because the plug rotating inside me hits every nerve simultaneously, and it’s so close to what I need that it’s almost worse than nothing. Almost. My hips buck against the bench. My thighs pull against the restraints.

“So sensitive,” Rhys observes. I can hear the smile in his voice, and I hate it, and I want more.

The plug twists again. Slower this time. Deliberate. Like he wants to map every place it presses, every spot that makes me gasp.

I’m sobbing behind the muzzle. Full, wet sobs that fog the leather and make it hard to breathe. Because it’s so close. It’s right there, that sensation, and it’s not enough, it keeps not being enough, the shape of the plug is wrong, the fullness is wrong, it’s not what my body is screaming for and no amount of twisting is going to make it right.

The plug stills.

I want to scream again just from the loss of motion.

“Do you want this out?” Dante asks.

Yes. God. Yes.

I nod so hard my neck aches.

Fingers at the muzzle buckles. The straps loosen. The gag pulls free and my jaw drops open and I’m gasping, pulling in air, my tongue thick and my mouth sour from hours of leather.

“Beg,” Dante commands.

“Please.” The word tears out of me before I’ve even finished catching my breath. “Please take it out, please, I can’t, it’s too much and it’s not enough and I need-”

“What do you need?” Patient. Like he has all the time in the world. Like my desperation is just whether he’s waiting out.

“Your cock.” The shame of saying it out loud has long since burned away. There’s nothing left but the need and the words to describe it. “Please, Dante, please, I need to be fucked, I need your knot, I need-”

“No.”

The word hits me like cold water and I wail.

“But!”

“I said no.” Firm. Final. A door closing. “You haven’t earned it yet.”

“What do I have to do?” I’m crying now. Not the controlled, performance kind of crying. The ugly kind, the kind that shakes my whole chest and makes it hard to speak. “Please just tell me what to do, I’ll do it, I’ll do anything. I’ll be so good, just please-”

“Be patient,” Eli says. He’s moved into view, standing to Dante’s left. His expression is calm in a way that makes me feel frantic by contrast. “Take what we give you. Don’t ask for more.”

“I’m trying.” My voice breaks on it. “I’m trying so hard but I need cock!”

“You need to learn,” Kael says from behind me. “That’s what you need.”

The muzzle comes back.

I try to turn my head. I know it’s useless. There are always too many hands and I’m always restrained and the trying is just reflex at this point, just my body’s last stupid protest before it accepts what’s happening. Hands hold my face still. The gag fills my mouth. The leather settles. The buckles fasten.

Silent again.

Just my breathing. Wet and ragged.

“Let’s see how long she can last,” Rhys says.

Hands on the plug. Gripping the base.

It slides out slowly. Inch by inch, each one distinct, the stretch reversing itself in a long, slow drag that makes me clench helplessly around it. The widest part passes back through, and I gasp. And then it’s gone, and the emptiness is sudden and awful, and my body doesn’t know whether to feel relieved or bereft.

Both. It feels both.

It doesn’t last.

Something presses against me. Blunt. Insistent.

I know immediately that it’s bigger. I can feel the difference in the pressure alone before anything has even breached me, and my whole body tries to close against it, tries to pull away, but the hands on my hips hold me completely still and there’s nowhere to go.

The tip presses in.

I scream behind the muzzle. Not from pain but from the stretch, the relentless forward push, the knowledge that there’s so much more and I’m already at the edge of what I can process. My muscles clench trying to push it back out. It keeps coming anyway.

“Breathe,” Eli says. “You’re fighting it.”

I try. I try to breathe, try to find some part of my body I can unclench, but everything is locked around that intrusion, every muscle braced against it.

Fingers slide into my pussy. Three. No warning. Curling immediately to that spot.

The moan that comes out of me is pure reflex. My body lights up, the fullness of the plug and the pressure of those fingers simultaneously, and something short-circuits in my brain. I clench. Hard. And the plug slides in another inch.

“Good girl,” Dante murmurs.

The fingers curl again. Press harder against that spot.

The plug slides home.

The sound I make behind the muzzle is nothing I’ve ever made before. Not a scream. Not a sob. Something in between, something broken and overwhelmed, because the fullness is unlike anything I’ve experienced. Not just full. Packed. The pressure of it is everywhere—pressing forward, pressing sideways, filling every space and making itself impossible to ignore. It shifts with each breath. With each heartbeat. Heavy and relentless, and completely inescapable.

The fingers pull free of my pussy and I whimper at the loss.

“There,” Dante says. “That’s better.”

Better for who. I can’t ask it. I just sob.

I try to hold still, but I can’t. Every tiny movement shifts the plug, and every shift of the plug sends sensation cascading through me, and my body keeps chasing it, keeps trying to find the angle that turns it into something useful, something that scratches the ache. There is no such angle. I know that. My hips don’t care.

Hands between my legs. Fingers sliding through the slick coating my inner thighs, gathering it slowly. Not entering me. Just touching. Spreading the wetness with a casualness that feels almost contemptuous.

“She’s soaked,” Rhys observes.

“She’s been like this all night,” Kael says. “Hasn’t stopped.”

I know they’re talking about me like I’m not here, and some distant part of me registers the humiliation of it. The rest of me is focused entirely on those fingers and whether they’re going to move somewhere useful.

They find my clit. Press. Just the barest pressure.

I gasp so loud it’s audible even through the muzzle.

“Look at her face,” Eli murmurs

I don’t know what my face looks like. I don’t care. The fingers start to circle slow, deliberate, the kind of pace that builds sensation instead of rushing it, and I stop caring about anything except that point of contact. Everything narrows down to it. The plug, the restraints, the leather under my cheek, all of it fades. Just the circling. Just the heat building in my belly.

My hips try to rock. The restraints hold.

The pressure increases slightly. The circles tighten.

I’m close. Already close, embarrassingly fast, because I’ve been on the edge for so long that my body leaps for it the moment it’s offered. I can feel it pulling tight, that coil of heat pulling and pulling, my thighs shaking against the bench.

The fingers pull away.

The scream that comes out of me isn’t frustration. It’s agony. Pure and humiliating. My hips chase the vanished touch, grinding against empty air, and I’m making sounds I can’t stop, continuous desperate sound behind the muzzle.

Laughter. Rhys.

“She’s fun when she’s desperate,” he says.

“She’s always desperate,” Kael observes.

I’m gasping. Shaking. The pleasure that was right there, right within reach, has nowhere to go. It just sits in my belly like a coal. Hot and unresolved and making everything worse.

The fingers come back.

The same slow circle. The same deliberate build. And my body does it again, I know what’s coming, I know, and it doesn’t matter, my body chases the sensation the moment it’s offered because it doesn’t have a choice, because heat doesn’t leave room for strategy or dignity.

They build me back up from nothing. Slow and patient and cruel. I’m panting behind the muzzle. The coil pulls tight again. Tighter than before because now it’s been denied twice and my body is frantic with it, every nerve pulled taut-

They pull away again.

I sob. Long and wretched and completely uncontrolled.

The third time is worse than the first two combined.

Because by the third time I’ve started bargaining in my head. Started telling myself, maybe this time. Maybe they’ll let me. Maybe if I’m quiet enough, still enough, good enough, maybe this time they’ll let it crest. I stop fighting the restraints. I hold as still as I can. I try to be exactly what they want.

The fingers circle. Build. The heat climbs higher than it has any time before because my body has learned to chase it harder now, to reach for it with everything-

They stop.

The sound that comes out of me is barely human.

I’m not trying to hold anything back anymore. There’s nothing left to hold. I’m just making noise while my whole body shakes and the plug shifts with every sob and the unspent pleasure turns to something that feels indistinguishable from pain.

By the fifth time I’m not even aware of anything outside my own body. Not the room. Not them. Not the bench beneath me. Just the ache and the edge and the maddening patient cruelty of hands that know exactly what they’re doing.

“I think that’s enough for now,” Dante says.

The hands disappear.

All of them. At once.

The absence is its own kind of violence. I’m left shaking on the edge of nothing, the plug heavy and inescapable inside me, the slick cooling on my thighs, every nerve in my body screaming for completion that isn’t coming.

“We’ll be back later,” Dante says. “Try to be good.”

Footsteps. Retreating.

The lights dim.

And then I’m alone.

The plug shifts when I breathe. The heat in my belly burns and burns without consuming anything. I press my hips into the bench because it’s the only thing I can do, the only friction available, and it helps nothing, it does absolutely nothing, but I can’t stop.

Waiting.

Always waiting.

This is hell.


Chapter seven


I don’t know how long I’m alone this time.

The plug is a constant presence. Heavy. Unyielding. Every breath makes it shift. Every tiny movement of my hips, and they won’t stop moving, they never stop, sends rushes shooting through me that isn’t pleasure but isn’t quite pain either. The feeling is overwhelming. Inescapable.

My head is getting heavy.

I try to hold it up, but my neck won’t cooperate anymore. The muscles are exhausted. Spent. I’ve been holding my head up for over a day, fighting against the collar, and I don’t have anything left. My head lolls forward, and the collar digs into my throat, and I don’t have the strength to lift it back up.

I’m making sounds. Constantly. Whimpering behind the muzzle. I can’t stop. The heat won’t let me stop. Every wave of it pulls noise out of me—broken, desperate whines that fill the quiet room and go unanswered.

The slick is still coming. I can feel it running down my thighs, dripping onto the floor beneath the bench. There’s a puddle of it now. Mixed with drool. Mixed with tears. Evidence of hours spent suffering.

I’m so tired.

I’ve been in heat for—how long? Two days? More? I don’t know. Time doesn’t work anymore. All I know is the endless, burning need and the fact that I haven’t slept and my body is giving out.

Every muscle aches. My wrists are raw where I was pulling against the restraints earlier.

My head drops completely. Hanging down. The collar pulls tight, but I can’t lift it. Can’t do anything.

The heat surges again, and I moan. The sound is pitiful. Broken. I don’t even sound like myself anymore.

Footsteps.

I don’t react. Can’t. My head stays down, my vision filled with the floor beneath the bench and the puddle that’s collected there. I see boots enter my field of vision but I can’t process it. Can’t lift my head to see who it is.

“Well, well,” a voice says. Amused. Rhys. “Look at you.”

Hands on my face. Lifting my head. My neck is limp, useless. He has to hold my head up himself, supporting the full weight of it.

His face swims into view. That smile. Always that smile.

But something else, too. He’s studying me. Really looking. His eyes track over my face, the tear tracks, the drool on my chin, the way my eyes are barely focusing.

“You’re completely gone,” he observes.

I make a sound behind the muzzle. Agreement, maybe. Or just noise. I don’t know anymore.

His thumb brushes under my eye, catching a tear. “How long has it been since you slept?”

I don’t answer. Can’t.

“Since before the auction, probably,” he says to himself. “Thirty-six hours? More?”

The numbers don’t mean anything to me.

“You’re a mess,” he says again. But there’s something different in his voice now. Not mocking. Almost concerned? No, that can’t be right. But something.

He tilts my head, examining me from different angles. My head lolls in his grip like a doll’s.

“This is your chance,” Rhys says finally. His thumb strokes along my jaw, just below the muzzle. “Your chance to prove you can be good. That you can follow directions even when you’re this far gone. Can you do that?”

I try to nod but my head just lolls in his grip.

“I’ll take that as a yes,” he says.

He releases my head, and it drops immediately. I hear him moving around the bench. The restraints begin releasing. One by one. Wrists first. Then the straps across my back and shoulders. Then my thighs. Finally, my ankles.

I’m free.

But I can’t move.

My muscles won’t respond. I lie there draped over the bench, limp and shaking, and even when Rhys pulls me upright I can’t help. I’m dead weight in his hands.

He maneuvers me off the bench. My legs won’t hold me. I collapse the second my feet hit the floor, my knees buckling, and I would fall completely if he wasn’t holding me up.

“On your knees,” he says.

I’m already there. I couldn’t stand if I tried.

Something clicks onto my collar. I hear it more than feel it. Metal on metal. And then there’s a tug, gentle but firm, pulling me forward.

A leash.

“Crawl,” Rhys says.

I try. I manage to get my hands under me, manage to shift my weight forward. The plug shifts with the movement and I whimper. Every movement makes it press against different spots inside me, making the emptiness in my pussy more obvious by contrast.

My first attempt to move forward nearly sends me sprawling. My arms are shaking. Weak. I catch myself at the last second, hands splaying on the cold floor.

“Take your time,” Rhys says. Not kindly. Not cruel. “We’re not in a rush.”

I try again. One hand forward. Then the other. My knees drag behind. The movement is clumsy. Uncoordinated. The plug makes it worse; every time my hips shift, it moves, and the sensation breaks my concentration.

“That’s it,” Rhys says. He’s walking beside me, holding the leash. Not pulling. Guiding. Letting me set the pace. “Good girl. Keep going.”

The floor is cold. Hard. My hands and knees already hurt, and we’ve only gone a few feet. I can feel every imperfection in the concrete, every slight dip, every rough patch.

The leash stays taut. A constant presence. If I slow down too much, it pulls gently. A reminder to keep moving.

I’m panting by the time we’re halfway across the room. The muzzle makes it hard to breathe, and my whole body is shaking from exertion. This should be easy. It’s just crawling. But I’ve been on that bench for over twelve hours, and my muscles have strained so much, and the heat is burning through me, and I’m so tired.

“Almost there,” Rhys says.

A few more feet. One hand. One knee. Forward. The plug shifts. I whimper. Forward again.

We reach the door. He opens it.

Inside is a bathroom. White tile. A toilet. A tub. Bright lights overhead that make me squint.

“In,” Rhys says.

I crawl inside. The tile is even colder than the floor in the dungeon. It makes me shiver.

“You need to use the toilet,” Rhys says.

I freeze. My brain takes a second to process what he’s saying. And then heat floods my face, not the heat of the cycle, but embarrassment. Shame.

I shake my head.

“Yes,” Rhys says. His voice is firm. “You’ve been on that bench for over twelve hours. You need to go.”

I shake my head again.

“Omega.” He crouches down beside me. “You don’t have a choice. Either you do it now, or you do it on yourself later. Which would you prefer?”

The logic is undeniable. And he’s right, I can feel it now that he’s mentioned it. The pressure in my bladder. The need.

I look up at him. Desperate. Pleading with my eyes because the muzzle won’t let me speak.

“I’ll turn around,” he says. “But I’m keeping hold of the leash. And the muzzle stays on.”

It’s the best I’m going to get.

I nod.

He helps me to my feet or tries to. My legs are shaking so badly that I can barely support my own weight. He ends up basically lifting me onto the toilet, positioning me, making sure I’m stable before he lets go.

Then he turns around.

The leash stays taut in his hand. A reminder that he’s still there. Still holding me. Still in control even when he’s not looking.

I close my eyes and try to let go.

It takes a minute. The embarrassment makes everything harder. My body doesn’t want to cooperate with an alpha standing three feet away, leash in hand, even if he’s not watching. But the pressure in my bladder is undeniable, and eventually my body takes over.

I’m going and I can’t stop the tears that leak out from under my closed eyelids.

This is humiliating.

This is degrading.

I’m an omega in heat, naked and collared, using the toilet while an alpha holds my leash. The plug is still in my ass. I can feel it pressing against everything as my body empties itself.

When I’m done, Rhys reaches back without looking and hands me toilet paper. I take it with shaking hands. Clean myself up as best I can.

He flushes for me.

“Good girl,” he says. Still not looking. “Now the tub.”

He tugs the leash gently, and I slide off the toilet. My legs won’t hold me. I drop to my hands and knees immediately.

He guides me across the bathroom, the leash pulling gently, and helps me climb into the tub. It’s deep. Porcelain. My knees hit the bottom, and I kneel there, swaying slightly. The plug shifts with every movement, and I can’t escape the fullness.

Rhys turns around now. Looks down at me.

“You are a mess,” he says. There’s no meanness in it. Just observation. “Let’s fix that.”

He reaches for something on the wall. A shower head on a hose. He turns the water on. Tests the temperature with his hand. Adjusts it.

And then he sprays me.

The water is warm. Not hot, not cold. Just warm. It hits my back first, and I gasp, the first thing that’s touched me in hours that isn’t restraints or fingers or toys. Just clean water washing over overheated skin.

He works methodically. Down my back, over my hips, down my legs. The water runs off me in streams, carrying away sweat and slick and the evidence of hours spent desperate and denied.

“Look at you,” Rhys says. The spray moves to my chest. My stomach. “You’ve been making such a mess. Grinding against that bench all night like an animal. Dripping everywhere.”

I whimper behind the muzzle.

“Did it help?” he asks. The spray moves lower. Between my legs. The pressure of the water against my clit makes me jerk. “Did grinding against the bench make it better?”

I shake my head.

“No,” he agrees. “Of course it didn’t. Because you need cock. Don’t you?”

I nod frantically.

“Say it,” he says. Then pauses. Smiles. “Oh wait. You can’t.”

The smile widens. He’s enjoying this. Enjoying my helplessness. My desperation.

He sprays between my legs again. Deliberately. The water pressure is just enough to make me gasp, but not enough to give me any real relief. Just more teasing. More denial.

“Poor thing,” he says. Not sympathetic. Amused. “So desperate. So needy. Look at you shaking.”

I am shaking. My whole body is trembling from exhaustion, from the heat, from the stimulation of the water, from everything.

“And the plug’s still in, isn’t it?” he asks.

I nod. Tears streaming down my face now, mixing with the water from the spray.

“Does it help?” he asks. “Being full there instead of where you need it?”

I shake my head.

“No,” he says. “I didn’t think so. If anything, it probably makes it worse. Makes you feel how empty your pussy is. How much you need to be filled there instead.”

He’s right. God, he’s right. The plug makes the emptiness unbearable by contrast. Every shift of it reminds me that I’m full in the wrong place. That what I really need is still being denied.

“You want our cocks so badly,” Rhys continues. The spray moves back up to my chest. “You’ve been begging for them. Crying for them. And we’ve just been making you wait.”

I sob.

“Because you needed to learn,” he says. “Needed to understand that you don’t get what you want just because you want it. You have to earn it.”

The spray moves to my face. Washing away the tears. The dried drool. Everything.

“Have you learned?” he asks.

I nod desperately.

“We’ll see,” he says.

He finishes rinsing me off. Turns the water off. Reaches for a towel.

“Stand up,” he says.

I try. My legs won’t cooperate. They’re shaking too hard, too weak to support my weight. He has to help me, one hand on my arm, the other on my waist, hauling me upright. I sway dangerously, and he catches me, steadies me against his body.

For a moment I’m pressed against him. I can feel the heat of him through his shirt. The solidness. The alpha scent overwhelming everything. My body responds immediately, hips jerking forward, trying to grind against him.

He pushes me back gently. Holds me at arm’s length.

“Not yet,” he says. “Soon. But not yet.”

He dries me off with the towel. Efficient. Thorough. Not gentle, exactly, but not rough either. The towel drags over sensitive skin, and I shudder at every touch.

“Back out,” he says. A tug on the leash.

I drop to my knees again. The tile is hard and cold beneath me. I crawl back through the door into the dungeon.

And stop.

The other three are there.

Dante. Kael. Eli.

They’re standing in a loose semicircle around the bench. Waiting. All three of them looking at the doorway. At me.

I freeze on my hands and knees, the leash still attached to my collar, water dripping from my hair onto the floor.

They’re all shirtless.

That’s the first thing I notice. Dante’s broad chest, thick with muscle. Kael’s leaner build, defined and sharp. Eli’s quieter strength, shoulders and arms that look deceptively calm until you see the power coiled beneath.

The second thing I notice is the way they’re looking at me.

Not like they have been. Not clinical or amused or detached.

Hungry.

All three of them looking at me like I’m something they’re about to devour.

My hips jerk involuntarily. The plug shifts, and I whimper behind the muzzle.

“Is she ready?” Dante asks Rhys. His eyes don’t leave me.

“She’s ready,” Rhys says. He unclips the leash from my collar. The metal clicks and I feel the weight of it disappear. “Aren’t you, omega?”

I look up at him. At all of them. My vision is blurry from tears and exhaustion, but I can see them clearly enough.

Four alphas. All half-undressed. All waiting for me.

This is it.

This is finally it.

“Come here,” Dante says. His voice is low. Commanding.

Different than before.

I crawl to them on shaking hands and knees. My arms give out halfway and I collapse against the floor, panting. The plug digs in at the new angle and I gasp.


Chapter eight


Hands on me. Multiple sets. Lifting me. Positioning me.

Not toward the bench.

Past it.

They carry me deeper into the room, past the St. Andrew’s Cross, past the leather couch, to something I hadn’t noticed before in the shadows along the far wall.

A table.

Not a regular table. It’s longer than I am tall, wider than my arm span. Padded with black leather that gleams dully in the low light. The frame underneath is metal, heavy, industrial, built to hold weight and resist movement. And all along the edges, built into that metal frame, are attachment points. D-rings. Dozens of them. Some small, some large. All positioned at precise intervals.

A bondage table.

They lower me onto it, and the leather is cool against my overheated skin. The contrast makes me shiver. I lie there gasping, my whole body shaking, as they position me exactly how they want me.

On my back. Finally. After over twelve hours face-down on the bench, the change in position is disorienting. My spine has to adjust. My hips have to relearn how to settle flat. I can see the ceiling now. The recessed lights. The chains hanging at intervals. Them.

All four of them stand around the table, looking down at me.

Dante moves to my right . Kael to my left. Rhys takes position at my feet. Eli moves to my head.

For a moment, nobody speaks. They just look at me. Taking in the sight of me lying there, naked except for the collar and the muzzle, still dripping wet, the plug still buried in my ass, my whole body trembling with exhaustion and need.

“Arms up,” Dante says finally.

I try to lift them. My muscles barely respond. They’ve been pinned in front of me for so long, first on the bench, then crawling, that the command to lift them overhead doesn’t compute at first.

Eli reaches down and takes both my wrists in his hands. His grip is firm but not painful. He pulls my arms up over my head, stretching them out, and my shoulders immediately protest. The position makes everything ache, muscles that have been contracted for hours suddenly forced to extend.

He positions my wrists just so. Above my head. Slightly wider than shoulder-width apart. And then I hear metal clinking.

Cuffs.

Attached to the table at the top edge. Heavy leather lined with something soft. He wraps the first one around my left wrist, and I feel the buckle tighten. Then the right.

I pull reflexively. Testing. The cuffs don’t budge. My arms are pinned above my head, stretched out, completely immobilized. The position puts tension on my shoulders and chest, and there’s nothing I can do to relieve it.

“Comfortable?” Eli asks.

I make a sound behind the muzzle.

He pats my shoulder once. Almost affectionate. And then he steps back.

“Legs,” Dante says.

Hands on my ankles. Rhys on the left. Kael on the right. They don’t spread my legs immediately. First, they just hold them. Assessing. Deciding.

Then they start to move.

Slowly. Pulling my legs apart. Wider. Wider. The movement is controlled, deliberate. They’re not rushing. They’re taking their time. Making sure I feel every inch of the spread.

My hips start to protest around the halfway point. The muscles on my inner thighs pull tight. I make a sound, not quite pain, but discomfort.

They don’t stop.

They keep spreading until my legs are splayed obscenely wide. Wider than on the bench. Wider than during the exam. Wider than I’ve ever been.

And then the cuffs go on.

Leather around my ankles. Buckles fastening with crisp clicks. These cuffs are attached to the bottom corners of the table, and there’s no give in them at all. My legs are locked in this spread position. I couldn’t close them even an inch if I tried.

The position forces my hips to tilt up slightly. Tilts my pelvis. Puts everything on display, my pussy, my ass, the plug still buried there. All of it completely exposed. Completely accessible.

I test the ankle restraints. Pull against them. Nothing. They’re as immovable as the ones on my wrists.

“Good,” Dante says. “Now hold her still.”

Hands on my hips. Kael’s, I think. Holding me down while Dante does something I can’t see.

A strap comes across my hips. Wide, maybe four inches. Heavy leather. It settles just above my pubic bone and someone pulls it tight. The buckle fastens on the far side of the table with a metallic click.

The pressure is significant. Not painful, but undeniable. It presses me down into the leather, pins my lower back flat against the table. I try to lift my hips. Can’t. The strap holds me completely still.

“Another,” Dante says.

Two more go across each of my thighs. Right at the crease where my legs meet my body. It’s positioned perfectly to hold me open, to keep my thighs spread, to make sure I can’t close my legs or lift my hips or do anything to protect myself.

Someone pulls it tight. Buckles it.

I’m locked down below the waist. Legs spread. Hips pinned. Completely immobilized.

“One more,” Dante says.

The final strap goes across my chest. Just under my breasts. Wide and heavy, like the others. Eli pulls it across my ribcage and buckles it on the far side.

The pressure makes it harder to breathe. Not impossible, but I have to work for it. Have to focus on pulling air in through my nose, past the gag, into lungs that can’t fully expand anymore.

I’m completely restrained.

Arms overhead. Legs spread wide. Hips, thighs, and chest strapped down. The collar still tight around my throat. The muzzle still covering my mouth and jaw.

Completely, utterly helpless.

I test every restraint. Starting with my wrists. I pull. Twist. Try to slip my hands through the cuffs. Nothing. The leather is thick and well-made, and there’s no give at all.

My ankles next. I try to close my legs. Can’t. The ankle cuffs hold me spread, and the strap across my thighs reinforces it. I couldn’t close my legs even a fraction of an inch.

I try to lift my hips. The strap across them prevents any upward movement. I’m pinned flat to the table.

I can move my head. That’s it. I can turn it from side to side, lift it slightly. But the collar makes even that limited, if I try to lift my head too much, the metal digs into my throat.

And I can see all of them. That’s the difference from the bench. On my back like this, I can watch what they’re doing. Watch them looking at me.

Dante steps back. Studies me. His eyes track over the restraints methodically, checking each one. Making sure everything is secure. His gaze lingers on the strap across my chest, the one that makes it hard to breathe. Then down to the one across my hips. The ankle cuffs. The wrist cuffs.

Satisfied, he nods.

“She’s not going anywhere,” he says to the others.

“Good,” Kael says. He’s moved to stand at my left side, next to the table. His hand settles on my stomach, just above the hip strap. The touch is light but I feel it everywhere. “We want her to focus. No distractions.”

“No escape,” Rhys adds from his position at my feet. There’s that smile again.

“Just this,” Eli says from above my head. His hand touches my shoulder briefly. “Just us. Just what we give her.”

My breathing is already getting faster. Shorter. The combination of the chest strap and the anticipation is making it hard to get enough air.

“The plug,” Dante says.

My whole body goes tense. Every muscle locks. I know what’s coming and I brace for it as much as the restraints will let me.

Hands between my legs. Kael’s. No hesitation. His fingers find the base of the plug and grip it firmly.

He doesn’t pull it out right away. First, he tests it. Wiggles it slightly to see how it’s seated. The movement makes me gasp. The plug shifts inside me, and its overwhelming after having it in the same position for so long.

“It’s seated deep,” Kael observes. “This is going to take a minute.”

He twists the plug. Slowly. Carefully. Rotating it inside me.

The sensation makes me scream into the muzzle. The plug’s ridges and curves press against different spots with every turn. Spots that have gotten used to the pressure in one direction and are now being stimulated in new ways. My ass clenches around it reflexively, trying to hold it in or push it out, I can’t tell which.

He twists it back the other way. Counterclockwise now. The plug rotates and I’m making continuous noise behind the muzzle, whimpering, moaning.

“Relax,” Kael says. His other hand settles on my lower belly, just above where the hip strap crosses. “You’re clenching. You need to relax, or this is going to hurt.”

I try. I try to make my muscles unclench, to let go of the plug, to cooperate. But I’m too wound up, too desperate, too overwhelmed by everything.

He twists the plug again. More rotation. Working it loose gradually. And I realize he’s doing this on purpose, not just to remove it, but to stimulate me. To remind me how full I am before he takes it away.

“She’s getting wetter,” Rhys observes from his position at my feet.

I am. I can feel it. The plug’s movement is triggering something and slick is starting to drip from my pussy, running down, probably pooling on the leather beneath me.

Kael twists the plug one more time. And then he changes his grip. Both hands on the base now. And he starts to pull.

Slowly. So slowly. I can feel every fraction of an inch as it slides out. The resistance. The stretch. The way my body doesn’t want to let it go even though part of me is desperate for it to be gone.

He pulls steadily. No pausing. No stopping. Just constant pressure. Working it out.

The plug is maybe halfway out when the widest part hits. The point where it flares to its maximum diameter before tapering back down to the base. And that’s where it catches.

My body doesn’t want to stretch around it. Doesn’t want to let it pass. I’m making continuous noise behind the muzzle. High-pitched. Desperate. Whimpering.

“Breathe,” Kael says. “Breathe through it.”

I try. Short gasps through my nose. In, out. In, out.

He maintains the pressure. Doesn’t pull harder. Just keeps that same steady tension. Waiting for my body to give.

And finally it does.

The widest part stretches me open and slides past, and then the rest of the plug comes out in a rush. The narrow neck, the base. Gone.

The sudden emptiness is shocking. My body had adjusted to it. Had gotten used to the constant presence, the weight, the pressure. And now it’s gone and I feel hollow. Wrong. Like something essential has been taken away.

My ass clenches reflexively around nothing. Spasms. Searching for the plug that’s no longer there. The sensation is disorienting. Almost painful.

Kael sets the plug aside somewhere I can’t see. I hear it hit a surface. The counter, maybe. Or one of the shelves.

The absence of the plug is worse than having it in. At least when it was there, I was full of something. Now I’m empty. Everywhere. My ass is empty. My pussy is empty. And I’m desperate to be filled.

“Look at her,” Rhys says.

I can feel them all staring. Taking in the sight of me strapped to the table. Legs spread so wide it makes my hips ache. Pussy bare and dripping, slick running down onto the leather. Ass empty and clenching, still adjusting to the absence of the plug. Completely at their mercy.

The restraints hold me perfectly still. I can’t squirm. Can’t close my legs. Can’t cover myself. All I can do is lie there and let them look.

“She’s perfect,” Eli murmurs from above my head.

“Completely helpless,” Kael adds.

“Desperate,” Rhys says. “Look at how much she’s dripping.”

I am. I can feel it. The slick keeps coming, my body producing it faster than it can drip away. I’m probably making a mess of the table beneath me.

Dante steps between my legs.

He’s still wearing jeans. They’re unbuttoned now, hanging low on his hips, but he hasn’t taken them off. He just pushes them down enough that his cock springs free.

I make a sound behind the muzzle. Desperate. Pleading.

He’s hard. Thick. The head is flushed dark and I can see a bead of precome at the tip. He wraps his hand around himself and strokes slowly, and I watch transfixed as his hand moves up and down his length.

I need it. God, I need it so badly. My whole body is screaming for it.

My hips try to lift off the table. Try to reach for him. But the strap across them holds me down flat, and all I can do is make desperate sounds and pull uselessly against the restraints.

“She’s been waiting for this,” Eli observes from somewhere above my head.

“Over a day,” Kael says.

“Longer than that since she’s actually been fucked,” Dante says. His hand keeps stroking. Slow. Steady. Making me watch. “How long has it been, sweetheart? Since you had a cock inside you?”

I can’t answer. The muzzle won’t let me. But my eyes are probably answer enough. Desperate. Pleading.

“Months, probably,” he continues. Still stroking himself. Lazily. Like he has all the time in the world. “Maybe longer. And then we made you wait even more.”

His free hand settles on my inner thigh. Just resting there. The touch is light, but I feel it everywhere. The contact sends electricity through me, and my hips jerk against the strap holding them down.

“We made you crawl,” he says. His hand begins to move. Stroking up my thigh. “Made you beg. Made you take our fingers and our toys and nothing else.”

Higher. His hand is moving higher.

“Made you wear the plug all day while we teased you. While we brought you to the edge over and over and never let you finish properly.”

His fingers are so close now. I can feel the heat of them.

“Made you grind on that bench all night with no relief.”

Almost there. Almost-

His thumb brushes against my pussy. Just barely. The lightest possible touch. Sliding through the slick that’s been steadily dripping from me.

I convulse. My whole body jerks against the restraints hard enough that the table shakes and I scream behind the muzzle because that tiny touch is the most direct stimulation my pussy has had in over a day and it’s not enough but it’s something and I’m so desperate I could come from just this.

“So responsive,” Dante observes. His thumb circles my clit now. Still light. Maddeningly light. “Look at her.”

I’m pulling against every restraint. Wrists. Ankles. The straps. Everything. Trying to get closer, trying to get more pressure, trying to-

“Easy,” he murmurs. His thumb presses down slightly. More pressure but still not enough. “Don’t come yet. You don’t come until I’m inside you. Understand?”

I nod frantically.

“Say it,” he says.

I can’t. The muzzle-

“Oh, right,” he says. That slight curve to his mouth. “Can’t talk. Well then. Just remember. Don’t come until I’m inside you.”

His thumb keeps circling. Pressing. Building but not quite enough to push me over.

I’m panting behind the muzzle. Short, desperate breaths. The chest strap makes it hard to breathe deeply, and the stimulation is making it worse.

“Good girl,” he says.

His thumb pulls away.

I sob at the loss.

He steps closer. Right up against the table. Positions himself between my spread legs. One hand gripping his cock, guiding it. The other on my hip, fingers digging into my skin hard enough that I’ll bruise, even though the straps already have me completely pinned.

The head of him presses against my entrance.

Just the tip. Barely touching. Not pushing in. Just there. Hot and hard and real and so close to what I’ve been begging for that my whole body shudders.

I try to push forward. Try to take him. The straps hold me completely still and I can’t move, can’t do anything, can only feel that single point of contact while my body screams.

“Please,” I try to say behind the muzzle. It comes out as nothing. Muffled and shapeless. But my eyes say it. I know they do. I can feel how desperate my face must look and I don’t care, I stopped caring about that a long time ago.

Please. Please. I need it. Please.

“I know,” Dante says.

And he pushes inside.

Slowly. So slowly.

The stretch hits me all at once and my eyes roll back. He’s big and I’m tight despite how wet I am and the sensation of him feeding into me inch by inch is unlike anything the fingers or the toys gave me. I can feel everything. Every ridge. Every vein. The specific weight and heat of him filling space that’s been achingly empty for so long.

I’m making sounds I don’t recognize. High and animal and continuous, spilling out of me around the muzzle without my permission. My hands are fisted above my head, pulling against the cuffs. My legs strain against the ankle restraints. Every muscle I have is braced and trembling.

He keeps pushing. Deeper. Three quarters. Almost.

Finally.

He bottoms out.

Hips flush against mine. Buried completely. And the feeling of being full—really full, finally full, the right kind of full—breaks something open in my chest.

The orgasm hits before he moves.

I don’t choose it. I don’t build toward it. It just detonates, my body clenching hard around him the moment he’s seated deep, every muscle locking at once. I’m screaming behind the muzzle, pulling against every restraint, vision going white at the edges. The pulses roll through me, rhythmic and overwhelming, and Dante doesn’t move, just stays buried inside me while I come apart around him, while I shake and sob and fall to pieces.

It lasts a long time.

When it finally ebbs I’m gasping. Tears streaming. Every muscle limp except for the trembling I can’t stop.

Dante still hasn’t moved.

He’s looking down at me with one eyebrow raised. A slight curve to his mouth that isn’t quite a smile.

“Did I say you could come?” he asks.it;

I freeze.

“I said don’t come until I’m inside you.” His voice is patient. Unhurried. “I didn’t say you could come the second I was inside you.”

I make a sound behind the muzzle. Apologetic. Desperate. I couldn’t help it, I want to tell him. I tried. My body just-

“I’ll let it slide,” he says. “This time.” He rolls his hips. Just barely. Just enough to drag against my oversensitive walls, and the sound that comes out of me is embarrassing. “Because I’m going to make you come so many more times that one early orgasm won’t matter.”

His hands settle on my hips. Both of them now. Gripping hard.

He pulls out slowly. Almost all the way. The drag of him against walls that are already raw makes me whimper.

And then he slams back in.

The force of it moves the whole table. The legs scrape against the floor. The metal frame shudders. I cry out behind the muzzle and my back arches off the leather and the restraints snap taut.

He doesn’t let me catch my breath. He just starts fucking me—hard, deep, relentless—and the pace he sets is punishing in a way I’ve wanted so badly, and now that I have it I can barely process it. Each thrust drives something out of me. Air. Sound. Thought. He hits deep every time, and my vision strobes with it.

This is what I begged for. This is exactly what I begged for.

The second orgasm comes fast. Too fast. My body is so oversensitive, so primed, that it barely takes anything, just the friction, the fullness, the relentless pace, and I’m clenching around him again before I’ve even fully recovered from the first one.

It should feel like relief. It does, for a moment. For just a moment, it’s exactly what I wanted.

Then it’s over, even though he’s still inside me, still moving, and the ache comes back sharper than before.

The third one builds before I want it to.

I notice it the way you notice a headache coming. That gathering pressure, that tightening. My body doesn’t care what I want. It chases stimulation the way it always does. Mindless. Relentless. The heat and the friction and the fullness and the sounds he makes and I’m already-

It hits hard. Harder than the second one. My whole body locks and I sob through it because it aches now, the pleasure has a sharp edge to it, everything is too sensitive and too much and I’m shaking in the restraints.

Dante doesn’t stop.

Doesn’t pause. Doesn’t check on me. Just keeps that same relentless pace, like my orgasm is inconvenient. Like its something to fuck through rather than something to stop for.

I’m crying in earnest now. Not performance. Not desperation. Something closer to overwhelmed. My body is building toward a fourth peak, and I don’t want it, I don’t want it, it’s too soon, I’m too raw, but the wanting or not wanting of it has nothing to do with whether it happens.

It happens.

Weaker this time. Shorter. My muscles are exhausted, and the orgasm that rolls through me feels thin and unsatisfying, even though it’s happening, even though I’m clenching around him and making the sounds. Like my body is going through the motions of pleasure without the substance of it.

It’s not enough. It was never enough. And now it’s too much.

I’m sobbing. My thighs are shaking so hard I can feel the restraints holding them apart. Every thrust hits somewhere that’s stopped feeling good and started feeling like something else, something rawer, and I still need more, I still need the knot, I’m still not satisfied even as my body keeps forcing these thin, exhausted climaxes that take something from me each time.

This is what I wanted.

The thought surfaces between one sob and the next, strange and hollow.

I begged for this. Cried for this. I would have done anything for this. And now I have it and I’m falling apart in entirely the wrong way.

Dante slows. His thrusts get deeper. Controlled. Like he’s savoring it now, taking his time, and I hate how good it feels even through the exhaustion.

“You want my knot?” he asks.

Yes. God. That’s what I need, that’s the only thing that will make this stop, make the ache finally quiet-

I nod. Frantically.

“Not yet.”

I sob.

“Not yet,” he repeats. Long, slow strokes now. Each one deliberate. “You haven’t earned it yet.”

I have. I’ve done everything. I’ve been good. I’ve taken everything they’ve given me and I haven’t stopped begging, and I’m coming until it hurts and I have nothing left.

“Soon,” he says quietly. “But not from me. Not this time.”

His pace picks up. Faster. Harder. I can see it in his jaw, the way it tightens. The way his grip on my hips goes brutal. His breathing goes ragged and uneven.

I’m barely here for what happens next. I’m somewhere below conscious thought, somewhere that’s just sensation and need and the distant awareness of my own crying. When he comes, I feel the heat of it spilling inside me, and my body responds with one last weak pulse, one last exhausted clench, and it gives me nothing. Just wrings me out one more time, like there was anything left to take.

He stays inside me for a long moment.

Both of us breathing. His cock still filling me. And for a few seconds, I let myself pretend. That this is the knot. That the fullness will stay. That it’s over, finally over, and the ache will quiet and I can rest.

He pulls out.

Slow. The drag of him makes me whimper. And then he’s gone and I’m empty and everything he left inside me starts to leak out and I can feel it and it’s the cruelest thing yet. Evidence of what just happened. Evidence of what I still don’t have. The ache is worse than before he touched me. I know that now. I know exactly what I’m missing, and my body is inconsolable with the knowledge of it.

I lie there shaking.

Completely used. Completely unsatisfied.

Still waiting.

“Shh,” Dante says. He steps back, tucking himself away. “Someone else’s turn.”

Movement around the table. Kael steps into position between my legs.

He’s already undressed. I didn’t see when that happened but his jeans are gone, his shirt is gone, and his cock is hard. He looks down at me with that same cool, assessing expression he always has.

“How many times did she come?” he asks. Not me. Dante.

“Six,” Dante says. He’s moved to the side of the table now. Leaning against it. Watching. “Give or take.”

“Let’s make it an even ten before I’m done,” Kael says.

He doesn’t touch me right away. He just looks. Studies. His eyes track over my body — the way I’m trembling, the sweat on my skin, the way Dante’s come is leaking out of me.

“Messy,” he observes.

His hand moves between my legs. Two fingers slide through the come, gathering it, and then he pushes them inside me.

I gasp at the intrusion. His fingers curl, finding that spot, and I’m so sensitive it almost hurts.

“Still responsive,” he says. “Good.”

He pulls his fingers out. Steps closer. Positions himself.

And then he’s pushing inside.

Different from Dante. Kael’s entry is slower. More deliberate. He takes his time, letting me feel every inch, letting my body adjust. There’s no rush. No urgency.

Just steady, inevitable pressure until he’s fully seated.

I’m already close. Just from that. Just from being filled again.

“Don’t,” Kael says. Like he knows. “Not yet.”

He starts to move.

His thrusts are precise. Measured. Clinical, almost. Every angle calculated. Every depth exactly right. He’s not fucking me hard like Dante did — he’s fucking me perfectly. Each stroke hits that spot inside me that makes my toes curl.

I last maybe thirty seconds before the orgasm hits.

“One,” Kael says. Like he’s keeping score. “Though technically seven overall. But I’ll start my count at one.”

He doesn’t speed up. Doesn’t change his rhythm. Just keeps that same steady, relentless pace that’s breaking me apart piece by piece.

Another orgasm. Harder this time because I’m already so sensitive.

“Two.”

My body is too sensitive. Every nerve ending is raw. But he doesn’t stop and I can’t escape. The restraints hold me exactly where he wants me and all I can do is take it.

“Three.”

I’m sobbing. Begging wordlessly behind the muzzle. It’s too much. I can’t take anymore. But I can’t stop either. My body keeps responding, keeps chasing the pleasure even though it’s starting to hurt.

“Four.”

His pace still hasn’t changed. Still that same steady rhythm. Like a machine. Relentless.

“Five.”

I’m making sounds I’ve never made before. Desperate, broken sounds. My hands are pulling so hard against the wrist cuffs that my shoulders ache.

“Six.”

“That’s enough, Kael,” Eli says from somewhere. “Look at her.”

Kael’s pace finally changes. Gets faster. Not by much. Just enough that I can tell he’s chasing his own release now.

“Two more,” he says. “I said ten.”

His hand moves between us. Thumb finding my clit. Pressing down.

The orgasm that hits me is almost painful. My whole body goes rigid, and I’m screaming and pulling against every restraint, and it’s too much, it’s too much-

“Seven.”

He doesn’t stop. His thumb keeps circling. His cock keeps driving into me. And I’m coming again and I didn’t think I could but I am and—

“Eight.”

He comes then. Finally. The heat spilling into me, mixing with Dante’s, filling me, and I’m so full of their come but still not knotted, still not tied, still not satisfied.

He pulls out slowly.

I’m gasping. Shaking. Tears streaming down my face. Completely wrecked.

Two down.

Two more to go.

“Please,” I try to say behind the muzzle. It comes out as garbled nonsense. But they know what I mean.

Please. No more. I can’t. Please.

Or maybe: Please. More. I need the knot. Please.

I don’t even know anymore.

“You’re doing so well,” Eli says. He’s moved into position now. Between my legs. Looking down at me with that calm, measured expression. “Just two more. You can handle two more.”

I shake my head weakly. I can’t. My body can’t take anymore.

“You can,” he says. His hands are gentle as they settle on my thighs. “And you will.”

And then he’s pushing inside.


Chapter nine


Eli pushes inside slowly.

So slowly.

After Kael’s relentless precision, and Dante’s punishing pace, the gentleness is almost worse. I can feel every inch of him sliding in. Every fraction of stretch. Every ridge, every vein. The drag of him against my oversensitive walls makes me gasp.

I’m already so full of come. Dante’s and Kael’s mixing inside me, making everything slicker, wetter. And now Eli is pushing through it, spreading it around, and the wet sounds are obscene. Squelching. Evidence of how thoroughly I’ve been used.

He bottoms out and pauses. Just holds there. Buried deep. Letting me feel the fullness. The stretch. The way my body has no choice but to accommodate him.

I’m shaking. My whole body trembling from exhaustion and overstimulation and the desperate need that still hasn’t been satisfied despite everything. Despite three cocks. Despite more orgasms than I can count.

“Breathe,” Eli says quietly. His hands are on my thighs, just above where the strap holds them spread. His touch is gentle. Steady. “Just breathe through it.”

I try. Short gasps through my nose. The muzzle makes it hard and the chest strap makes it harder and I’m already lightheaded but I try.

In. Out. In. Out.

He starts to move.

Slow. So slow. Deep. Each thrust is deliberate and controlled. He’s not trying to make me come. Not trying to chase his own pleasure. Giving my body time to adjust to this new intrusion even though it’s the third one in the past hour.

The gentleness is overwhelming. After Dante and Kael fucked me like they were trying to break me, Eli’s careful pace makes me feel everything. Makes me focus on every sensation. I can’t lose myself in the intensity. Can’t let my mind drift. I have to be present for every second of it.

Movement to my right. Dante stepping up to the side of the table. I catch him in my peripheral vision, but I can’t turn my head far enough to look at him properly.

His hand settles on my stomach. Just above the hip strap. The touch is warm. Heavy. His palm presses down slightly, and I can feel it everywhere—the weight of his hand, the heat of it against my overheated skin.

“You’re doing so well,” he murmurs. His voice is low. Almost gentle. “Taking everything we’re giving you. Not fighting. Not complaining.”

His hand slides higher. Over my ribs. I can feel each finger as it moves. Tracing the line of bone beneath skin. And then up. Up to my breast.

I gasp when his palm covers it. His hand is big enough to completely encompass it, and the weight, the pressure, sends a bolt of sensation through me that makes my pussy clench around Eli’s cock.

“So responsive,” Dante says. “Even now. Even after everything.”

His thumb finds my nipple. Brushes over it. The touch is light, but I’m so sensitive it makes me jerk against the restraints. The wrist cuffs dig into my skin, and the ankle restraints pull tight, and I can’t escape.

He does it again. Circling now. Building sensation layer by layer. My nipple hardens under his touch—painfully hard—and he makes a satisfied sound deep in his throat.

“Look at that,” he murmurs. “Still so needy.”

His thumb and forefinger close around my nipple. Pinching. Light at first. Just enough pressure that I feel it, but it doesn’t quite hurt.

I whimper behind the muzzle.

“Too much?” he asks. But he doesn’t stop. Doesn’t ease up. Just holds that pressure and waits for my answer.

I shake my head. Not too much.

“Good,” he says. And then he pinches harder.

The pressure increases. The line between pleasure and pain blurs and then crosses. It hurts. Not unbearably, but enough that tears spring to my eyes. Enough that I make a sound that’s half pain, half something else.

He rolls my nipple between his fingers. Pinching. Tugging. Making me feel it with every movement.

Eli’s pace picks up slightly. Still slow compared to the others, but faster than before. His cock drives deep and the angle is perfect, he’s hitting that spot inside me with every thrust. The one that makes my toes curl. The one that makes my vision blur.

“She’s close,” Eli observes. His voice is still calm even as he fucks me. “I can feel it. Her pussy is starting to clench.”

“Already?” Kael asks from somewhere to my left. I can’t see him, but I can hear the amusement in his voice. “She just came twice for me. And at least twice for Dante before that.”

“She’s been coming nonstop for the past twenty minutes,” Dante says. His other hand moves to my other breast now. Both nipples being worked simultaneously. Pinched. Rolled. Tugged. “Her body doesn’t know how to stop anymore. She’s chasing the peak over and over.”

Tears are streaming down my face now. From the stimulation. From the exhaustion. From the desperate need that won’t go away no matter how many times I come.

Movement on my left. Kael stepping up to the table. Positioning himself near my head where I can see him if I tilt my eyes without moving my head.

His hand settles on top of my head. Petting. The touch is almost gentle..

“Look at you,” Kael says. His voice is that same cool, clinical tone. Like he’s observing a specimen. “Completely wrecked. Covered in sweat and tears and come. How many times have you come now? Can you even remember?”

I can’t. I lost count somewhere between Dante’s third and Kael’s second. Or maybe it was before that. Everything is blurring together into one long wave of sensation.

“Ten? Fifteen?” Kael continues. His fingers keep stroking through my hair. “Let me think. Dante made you come at least six times. I counted eight from my turn. And Eli’s already pulled one out of you since he started. That’s fifteen at minimum.”

Fifteen. The number doesn’t mean anything to me. Could be fifty. Could be five. I don’t know anymore.

“At least fifteen,” Eli confirms. Another slow, deep thrust. “Probably closer to twenty.”

Twenty. More tears leak from my eyes.

Kael’s hand moves from my hair to my face. His fingers trace along my jaw, just below the muzzle. The touch is feather-light. Almost tender. “And you still want more, don’t you?”

I nod weakly. As much as the collar will let me.

“Even though you’re exhausted,” he continues. His fingers move up to my cheekbone. Catching tears. “Even though your body can barely take it anymore. Even though you’re crying. You still want our knots.”

I nod again. Yes. That’s all I want. The only thing that will make this ache stop.

“Greedy little omega,” he murmurs. His voice is soft but the words cut. “So desperate to be knotted you’ll let all four of us fuck you raw first. You’ll let us use you. Fill you with come. Make you come until you’re sobbing. And you still want more.”

More tears. I’m crying openly now. The sobs make my chest hitch against the strap, and breathing gets even harder.

Dante pinches both nipples at once. Hard. Harder than before. The sharp pain makes me cry out behind the muzzle, and fresh tears spill down my face.

“She’ll take whatever we give her,” Dante says. “Won’t you, sweetheart? You’ll lie here and take it and cry and beg, and you still won’t ask us to stop. Because you need it too badly.”

He’s right. I would never ask them to stop. Even if I could speak around the muzzle. Even if the word would come out. I wouldn’t say it.

I nod frantically. Yes. I’ll take it. Whatever they want. However they want. Just please-

“Please what?” Kael asks. Like he can read my mind. “Please give you our knots? Please make the ache stop?”

I nod desperately. Yes. Please. Both. Either. Anything.

“Not yet,” he says. His fingers stroke along my face. Gentle. Soothing. A lie of tenderness. “You haven’t earned it yet. Have you?”

I make a sound. Desperate. Pleading. Haven’t I? Haven’t I earned it? I’ve done everything. Taken everything. What more do I have to do?

“One more,” Kael says. Like he’s answering the question I can’t ask. “After Eli, you have one more. And then maybe we’ll give you what you’re begging for.”

One more. Rhys. I have to take Rhys and then maybe they’ll knot me.

Maybe.

The word makes me sob harder.

Eli’s pace picks up. Still not as hard as the others, but faster now. Building toward something. His hands tighten on my thighs. His breathing changes.

“She’s clenching,” he says. “She’s about to-

The orgasm hits. Different from the others. Softer. More like a long, rolling wave than a sharp peak. But it’s still there, and I’m still gasping and shaking through it, and more tears are streaming down my face.

Dante keeps working my nipples through it. Pinching. Rolling. Tugging. The stimulation doesn’t stop even as I’m coming. Even as I’m sobbing.

Kael’s fingers stroke along my jaw. “That’s a good girl. Keep coming for us. Show us how desperate you are.”

Eli’s thrusts get deeper. Harder. Less controlled now. He’s chasing his own release, and I can feel it building. Feel the way his cock is swelling slightly inside me. Feel the tension in his grip.

“Where do you want it?” he asks. Even now, even close to finishing, his voice is calm. Measured. “Inside?”

I nod. Yes. Inside. Fill me like the others did.

“Good girl,” he says.

Three more thrusts. Four. Each one deep and deliberate. And then he’s coming. So much come inside me now. I’m full of it. Overflowing with it. Some of it is leaking out around Eli’s cock and running down.

But I’m still not knotted.

Still not satisfied.

Still desperate.

He pulls out slowly. The drag of him makes me whimper. And then he’s gone and I’m empty again and the loss is almost painful.

Three down.

One more.

“Please,” I try to say behind the muzzle. It comes out as garbled nonsense, but they know what I mean.

Please. One more. And then the knot. Please.

Rhys.

Movement at my feet. I can’t lift my head enough to see him clearly but I know it’s him. Can feel the shift in the room the way you feel a change in pressure before a storm. The others seem to feel it too. Dante’s hands leave my breasts. Kael steps back from my head. Eli moves away without being asked, all of them clearing space like they know something I don’t.

I hear fabric. A belt buckle. A zipper.

And then he steps between my legs and I see his face.

He’s looking down at me with that smile. The one that never reaches his eyes. But there’s something different in it now. Something that strips away the performance and shows what’s underneath. Hungry. Patient. Like he’s been waiting for this since the beginning and he’s in no rush now that it’s finally his turn.

“Look at you,” he says. His voice is rougher than usual. Lower. “All fucked out. Three cocks deep. Dripping with come. Covered in tears.”

He lets that sit for a moment.

“And you still want more.”

I whimper. I can’t help it. He’s right and we both know it and the humiliation of being known that completely by someone looking at me like that is its own particular thing.

“You’re going to get more,” he says. “But not the way the others gave it to you.”

His hands settle on my thighs. Not gentle. Not clinical. Not careful in any way. His fingers dig in immediately, hard enough to make me gasp, hard enough that I feel the bruises forming in real time, dark pressure blooming under pale skin.

“They’ve been too nice to you,” he continues. His grip tightens further. “Dante. Eli. Even Kael. Controlled. Careful. Worried about something.” He tilts his head. “I’m not worried about anything.”

I believe him.

“You want to be used,” he says. Not a question. A statement of fact, delivered the way Kael delivers observations, except where Kael is detached, Rhys sounds pleased. “You want to be fucked so hard you can’t think. You want it to hurt a little. You want to feel it for days afterward.”

Something moves through me that isn’t entirely fear.

Because he’s right. That’s the part I haven’t let myself look at directly, the thing underneath all the begging and the heat and the desperate need. I wanted them to want me. I wanted to matter. But there’s something else that’s been pulling at me too, something darker. The part that wants to not matter at all. That wants to be taken completely apart by someone who doesn’t care if there’s anything left.

“Don’t you?” he asks. His grip on my thighs is genuinely painful now. “Answer me.”

I nod.

“Say it.” He pauses. Laughs. Short and sharp. “Oh. Right. Guess you’ll just have to show me.”

He doesn’t ease in. Doesn’t position himself carefully or give me a moment to prepare. There’s no preamble, no warning, no mercy.

He just slams home.

One brutal thrust that buries him completely, and the shock of it drives the air out of me in a scream I feel in my chest. The restraints snap taut. The table shudders. My whole body seizes around the sudden intrusion and I’m sobbing before I’ve even processed what happened.

He doesn’t wait.

He starts fucking me.

Hard. Fast. Completely without consideration. Each thrust is its own impact, driving me back into the table, making the restraints dig in deep, and he’s not trying to hit any particular spot or build any particular sensation. He’s not trying to give me anything. He’s taking. That’s the difference. That’s what I can feel beneath the force of it, the complete and utter absence of effort on my behalf.

The table shakes. Rattles. The metal frame groans.

The wrist cuffs cut into my skin. The ankle restraints pull taut enough to burn. The strap across my hips bites in with every thrust, and I can feel all of it, cataloguing pain and pleasure with a brain that can barely tell the difference anymore.

I’m screaming behind the muzzle. Continuous sound. Not words. Not anything shapeable. Just noise being driven out of me by force.

And underneath the screaming, underneath the pain and the overwhelm and the tears already streaming down my face, my body is responding. I can feel it. Despite everything. Despite being wrecked three times over already. Despite exhaustion down to my bones. The brutality is doing something the careful attention didn’t. The not mattering is doing something.

I hate that it’s working. I hate how much I need it to keep working.

“That’s it,” Rhys growls. His pace doesn’t falter. “Take it. This is what you wanted. Isn’t it?”

I can only cry.

“Wanted to be fucked like you don’t matter.” Each word lands with a thrust behind it. “Like you’re just a hole. Just an omega for us to use up.”

The words hit somewhere raw and specific. Not because they’re cruel. Because they’re accurate. Because some part of me has been wanting someone to say it out loud since this started, to name the thing I couldn’t name myself. And the fact that it’s Rhys saying it, with that look on his face, while he fucks me without a single concession to my comfort.

The orgasm builds fast and ugly. Nothing like the clean crescendos from before. This one has teeth. My body is chasing the stimulation mindlessly, helplessly, the way it’s been chasing everything all week, and I hate that I’m close already, hate that this is what pushes me there after everything else, hate the way my hips are trying to push back into his thrusts even though I can’t move, even though the restraints hold me completely fixed.

He changes the angle slightly.

And starts hitting that spot. The same spot that the others found. But he’s hitting it with no regard for what it does to me, no slowing down, no letting me adjust. Just hammering into it over and over like it’s incidental, like my pleasure is a side effect he couldn’t be bothered to avoid.

I come.

It’s almost violent. My whole body locks rigid, and I pull against every restraint with everything I have, and something creaks, leather or metal or my own wrung-out muscles, and the sound behind the muzzle is barely recognizable as something a person makes. The orgasm crests and keeps cresting, rolling and rolling, and it aches, it genuinely aches. My body is so oversensitive and so exhausted that the pleasure has gone past itself into something rawer.

Rhys doesn’t stop.

Doesn’t slow. Doesn’t acknowledge it at all. Just keeps fucking me through the peak and the aftershocks and the moment when my muscles go limp and useless. Like my orgasm is simply not relevant to what he’s doing.

The sob that comes out of me when I go limp is different from the others. Not desperate. Not pleading. Something more broken than that. More bewildered.

“Again,” he says.

I can’t. I have nothing left. I’m empty down to the cellular level.

His hand moves between us and finds my clit and he doesn’t build toward anything, doesn’t circle or tease. Just presses down. Hard. Too hard. Pressure right at the edge of pain.

My body betrays me completely.

The second orgasm rips through me before I’ve even caught my breath from the first and I’m screaming again, fresh tears burning down already-wet cheeks. My vision goes and comes back and goes again. The sounds I’m making aren’t sobs anymore. I don’t have a word for what they are. I’ve gone somewhere past language, past anything as organized as feeling.

He’s still talking. I can hear his voice but the words have stopped meaning anything. Just texture. Just sound layered over the overwhelming sensation and the restraints biting in and the wet sounds of him using me.

When he comes it fills the room. The sound of it, the force of the last few thrusts scraping the table clean across the floor. I feel the heat of it and my body gives one last weak flutter around him, one last exhausted reflex, and it gives me absolutely nothing.

Four.

Four alphas. Four times filled. And still the ache is there. Still the need. Worse now, actually, because I’ve been taken completely apart and put back together wrong, the pieces not quite fitting right, and the thing I need most is still the thing I haven’t been given.

He pulls out.

The emptiness is immediate and awful and I’m wailing behind the muzzle, the sound wet and ragged and completely beyond my control. My whole body is shaking. Every muscle. The restraints rattle with it.

“Please,” I try to say. I hear the shape of it in the muffled sound that comes out. Please. Please please please.

I don’t even know which part I’m begging for anymore.

Just. Please.

Rhys leans over me. His face close to mine. That smile is back but there’s something softer in his eyes now. Something almost tender.

“You’ve been so good,” he says quietly. Gently. “So patient. Took all four of us. Didn’t fight. Just took everything we gave you and cried so prettily for us.”

I’m still crying. Still shaking. Still making desperate sounds.

“I think you’ve earned it,” he says. “Don’t you?”

I nod desperately. Frantically. Yes. Please. I’ve earned it. I’ve been good. Please give me the knot.

He straightens up. Looks at the others. I can’t see them but I can feel them all looking at me. Assessing. Deciding.

“What do you think?” Rhys asks. “Has she earned our knots?”

Silence.

It stretches. Long. Too long. And I’m sobbing harder because what if they say no? What if I have to do more? What if-

“Yes,” Dante says finally. His voice is firm. Final. “She’s earned it.”

“Agreed,” Kael says.

“She’s more than earned it,” Eli adds. “Look at her.”

Rhys looks back down at me. That smile widening.

“Then let’s give her what she’s been begging for,” he says.


Chapter ten


“She stays on the table,” Dante says.

I hear him but can’t quite hold the words. I’m still shaking. Still coming down from Rhys, from all of them, from everything. My body feels like something that’s been wrung out and left.

“The restraints?” Kael asks.

“Keep them on.”

Footsteps around the table. Multiple sets. Positioning. I track the sounds because I can’t lift my head and can barely keep my eyes open.

Dante appears between my legs.

He looks down at me for a long moment without speaking. His eyes move over my face, the wet mess of the muzzle, the tears still tracking down my temples, the way I’m trembling even now. Taking inventory. His expression gives nothing away.

“You want my knot,” he says. Not a question.

I nod. Yes. Please. That’s the only thing I’ve wanted since this started, the only thing that will make the ache go quiet, the only thing my body has been screaming for through all of it.

“Then you’re going to take it exactly like this,” he says. “Strapped down. Unable to move. Completely at my mercy.”

Yes. Whatever he wants.

He reaches up. His hands find the buckles of the muzzle. And I go still, surprised, as the straps loosen and the gag pulls free.

I gasp. My jaw drops open, aching from hours of leather, and I pull in air in big shaking gulps. My tongue is thick. My lips are raw.

Dante looks at my face for a moment. Something moves behind his eyes.

“I want to hear you,” he says.

He leans forward. One hand braced on the table beside my head, bringing his face close to mine. His eyes don’t leave mine.

He pushes inside.

The slide is easy. I’m so wet, so full of the others, and he moves through all of it and bottoms out in one smooth stroke. The breath that leaves me is shaky and overwhelmed because even now, even after everything, the fullness hits me somewhere deep and necessary.

“Still tight,” he observes quietly. “Even now.”

He starts to move.

Not gentle. Not slowly building. Fucking me with the same purposeful force as before, hard enough that the table shakes, hard enough that the restraints dig in. But different from Rhys. Where Rhys was pure taking, pure indifferent use, Dante is deliberate. Every thrust measured. Like he knows exactly what he’s doing and has decided to do precisely that and nothing else.

I’m making sounds. I can’t stop. My voice is wrecked and hoarse and the sounds coming out of me are embarrassing, and I don’t care. I have nothing left to be ashamed with, no dignity left to protect.

“That’s it,” he says quietly. Not cruel. Not warm.

I can feel myself building. My body chasing the stimulation on pure reflex now, nothing left of strategy or resistance. The ache that’s lived in my belly since this started is pulling tighter, the need for the knot eclipsing everything else.

And then I feel it.

The base of him beginning to swell.

My breath stutters. My whole body goes alert in a way that has nothing to do with fear and everything to do with recognition. That’s it. That’s what I’ve been waiting for. The knot forming, growing with each thrust, catching slightly at my entrance now as he pulls back.

“You feel that,” Dante says.

“Yes.” The word comes out broken. Reverent.

“Hold still.”

His thrusts are getting shorter. The knot too large now to pull far. It’s pressing against my entrance with each movement, stretching me there, and the sensation is overwhelming already and it’s not even fully formed yet. I’m gasping. My hands are fisted above my head pulling against the cuffs, my whole body straining.

“Breathe,” Dante says.

I try.

One more thrust and the knot pushes through. Slips past the resistance and seats inside me and immediately begins to swell larger, pressing outward, filling every available space.

The sound that comes out of me is nothing I’ve made before.

Raw. Desperate. My own voice filling the room for the first time since the muzzle came off, and it sounds wrecked, sounds like something that’s been taken apart and can’t remember how it goes back together.

The stretch is enormous. Relentless. Growing beyond what I think I can take and then growing further. Pressing against my walls, my cervix, that spot inside that’s been aching for days. Filling me in a way nothing else has, in a way I understand now was the only thing that was ever going to be enough.

My eyes are wide. Tears spilling. I’m breathing hard through my nose, ragged and uneven, trying to get enough air.

He comes and the knot locks.

Fully seated. Maximum size. Holding itself inside me, holding me around it, and we are tied and cannot separate and the knowledge of that—the physical, undeniable reality of being locked to him—breaks something loose in my chest that’s been held tight since this started.

I’m screaming against his palm. The sound goes nowhere.

I feel each pulse of it. The heat flooding into me in waves, trapped by the knot, filling me completely with nowhere to go. And my body answers. My own orgasm crests not sharp and violent like the others but slow, deep, rolling, a wave that doesn’t break but just keeps moving through me, sustained by the knot pressing continuously against that place inside, by the fullness, by the heat, by the physical fact of being claimed and held and unable to escape any of it.

It goes on.

And on.

“You’re nothing but a place for alpha cock.” Dante's voice is completely even. Like he’s observing the weather. “That’s all you are. You know that.”

The words land somewhere the knot is already pressing. Somewhere soft and undefended.

“Yes,” I sob. The word comes out without resistance. I’m too far gone to build any.

“You don’t deserve these knots.” He’s still looking down at me. Still utterly calm. “You understand that? Real omegas don’t want this. Real omegas want gentleness. Softness. Kind alphas who take care of them.”

The knot pulses inside me and my orgasm rolls deeper and I’m crying in earnest now, really crying, because he’s right, I can feel that he’s right, something in me has known it since the beginning.

“But you,” he continues, “you get off on being strapped down. On having no choices. On being used and denied and degraded. That’s not what omegas are supposed to need.”

“I know,” I gasp. The words tear out of me. “I know, I’m sorry, I know.”

“You’re a bad omega.”

The sound I make is broken. Wretched. The orgasm won’t stop, keeps rolling through me while he says it, while I agree with it, while the knot holds me open and full and completely at his mercy.

“Say it,” he says.

“I’m a bad omega.” My voice is nothing. Barely air.

“Again.”

“I’m a bad omega.” Tears streaming. The words settling into me like stones dropping into still water. Finding places to rest. “I’m a bad omega, I’m sorry, I’m so sorry…”

“Don’t apologize,” Dante says. Something shifts almost imperceptibly in his voice. “I didn’t say stop wanting it. But I want you to say it. To know it.”

The orgasm finally ebbs. Slow recession, like a tide going out. I’m left gasping against his palm, trembling, utterly emptied out.

Dante’s hand stays.

He’s looking down at me. Something in his expression has shifted. Controlled, still unreadable, but present in a way he hasn’t been before. Like this matters to him too, in whatever way things matter to Dante.

We’re locked. Tied. The knot buried inside me and neither of us going anywhere.

The table holds me still. The restraints hold me open.

Time passes. I don’t track it. I’m somewhere below thought, just sensation and warmth and the slow throbbing pulse of the knot against my walls. The desperate clawing need that’s been eating me alive since yesterday is quiet. Not gone, I can feel it at the edges, waiting, but blunted. Satisfied. For now.

More tears come. Different from the others. I don’t have a word for what kind they are.

Dante is still looking down at me. His expression unreadable. Eyes on my face.

Gradually, slowly, I feel the knot begin to change. The pressure decreasing by degrees so small I almost doubt them. But it’s there. Deflating. Releasing.

When it finally slips free the emptiness hits me like a door slamming.

I gasp. And then feel it spilling out of me. Warm and overwhelming. Running down my thighs, pooling on the table beneath me.

Dante withdraws slowly. Deliberately. Making me feel every inch of the absence.

I pull in air in great heaving sobs.

“One,” Dante says quietly. He steps back. Looks at the others with something unreadable in his face.

The ache is already returning. Softer than before. But there.

Kael steps into position between my legs before I’ve even caught my breath.

“She’s still in heat,” he says, looking down at me with that cool assessing calm. “The knot helped but it won’t last. She needs more.”

He’s right. I can already feel it. The need rebuilding itself patiently in my belly, quiet but certain, like it has all the time in the world.

Because it does.

“Please,” I whisper. My voice is barely anything.

Kael looks at me for a moment. Something almost like consideration in his eyes.

“I know,” he says. And pushes inside.


Chapter eleven


Kael doesn’t waste time.

He’s already inside me. Already moving. His thrusts are precise. Deliberate. Each one calculated to make me feel it.

I’m still crying from Dante. Still shaking. But my body responds anyway. Chasing another peak even though I just came.

“Still so tight,” Kael says. “Even after Dante wrecked you. Your body just keeps taking it. Keeps begging for more.”

His pace is steady. Relentless. Building toward his knot.

I can feel his cock starting to swell at the base. The knot forming.

“Please,” I gasp. “Please!”

“Shut up,” he says. “You don’t need to beg. You’re getting it. You’re getting everything we want to give you.”

The knot swells more with each thrust. Getting thicker. I can feel it catching at my entrance. Stretching me.

“You love this,” Kael says. “Don’t you? Being strapped down. Unable to move. Unable to do anything but take it. Such a bad omega.”

I nod even as he comes. The heat floods into me. Another load. Adding to Dante’s. Mixing inside me. And my own orgasm follows. Rolling through me as his knot swells.

We’re locked. Tied. Kael stays still above me. Looking down at me with those pale eyes.

“Two down,” he says. “And look at you. Already falling apart. How are you going to handle two more?”

I’m shaking. Crying. The knot is pulsing inside me. Throbbing.

Movement to my left. Rhys stepping up to the table. Near my head.

“Look at her,” Rhys says. “Second knot and she’s already a mess. Think we can make it worse?”

“Definitely,” Kael says. There’s amusement in his voice.

Something touches my cheek. Rhys’s fingers.

“Open your mouth,” he says.

I don’t understand. My mouth is already open. Gasping.

“Wider,” he says.

I try. My jaw drops open more.

And then something cold and metal slides between my teeth.

A ring. Forcing my jaw open. Settling behind my teeth.

I feel Rhys’s hands moving behind my head. Straps. He’s buckling them. Pulling them tight. The leather presses against my skull. Against my hair. He adjusts them. Tightens them more.

“There,” Rhys says. “Nice and secure. Can’t spit it out. Can’t do anything about it.”

A ring gag. Strapped to my head.

“There,” Rhys says. “Perfect.”

I try to close my mouth. Can’t. The ring holds it open.

Drool starts immediately. Spilling over my lower lip. Running down my chin. I can’t swallow. Can’t control it.

“Look at that,” Rhys says. “Already drooling. Can’t even keep your mouth closed. What kind of omega are you? A bad one.”

I make a sound. Trying to protest. But it comes out garbled. Distorted by the ring.

“Can’t talk either,” Rhys continues. “Good. Don’t need to hear you begging anymore. We already know what you want.”

“She looks perfect like this,” Kael says from between my legs. His knot pulses inside me. “Completely helpless. Can’t even close her mouth.”

“She does,” Rhys agrees. “Look at her trying to swallow. Trying to control it. She can’t.”

More drool. Pouring out now. Running down my chin. Down my neck. Pooling in the hollow of my throat.

“Can’t control yourself at all,” Kael says. His voice is cruel. Enjoying this. “Just drooling everywhere like you’ve lost all sense of dignity. What kind of omega are you?”

A bad one.

The drool keeps coming. I can feel it running down my face. Into my hair. Onto the table beneath me. So much of it. Uncontrollable.

Rhys moves. Shifting position. And then he’s in front of me. Standing at the head of the table where I can see him if I roll my eyes up.

He’s undressed from the waist down. His cock is hard. Flushed. Right at face level.

“Shame to waste a perfectly good hole,” he says. “Don’t you think, Kael?”

“Definitely,” Kael says. His knot throbs inside me. Reminding me I’m locked. Trapped. “Go ahead. She’s not going anywhere.”

My eyes go wide. No. Not while I’m locked on Kael’s knot. Not while I can’t move or speak or-

But Rhys is already positioning himself. The head of his cock presses against my open mouth. Against the ring holding my jaw wide.

And then he pushes inside.

My mouth is forced to take it. The ring holds me open. I can’t close my jaw. Can’t bite down. Can’t pull away. Can only lie there as he slides his cock past my lips. Over my tongue. Deep into my mouth.

“Fuck,” Rhys breathes. “That’s good. That’s so fucking good. Look at you. Taking cock in both holes at once.”

I make a desperate sound around him. Trying to breathe. Trying to adjust. But there’s drool everywhere. Spilling out around his cock. Running down my chin. Down my neck.

“What kind of omega are you?” Rhys asks. His voice is low. Taunting. “Tied up and taking two cocks at once. Can’t even close your mouth. Can’t stop drooling all over yourself.”

His hand touches my face. Fingers sliding through the drool. Spreading it around. Making the mess worse.

“You’re drooling all over yourself,” he says. “Like an animal. Like you can’t even control your own body anymore. Can you?”

I make a sound. Desperate. Broken.

“That’s what I thought,” Rhys says. “You’ve lost all control. Haven’t you?”

Rhys pushes deeper. His cock slides further into my mouth. Hits the back of my throat.

I gag. Can’t help it. The reflex makes my throat constrict around him and Rhys groans at the sensation.

“There it is,” he says. “That’s perfect. Do it again.”

He pulls back and pushes in again. Deliberately hitting my throat. Making me gag again.

More drool. More desperate sounds. I’m choking on it. On him. On everything.

“This is what you wanted,” Rhys says between thrusts. “To be used. To be filled. To be so overwhelmed that you can’t even think. Isn’t it?”

I can’t answer. Can only make garbled sounds around his cock. Can only lie here and take it while the drool pours out uncontrollably.

Kael’s knot throbs inside me. Pulsing. I’m still locked on it. Still stretched open. Still unable to move. And now Rhys is in my mouth and I can’t escape either sensation.

“Desperate little omega,” Rhys continues. “So needy you’ll take whatever we give you. Wherever we want to give it. Mouth, pussy, doesn’t matter. You’ll take it all.”

His hand comes to my face. Thumb pressing against my cheek. I can feel his cock through my skin. Through the inside of my mouth.

“Can you feel that?” he asks. “Feel how full you are? How I can feel my cock through your cheek? That’s me. Using your mouth while you’re locked on Kael’s knot. While you’re helpless.”

Tears stream from my eyes. Mixing with the drool. Everything is wet. My face. My neck. My chest. My hair. The table beneath me. It’s everywhere and I can’t control any of it.

“She’s crying again,” Kael says. There’s satisfaction in his voice. Pleasure.

“Good,” Dante says. “That’s what I want. Want her broken. Want her sobbing. Want her to know exactly what she is. What we’ve made her into.”

“And what is she?” Rhys asks. But he’s not really asking. He knows.

“A bad omega,” Kael says. “A desperate omega toy for us to use however we want.”

I make a sound. Half protest. Half something else.

“Don’t deny it,” Rhys says. “You know it’s true. Look at you. Strapped to a table. Locked on one cock with another in your mouth. Covered in drool and tears and come. You’re exactly what he said. A toy.”

Rhys’s pace picks up. Fucking my mouth harder. Faster. The sounds getting louder. Wetter. More obscene.

I’m gagging with almost every thrust now. My throat spasming. Trying to reject the intrusion. But the ring gag won’t let me. Won’t let me close my mouth or turn away or protect myself.

More drool pours out. I can feel it running down my face. Into my ears. Into my hair. Pooling on the table beneath my head. So much of it. Uncontrollable.

“Look at this mess,” Rhys says. He sounds delighted. Amused. “You’re drooling everywhere. Can’t even control it. Can’t stop it.”

“She can’t control anything,” Kael says. His knot pulses inside me. “That’s the whole point. She’s ours. Completely. Every hole. Every sound. Every tear. All of it belongs to us.”

I make a sound. Broken. Desperate.

“That’s right,” Rhys says. “You’re ours. Just a set of holes for us to use. To fill. To knot. That’s all you are right now.”

His thrusts get deeper. Harder. Less controlled now.

Kael’s knot pulses again. Still swollen. Still locked. I’m trapped between them. Impaled on both ends. Unable to escape either sensation. Unable to move or speak or do anything but take it.

“Still locked tight,” Kael says. “You’re stuck like this. Can’t escape. Can’t move. Just have to lie there and take everything we give you.”

“She knows,” Rhys says. He looks down at me. “Don’t you? You know you’re trapped. Know you’re helpless. Know there’s nothing you can do.”

I make a desperate sound around his cock.

“Cry about it,” Kael says. His voice is cruel. “Show us how much this breaks you. How much you love being broken.”

“She does love it,” Kael continues. “I can feel it. Feel how wet she is. How her pussy keeps clenching on my knot even though she’s crying. Her body knows what it wants even if her mind can’t accept it.”

Rhys’s thrusts get erratic. Losing rhythm. Chasing his release now.

“I’m close,” he says. His breathing is ragged. “You’re going to take it. Take my come right down your throat while you’re locked on his knot.”

I make a sound. Whatever he wants. I don’t have a choice.

“Good girl,” he says. “Such a good girl. Taking everything we give you.”

Three more thrusts. Four. Each one hitting the back of my throat. Making me gag. Making more drool spill out.

And then he’s coming. Hot spurts hitting the back of my throat. So much. I try to swallow but the ring gag makes it impossible. Some goes down. The rest spills out. Adds to the mess on my face.

He doesn’t pull out right away. Just stays buried in my mouth. Making me take it all.

Finally, he pulls out. Slow. His cock dragging over my tongue.

I’m gasping. Trying to breathe around the ring. Drool and come dripping from my open mouth.

“Beautiful,” Rhys says. “Absolutely beautiful.”

I’m still crying. The ring gag still strapped tight around my head. Still holding my mouth open. Still making me drool.

And Kael’s knot is still inside me. Still locked.

Time passes. The knot slowly deflates.

Finally, it slips free.

Kael pulls out. Come gushes out. His and Dante’s mixed together. Running down onto the table.

“Two down,” Dante says from somewhere. “Two to go.”

I make a desperate sound. My jaw aches. The drool keeps coming.

“She can take it,” Kael says. “Can’t you, sweetheart?”

I’m gasping. Crying. Drool still coating my face and neck. Come on my lips and chin. Tears everywhere. And my mouth still forced open by the ring.

“Who’s next?” Kael asks.

“I’ll go,” Eli says.


Chapter twelve


Eli steps into position between my legs.

“Hey there,” he says softly. Looking down at me. “Third knot. You’re doing so well.”

I try to answer but the ring gag won’t let me. Only garbled sounds come out. More drool spills over my lips.

“The gag stays on,” Rhys says from beside me. “I told you. I like her better this way.”

Eli looks at Rhys. Then at me. Something passes over his face. Not quite disapproval. Just — acknowledgment.

“Alright,” Eli says. “If that’s how we’re doing this.”

He positions himself. Hands on my thighs. And then he’s pushing inside.

The slide is easy. I’m so wet. So full of come from the others. He pushes through it all and bottoms out.

I make a sound around the gag. The stretch is familiar now but still overwhelming.

“Still so tight,” Eli murmurs. “Even after three cocks. Amazing.”

He starts to move. Slow. Controlled. Building gradually.

Movement to my right. Rhys shifting closer. His hand comes to my face. Fingers trailing along my jaw. Along the straps of the gag.

“Look at this,” he says. “Still drooling. Can’t stop it, can you?”

I make a desperate sound.

His fingers find the buckle at the back of my head. He tugs on it. Just a little. Testing.

And then he tightens it.

The strap pulls tighter against my skull. The ring forces my jaw open wider. I make a sound — half pain, half panic.

“There,” Rhys says. “That’s better. Nice and tight. Make sure you really can’t close that mouth.”

Eli’s thrusts continue. Steady. Deep. His cock is starting to swell at the base. The knot forming.

Rhys’s hand moves from the straps to my face. His fingers slide through the drool coating my chin. Collecting it. And then he wipes it across my cheek. Spreading it around.

“Look at this mess,” he says. “You’re covered in it. In your own drool. Pathetic.”

I’m crying again. Tears mixing with the drool.

“That’s it,” Rhys says. “Cry about it. Show me how humiliated you are.”

His hand moves lower. Down my neck. Over my collarbone. And then to my breast.

His fingers find my nipple. It’s already hard. Oversensitive from earlier when Dante was playing with them.

He pinches.

The pain is sharp. Immediate. I cry out around the gag and more drool spills out.

“Reactive,” Rhys observes. He pinches harder. Rolling my nipple between his fingers. “Very reactive.”

Eli’s pace picks up slightly. The knot is swelling more. Getting thicker with each thrust.

“Almost there,” Eli says. “Just hold on.”

He comes with a grunt, spilling into me.

Rhys’s other hand moves to my other breast. Now both nipples are being worked. Pinched. Rolled. Tugged.

The stimulation is too much. My back tries to arch but the chest strap holds me down. I can only lie there and take it.

“Does it hurt?” Rhys asks. He pinches harder. “Good. I want it to hurt. Want you to feel it every time Eli thrusts into you.”

And I do. Every thrust makes my body shift slightly. Makes Rhys’s grip on my nipples pull. The pain mixes with the pleasure and I can’t separate them.

I make a desperate sound around the gag.

“That’s it,” Eli says. “Take it. Take my knot.”

The knot swells. Bigger. Bigger. Stretching me.

Rhys pinches my nipples hard. Harder than before. The pain shoots through me.

And then Eli’s knot locks.

I scream around the gag. The sound is garbled. Wet. But loud.

And I come too. The orgasm crashes through me. Rolling waves that make me shake and sob.

Rhys doesn’t let go of my nipples. Keeps pinching. Keeps the pain constant through the pleasure.

When the orgasm finally fades, I’m gasping. Trying to breathe around the gag. Drool pouring out.

We’re locked. Tied. Eli stays still between my legs.

“Good girl,” Eli murmurs. “You took it so well.”

Rhys releases my nipples. The sudden absence of pain is almost as shocking as the pain itself. Blood rushes back and they throb.

“She’s a mess,” Rhys says. He sounds pleased. “Look at her face.”

Drool everywhere. Tears everywhere. Come on my lips and chin from when Rhys used my mouth. Sweat coating my skin.

“Beautiful,” Eli says.

His hand moves between us. Slides down. Between my legs where we’re joined.

His fingers find my clit.

I jerk at the touch. Too sensitive. Too much.

“Easy,” Eli says. “Just relax.”

His fingers start to circle. Light pressure. Building sensation.

“No,” I try to say around the gag. It comes out as noise. “Too much.”

“Too much?” Eli asks. “I don’t think so. I think you can come again. Want to see you come on my knot.”

His fingers keep circling. The pressure increases slightly.

I’m shaking my head. Or trying to. The collar restricts it. I can’t. I’m too sensitive. Too overwhelmed.

“You can,” Eli says. “Your body can take it. You’re made for this. Made to come over and over on an alpha’s knot like a bad omega.”

Rhys’s hand comes back to my breast. Not pinching this time. His thumb brushes over my nipple and I gasp.

“That’s it,” Rhys says. “Feel it building. Feel how your body is responding even though you think you can’t.”

Eli’s fingers keep working my clit. Circling. Pressing. The knot inside me throbs with each pulse of his heartbeat and the combination is overwhelming.

“You’re so full,” Eli says. His voice is low. Soothing but with an edge to it. “So stuffed full of my knot. Can you feel it? Feel how stretched you are? How it’s pressing against everything inside you?”

I make a sound. Yes. I can feel everything. Can feel the knot pulsing. Can feel how it’s stretching me. Can feel his fingers on my clit building sensation I don’t want.

“She can feel it,” Dante says from somewhere to my left. “Look at her face. She knows exactly what’s happening.”

“And you’re going to come anyway,” Eli continues. “Going to come while you’re locked on my knot. Because you like beinge helpless. You love that you’re gagged and drooling and completely at our mercy.”

No. I can’t. I’m too—But my body is building toward it anyway. Chasing it despite my exhaustion. Despite my protests.

“There it is,” Eli says. “I can feel it. Feel how you’re starting to clench on my knot. Your pussy is trying to milk me even though I already came.”

Movement to my left. I can barely see through the tears but I catch Kael in my peripheral vision. He’s watching. One hand wrapped around his cock. Stroking slowly.

“She’s putting on quite a show,” Kael says. His voice is thick. “Can’t look away.”

His fingers press harder. Circle faster. Finding the exact right spot. The exact right pressure.

Rhys pinches my nipple. Not as hard as before but enough that I feel it. Sharp. Grounding. Mixing pain with the building pleasure.

“She’s close,” Rhys observes. “Look at her face. She’s trying to fight it but she can’t.”

“No,” Eli agrees. “She can’t fight her own body. Can you, sweetheart? Your body knows what it needs even when your mind is too exhausted to want it.”

“Three knots deep and she’s still responsive,” Dante says. There’s approval in his voice. “That’s impressive.”

I’m shaking my head. Or trying to. Making desperate sounds around the gag.

“Come,” Eli says. His voice is firm now. A command. “Come for me. Show me how good my knot feels. Show me you’re a good omega who comes when she’s told.”

The orgasm hits.

Different from the first one. Slower. Deeper. Not a sharp peak but a rolling wave that builds and builds and doesn’t break. Just keeps rolling through me. Sustained pleasure that makes everything go white.

I’m making sounds around the gag. Desperate. Broken. High-pitched and continuous. Drool pouring out around the ring. Running down my face.

The knot pulses inside me. Every beat of Eli’s heart sends sensation through me. Every clench of my pussy around it extends the orgasm.

“That’s it,” Eli says. His fingers don’t stop. Keep circling my clit through it. Drawing it out. Making it last longer than it should. “That’s perfect. Look at you. Coming on my knot while you’re gagged and restrained and covered in drool. You’re so perfect like this.”

“She really is,” Rhys says. His hand is still on my breast. Thumb brushing over my nipple in time with Eli’s fingers. “Look at her shaking. Look at how she can’t control it.”

“Beautiful,” Kael murmurs. His hand keeps stroking his cock. Slow. Steady. “Absolutely beautiful.”

The orgasm goes on. And on. Eli’s fingers keep working. Never stopping. Circling and pressing and building sensation even as I’m still coming from the first wave.

“You’re not done yet,” Eli says. “This one’s going to keep going. Keep rolling. Just let it.”

I don’t have a choice. Can only lie there and take it. Take the pleasure that’s too much. Take the stimulation I can’t escape.

When it finally fades, when the waves finally slow and then stop, I’m sobbing. Shaking. Completely wrecked.

My whole body is limp except for the trembling. My vision is blurred. I can barely process what’s happening.

“Good girl,” Eli murmurs. “That was beautiful.”

“One more,” Eli says. His voice is gentle but unyielding.

No. I can’t. I shake my head desperately. Make frantic sounds around the gag.

“She thinks she can’t,” Dante says. “But she can. We’ve seen her do it over and over.”

“You can,” Eli agrees. “Just one more. Want to see you fall apart completely. Want to see you break.”

His fingers keep working. Never stopped. Building me toward another peak before I’ve even recovered from the last one. Before my body has had any time to rest.

“Look at her,” Rhys says. “She’s completely gone. Can barely keep her eyes open.”

“Almost,” Eli says. “But not quite. One more and she will be. One more and she’ll be completely broken.”

“Do it,” Kael says. His hand is still stroking his cock. Faster now. “Break her. Want to see it.”

I’m crying openly. Tears streaming down my face. Mixing with the drool that just keeps coming. I can’t stop either. Can’t control anything about my body anymore.

“You’re so full,” Eli says again. His voice is hypnotic. Relentless. “Stuffed full of my knot. It’s not going anywhere. You can’t escape it. Can’t escape what I’m doing to you. And you’re going to come again anyway. Because that’s what your body needs. Needs to come over and over until the heat finally breaks.”

His fingers press harder. Find the perfect spot. The perfect pressure. Circling in exactly the right way.

I’m shaking my head. Making desperate sounds. Please no. I can’t. I don’t have anything left.

“You do,” Eli says. Like he can read my mind. “Your body has more. Always has more. That’s what being an omega means. You can take more than you think. More than you ever believed possible.”

Rhys’s hands come back to my breasts. Both of them. Cupping them. Thumbs brushing over my nipples.

“Come on,” Rhys says. “Give us one more. Show us what you’re made of.”

“Make her scream,” Dante says.

“One more,” Eli repeats. “And then you’re done with me. Just have to survive Rhys and then you can rest. But first…”

His fingers press down harder on my clit. The pressure is perfect. Unbearable.

“Come,” he says. “One more time. Come for me. Break for me.”

I don’t think I can. Don’t think my body has anything left. Don’t think-

But then Rhys pinches both nipples at once. Hard. Harder than before. And Eli’s fingers press down on my clit at the exact same moment.

The orgasm slams into me.

Not like the last one. Not slow and rolling. This one is violent. Intense. It crashes through me like a wave hitting a wall. Every muscle locks. Every nerve fires. I’m screaming around the gag and pulling against the restraints hard enough that something creaks.

The knot pulses inside me. Each throb sends another wave of sensation through me. Eli’s fingers keep circling. Keep pressing. Drawing it out. Making it last.

“Fuck,” Kael breathes. His hand moves faster on his cock.

“Look at that,” Dante says.

I can’t breathe. Can’t think. Can’t do anything but feel.

It goes on forever.

Wave after wave after wave crashing through me. Each one as intense as the last. No fading. No gradual decline. Just sustained, overwhelming pleasure that borders on pain.

Somewhere in the middle of it, I stop being able to see. Everything goes white. Or maybe black. I can’t tell.

I’m just—gone.

Lost in the sensation.

When it finally ends, when the waves finally stop, I’m not just limp.

I’m barely conscious.

I can hear sounds, but they don’t make sense. Can feel things but can’t process them. I’m floating somewhere far away from my body.

“There it is,” Eli says softly. His voice sounds distant. “There’s the breaking point. She’s completely gone.”

I’m making sounds but I don’t know what they are. Just noise. Broken. Exhausted. Barely human.

Eli’s hand leaves my clit. Comes up to stroke my thigh. Gentle. Soothing. Grounding me slightly.

“You did so well,” he says. “So, so well. Better than I expected. Just one more after this. Just Rhys. And then you’re done. Then you can rest.”

One more.

The thought barely registers. I don’t know if I can take it. Don’t know if my body can handle one more knot. One more anything.

“She’ll make it,” Rhys says. There’s something in his voice. Anticipation. Hunger. “Won’t you, omega? You’ll take my knot too. One more. The last one.”

I make a sound. Barely.

Time passes. Could be ten minutes. Could be twenty. I drift. Half-conscious. The knot slowly deflating inside me.

Voices around me. Talking. I can’t focus on the words.

Finally, the knot slips free.

Eli pulls out. Come gushes out of me.

I’m still drifting. Barely aware.

Hands on my face. Rhys. He’s leaning over me. Looking down at me with those dark eyes.

“Hey,” he says. His voice is softer than usual. “You still with us?”

I make a sound. Maybe.

“Good,” he says. “Because I’m not done with you yet.”

His hand moves to the ring gag. Finds the buckles.

And he unfastens them.

The straps loosen. The ring slides free from my mouth. My jaw aches as it finally closes.

Drool still coating my face but at least I can close my mouth now. Can swallow.

“There,” Rhys says. “I want to hear you for this last one. Want to hear every sound you make when I knot you.”

He straightens. Moves between my legs. Looking down at me.

“Last one,” he says. “And I’m going to make sure you remember it.”

Rhys pushes inside.

I’m so wet. So full of come. He slides through it easily. No resistance. My body has been used so thoroughly that there’s nothing left to adjust to.

He bottoms out and I gasp. The sound is raw. Hoarse. My voice wrecked from screaming.

“There it is,” Rhys says. “That’s what I wanted to hear. Your voice.”

He starts to move. Not gentle. Not slow. Just — taking what he wants.

Each thrust drives deep. Hits spots that are already oversensitive. Already raw. I’m making sounds with every stroke. Can’t help it.

“That’s it,” he says. “Let me hear you. Let me hear every single sound.”

“Please,” I gasp.

“Please what?” he asks. “Please stop? Please more? Please knot me?”

“I don’t know,” I sob. And I don’t. I don’t know what I’m begging for anymore.

“You don’t have to know,” Rhys says. “You just have to take it.”

His pace picks up. Harder. Faster. Chasing his knot quickly. He’s not drawing this out. Not teasing. He's using me. Taking what he wants without pretense.

Each thrust drives so deep I feel it everywhere. In my belly. In my chest. In my throat. Like he’s trying to reach my very core.

I can feel his cock starting to swell at the base. The knot forming. The fourth one. The last one.

“Almost there,” he says. His breathing is getting ragged. “Can you feel it? Feel my knot getting ready to lock inside you?”

“Yes,” I gasp. “I feel it.”

“Good,” he says. “Because once it locks, I’m going to make you come until you pass out. Until there’s nothing left of you. Until you’re completely gone. Understand?”

I make a sound. Not agreement. Not protest. Just — acknowledgment. What else can I do?

The knot swells more. Getting thicker with each thrust. Catching at my entrance. Stretching me.

“You’ve taken three knots already,” Rhys says. “But this one’s going to be different. This one’s going to break you completely.”

“I’m already broken,” I sob.

“No,” he says. “Not yet. But you will be.”

The knot catches. Holds. He pushes harder.

“Deep breath,” Rhys says.

I try. Shaky. Barely controlled.

And then he comes.

I cry out. The stretch is familiar but still overwhelming. Still too much. My body forced to accommodate it one more time.

The heat floods into me. The fourth load. Mixing with Dante’s and Kael’s and Eli’s. So much come inside me now. My body can’t hold it all. Even with the knot inflating, filling, some of it is leaking out around the edges.

“There,” Rhys says. “Locked. Trapped. No escape now. You’re mine until this knot goes down. And I’m going to use every second of it.”

My own orgasm follows. Weaker than the others. My body is so exhausted. But it’s still there. Still rolling through me in slow waves.

We’re locked. Tied. Rhys stays still for a moment. Letting me feel it. Feel the fullness. The stretch. The complete helplessness of being knotted and unable to escape.

And then his hand moves between us.

Finds my clit.

“No,” I gasp. “Please, I can’t!”

“Yes, you can,” he says. “And you will. I want to see you break. Want to see you completely shattered.”

His fingers start to circle. Light pressure at first. Building gradually.

I’m shaking my head. Making desperate sounds. “I can’t take anymore. Please, Rhys, please-”

“You can,” he says. His voice is firm. Unyielding. “You’re going to come for me. Over and over. Until there’s nothing left. Until you black out on my knot. That’s the goal. That’s what I want to see.”

“Please-”

“Stop begging,” he says. “It’s not going to change anything. Just feel. Just let your body do what it needs to do.”

His fingers press harder. Find the perfect spot. Circle with perfect pressure and rhythm.

My body responds even though I don’t want it to. Even though I’m exhausted. Even though I’ve already come more times than I can count. It doesn’t matter. My body just keeps chasing the sensation.

“That’s it,” Rhys says. “Feel it building. Your body can’t help it. Can’t stop responding. Even now. Even this broken and exhausted. It just keeps going.”

“I’m so tired,” I sob. Tears streaming down my face again.

“I know,” he says. “But your body doesn’t care. It just keeps chasing the peak. Keeps needing more. That’s what being an omega means. Your body will keep responding until it physically can’t anymore.”

His fingers keep working. Circling. Pressing. The knot pulses inside me with each beat of his heart, and the combination is overwhelming even in my exhausted state.

“Come,” he says. “First one. Let’s go.”

The orgasm hits. Not as intense as the earlier ones. Gentler. Weaker. But it’s still there. Still rolling through me. Making my pussy clench around his knot.

I’m crying. Making broken sounds. My voice raw and wrecked from screaming.

“One,” Rhys says. “That’s one. Let’s see how many more before you pass out. I’m betting at least six. Maybe eight.”

His fingers don’t stop. Don’t give me time to recover. Just keep circling. Keep building toward the next one.

“I can’t,” I sob. “Please, Rhys, I can’t do this.”

“You keep saying that,” he observes. There’s amusement in his voice. “But you keep proving yourself wrong. Every single time. Now come again.”

His fingers press down. Hard. Direct pressure. And my body obeys even though my mind is screaming no.

The second orgasm is weaker than the first. More like a ripple than a wave. But it’s still there. Still making me clench. Still pulling sounds from my throat.

“Two,” he says. “See? You can. Come on. Give me more. We’re just getting started.”

“Please-”

“More,” he says. Firm. Unyielding. “I want more.”

His fingers keep working. Relentless. Never stopping. My clit is so sensitive it almost hurts. Each touch borders on pain. But he doesn’t care. Just keeps the pressure constant. Keeps building sensation I don’t want and can’t escape.

The third orgasm is barely there. Just a flutter. A ghost of what the others were. But Rhys feels it. Feels me clench around his knot.

“Three,” he counts. “You’re fading. But we’re not done yet. Not even close.”

“I can’t feel it anymore,” I gasp. My voice is barely a whisper. “I can’t.”

“Yes, you can,” he says. “Your body is still responding. Still clenching on my knot. You’re just too exhausted to process it properly. But it’s still happening.”

He’s right. I can feel my pussy clenching. Feel the aftershocks. But they’re distant. Happening to someone else. Like I’m watching from far away.

“Four,” he says.

Did I come again? I think so. Maybe. I can’t tell anymore. Everything is blurring together.

“Five.”

My vision is starting to go gray at the edges. Not from tears this time. The room is getting darker even though the lights haven’t changed.

“That’s it,” Rhys says. His voice sounds distant now. Like he’s far away. “You’re almost there. Almost gone. Just a little more. Give me just a little more.”

His fingers keep working. I can barely feel them anymore. Everything is distant. Muffled. Like I’m underwater. Like I’m sinking.

“Six.”

Maybe. I think so. There’s a flutter. Something. But I’m not sure.

“You’re doing so well,” Rhys says. “So well. Just hold on a little longer.”

“Seven.”

My eyes are closing. I can’t keep them open anymore. Too heavy. Everything is too heavy.

“Stay with me,” Rhys says. His voice is urgent now. “Just a little longer. One more. Give me one more and then you can let go.”

I make a sound. Barely audible. More air than voice.

His fingers press down hard one last time. And somewhere deep inside, something clenches. One last weak flutter that I barely feel.

“Eight,” he says. “That’s—fuck. She’s out.”

Everything goes black.


Chapter thirteen


I wake up to warmth.

Water. Warm water surrounding me. Supporting me.

My eyes flutter open. Everything is blurry. Unfocused. I can’t quite process where I am.

The bathroom. The tub. I’m in the tub.

Arms around me. Holding me upright. My back against someone’s chest. Keeping my head above water.

“She’s waking up,” a voice says. Kael.

“Good,” another voice. Rhys. “Hold her steady.”

Warm water hits my shoulder. A spray. I flinch at the sensation.

“Easy,” Kael says. His arms tighten around me.

I’m naked except for the collar. Everything else is gone. And Rhys is hosing me down. Systematically. Washing away the evidence.

Come. Sweat. Tears. All of it running off me in streams.

The spray is thorough. My hair. My face. My body. Between my legs.

I make a sound at that. Too sensitive.

“Almost done,” Rhys says.

When I’m clean, Kael lifts me. Water streaming off both of us. He steps out of the tub. Sets me on the bath mat.

My legs won’t hold me. I collapse. He catches me.

Rhys wraps a towel around me. Dries me off quickly. Efficiently. Not gentle.

When I’m dry, Kael picks me up. Carries me back into the dungeon.

Not to the table. To the couch.

He lays me down on it. The leather is cool.

“Stay still,” Rhys says.

I watch him move to the equipment wall. Open a drawer.

He pulls out a dildo. Black. Realistic. With a bulge at the base.

And a pump. Connected by a tube.

An inflatable knot.

My eyes widen. My throat is raw but I find my voice. “No,” I say. Hoarse but loud enough. “No, please, I don’t want-”

“You’re still in heat,” Rhys says. He moves between my legs. “You need to be filled.”

“I don’t,” I say. Louder now. Finding strength in the panic. “I don’t want that. I’m too sore. Please-”

“Open your legs,” he says.

I shake my head. Keep my legs pressed together. “No. Please. I just need to rest. I don’t want anything inside me. Please!”

“She’s arguing,” Dante says. I didn’t see him come over. But he’s there now. Looking down at me. “That’s not acceptable.”

“I’m just asking,” I say desperately. “Please, I’ll be good, I just need a break!”

“You’ll get your break,” Dante says. “After you’re settled properly. Rhys, get the gag.”

“No!” The word comes out sharp. Panicked. “No, please, I won’t argue anymore, I’ll-”

But Rhys is already moving. Back to the equipment wall. Returning with the ring gag.

“Please,” I’m begging now. “Please don’t. I’ll cooperate. I’ll take the dildo. Just please don’t gag me again-”

“Too late,” Rhys says. “You had your chance. Now open your mouth.”

I press my lips together. Shake my head frantically. “Please-”

Dante’s hand comes to my jaw. Grips it hard. His fingers dig into the hinges. “Open. Now.”

“No,” I try to say, but his grip tightens. The pressure is painful. Forces my jaw to start opening.

I try to resist. Try to keep my teeth clenched. But he’s too strong. The pain increases until I gasp.

And Rhys slides the ring in.

The metal settles behind my teeth. Forcing my mouth wide. I make a desperate sound.

“There,” Rhys says. He buckles the straps. Behind my head. Under my chin. Pulling them tight. “Much better.”

I’m already starting to drool. Can feel it pooling. The humiliation of it mixes with the fear.

“Now,” Dante says. “Let’s try this again. Legs apart.”

I shake my head. Make desperate sounds around the gag. Pull my knees together tighter.

“Kael,” Dante says. Just his name. A command.

Kael’s hands come to my thighs. He pulls them apart. Wide. Almost painfully so.

I try to resist. Try to keep them closed. But he’s so much stronger. My muscles are weak. Exhausted. I can’t fight him.

He spreads my legs wide. Holds them open. His grip firm.

“That’s better,” Rhys says. He kneels between my legs. Positions the dildo at my entrance.

I’m shaking my head frantically. Making continuous sounds around the gag. Begging without words. Please don’t. Please.

He pushes it in anyway.

I’m so sore. Everything hurts. But I’m also still wet from earlier. Still open from being knotted four times. The dildo slides in easily despite my body’s protests.

He pushes it deep. All the way. Until the knot at the base presses against my entrance.

I’m crying now. Tears streaming down my face. Mixing with the drool that’s already started to pour out of the gag.

“Good,” Rhys says. Like I cooperated. Like I had a choice. “Now hold still.”

He picks up the pump.

I make a desperate sound. Shake my head. Please no. Not the knot. Don’t inflate it.

He squeezes the bulb.

I feel it immediately. The knot inside me starting to swell. Getting bigger. The pressure building.

I make a high-pitched sound. Try to twist away. But Kael holds my legs. Keeps me in position.

Rhys squeezes again. And again.

The knot inflates. Stretching me from the inside. Not as big as a real alpha knot, but substantial. Enough that I can feel it pressing against everything. Enough that I know I can’t push it out.

“There,” Rhys says. He disconnects the pump. “Perfect. That’ll keep you settled.”

I’m sobbing around the gag. Drool pouring out. Running down my chin. Down my neck.

“Other hole now,” Dante says.

My eyes go wide. I make a desperate sound. Shake my head frantically. No. Please no.

Rhys reaches for a plug. Smaller than the ones from before. And a bottle of lube.

“This one needs lube,” he says. “She won’t be slick there.”

He squirts some onto his fingers. Cold. I can see it glistening.

And then his fingers press against my ass.

I jerk. Try to twist away. But Kael’s grip on my legs tightens. Holds me still.

Rhys’s fingers push in. One. Then two. Not gentle. Not careful. Getting me ready whether I want it or not.

The sensation is overwhelming. Too much. I’m making continuous sounds around the gag. Protest. Horror.

“Almost ready,” Rhys says. He pulls his fingers out. Adds more lube to the plug.

And then the plug is pressing against me.

I try to clench. Try to keep him out. But he just maintains steady pressure. Pushing. Pushing.

My body gives in. The plug pushes past the resistance. Slides in. Deep.

I make a sound that’s half sob, half scream.

I’m so full now. Both holes filled. The dildo with its inflated knot in my pussy. The plug in my ass. No escape from either.

And then I see what Rhys is reaching for next.

The belt.

The chastity belt.

The metal and leather contraption that I wore yesterday. That kept me locked and desperate for hours.

“No!” I try to scream around the gag. The sound is garbled but loud. Desperate. “No no no-”

My whole body goes rigid. Every muscle locks. And then I start to fight.

Really fight.

Not just resistance. Full panic. Full physical struggle.

I don’t want to be locked up again. Can’t be locked up again. Especially not with things inside me. Locked inside me where I can’t remove them or adjust them or escape them. Where I’ll be forced to feel them constantly. Reminded constantly that I’m owned.

The thought is unbearable.

I thrash. Hard. Violently. Trying to wrench myself away from Kael’s grip on my legs.

“Stop,” Dante says. His voice is sharp. Hard. A command. “Stop fighting right now.”

I don’t stop. Can’t stop. Won’t stop. The panic has taken over completely. Every rational thought is gone. There’s only the desperate need to escape.

I twist my whole body. Buck my hips. Try to pull my legs free. Try to sit up. Try to get away.

Kael shifts his grip. One arm wraps around my waist from behind. Pinning my arms to my sides. The other keeps my legs spread. His strength is overwhelming. Like iron bars. But I keep fighting anyway.

“Bad omega,” Dante says. His voice is cold. Cutting. Each word enunciated clearly. Deliberately. “You are being a very bad omega right now.”

The words hurt. Cut deep. Deeper than any physical pain could. But the panic is stronger than the shame.

I thrash harder. Throwing my weight side to side. Making desperate continuous sounds around the gag. Drool flying. Running down my face. My neck. I don’t care. Don’t care about anything except not being locked in that belt.

“She’s really fighting,” Kael observes. His voice is calm despite my violent struggles. Like he’s commenting on the weather.

“She is,” Rhys says. He sounds annoyed. Irritated. “And she’s going to learn that it doesn’t matter. That fighting changes nothing. Dante, hold her legs. I need both hands for this.”

Dante moves between my legs. Takes over from Kael. His grip is harder. Bruising. His fingers dig into my thighs. He spreads my legs wider than they were before. Painfully wide. The stretch hurts.

I make a desperate sound. Try to close them. Try to bring them together. Can’t. He’s too strong.

Kael shifts behind me. Both arms around my torso now. Wrapping around me completely. Pinning my arms to my sides. His hands grip my wrists. Holding them down. Immobilizing me.

I can barely move now. But I keep trying. Jerking. Twisting what little I can. Fighting uselessly.

Dante’s hand comes down on my inner thigh. Hard. A slap that cracks through the room like a whip.

The pain is sharp. Immediate. Shocking. I jerk at the impact. Make a sound that’s half scream, half sob.

“Bad,” he says. And then another slap. Same thigh. Same spot. “You were so good earlier.”

Another slap. The skin is already burning.

“Took everything we gave you.”

Another. Harder.

“Four cocks. Four knots.”

Another. I’m making continuous sounds now. Crying. Sobbing. But still trying to fight.

“Made you come until you passed out.”

Another slap. Other thigh now. Just as hard. Building a matching burn.

“Impressed all of us.”

Another.

“And now you’re fighting?”

The slaps keep coming. Alternating thighs. Each one making me jerk and gasp and sob.

“Over this?” Another slap. “Over being locked up?” Another.

My thighs are burning. On fire. Probably already marked with red handprints. But I’m still fighting. Still trying to twist away even though I can barely move.

“Let me make it perfectly clear. You. Are. Going. To. Be. Locked.” Each word with a slap. “And. Fighting. Won’t. Change. It.” More slaps.

I’m crying so hard I can barely see. Barely breathe. The sobs are making my whole body shake against Kael’s hold.

Rhys positions the belt around my hips. The metal plate touches my skin. Cold. Unyielding. Final.

I thrash as hard as I can. Throwing my weight. Arching my back. Trying anything. Everything.

Kael’s grip tightens until it’s painful. Almost crushing. “Hold still,” he says. His voice still calm. Too calm. “You’re only making this worse for yourself.”

I don’t hold still. Can’t. Won’t.

Rhys pulls the first strap through its buckle. Around my waist. Tight. Tighter than it needs to be.

“Every time you fight,” he says, his voice hard, “I pull tighter. So please. Keep struggling. Make this as uncomfortable as possible for yourself.”

I try to stop. Try to hold still. Try to control my body. But the panic makes me move anyway. Small jerks. Twitches. Trembles.

He pulls the strap tighter. Much tighter. Painfully tight. Making his point.

“That’s for jerking,” he says.

Next strap. Between my legs. This one runs right over where the dildo and plug are. Presses them deeper. Makes me gasp.

He pulls it tight. Then tighter. Then even tighter.

I make a desperate sound. The pressure is too much. Too tight.

More straps. Around my hips. Over my thighs. Each one pulled so tight it digs into my skin. Each one making me more trapped. More immobilized.

“You’re only making this worse for yourself,” Dante says. His voice is harsh. Unforgiving. “If you’d just accepted it like a good toy, you’d be done by now. The straps would be comfortable. But you fought. So now every strap is as tight as we can make it. Every second is worse. And you have no one to blame but yourself.”

The belt is on. All straps through their buckles. So tight I can barely expand my ribs to breathe. So tight the plug and dildo press into me with constant, unrelenting pressure.

And then I hear the sound I’ve been dreading.

Click.

Metal on metal.

A padlock.

Locking through the buckles. Making them impossible to undo. Making the whole thing permanent until someone with the key decides to unlock it.

“NO!” I try to scream. The sound is garbled by the gag. Muffled. But loud. Desperate. “NO NO NO!”

I thrash as hard as I’ve ever thrashed. Throwing every ounce of strength I have left. Arching. Twisting. Fighting with everything.

Dante’s hand comes down again. Harder than before. Harder than any of the previous slaps. On my hip. On my ass. On my already burning thighs. Over and over and over. Not stopping. A barrage of sharp, painful slaps.

Each one makes me gasp. Makes me jerk. Makes me sob harder.

“ENOUGH!” His voice is loud now. Louder than I’ve ever heard it. Hard and sharp and final. “ENOUGH FIGHTING! You’re LOCKED! It’s DONE! And fighting won’t change it! WON’T CHANGE ANYTHING!”

I’m sobbing uncontrollably. Full body sobs that make my chest heave against Kael’s arms. That make the too-tight belt dig in even more. Drool pouring out of the gag in streams. Running down my chin. Down my neck. Down my chest.

“Bad omega,” Dante says again. And it’s the disappointed tone that hurts most. More than any slap. “Such a bad omega. After everything. After impressing us. After being so strong. After surviving. And now this. Fighting. Making us punish you. Making us hurt you. Making us disappointed in you.”

The shame crashes over me. A wave of it. Mixing with the panic. Making everything worse. So much worse.

He’s right. I was good. I survived everything. Took four knots. Came until I passed out. And now I’m ruining it. Throwing it all away. Being bad.

But I can’t stop. The panic is too strong. Won’t let me stop even though I know fighting is pointless.

“Crate,” Dante says. Short. Final. “Put her in the crate. Let her calm down alone.”

“No!” I try to say. Not the crate. Please. Anything but being alone in the crate.

But Kael is already lifting me. Carrying me across the room.

I can see it. The small metal crate. The cage. The bars.

I thrash in his arms. Twist. Buck. Fight with everything I have left.

It doesn’t work. He’s too strong. I’m too exhausted.

The door is open. A dark opening.

He lowers me toward it. I try to brace myself. Try to keep from going in. Push against the frame with my hands.

He just pushes harder. My hands slip. I’m forced down onto the thin cushion.

The plug shifts. Presses deep. The dildo’s knot pushes against everything inside me. I make a desperate sound.

I’m curled up. Filled. Gagged. Locked. And now being caged.

“Bad omega,” Kael says. His voice is disappointed too. “You were doing so well.”

I shake my head frantically. Make desperate sounds. I’m sorry. I’m sorry. Please don’t leave me.

But he’s already stepping back. Closing the door.

Metal bars swing shut.

Click. Lock.

I’m alone.

Filled in every hole. Both things locked inside me by the belt. Can’t remove them. Can’t adjust them. Can’t escape them.

Gagged. Drool already pooling under my face.

Locked in a chastity belt I can’t remove. The straps too tight. The padlock making it permanent.

Caged. Barely enough room to move.

The panic is still racing through me. Making my heart pound. Making it hard to breathe.

I pull at the bars. Frantically. Desperately. Making sounds around the gag.

The bars don’t move.

I try the door. Push. Pull. The lock holds.

I’m trapped. Completely. Totally.

The realization makes me panic harder. My breathing gets faster. Shallower. I can’t get enough air through my nose.

I need to calm down. But I can’t.

The belt is so tight. Every strap pulled to maximum. The metal plate pressing against the dildo. I feel every inch of what’s inside me with every breath.

I try to shift position. But the crate is too small. I’m forced to stay curled up. And every movement makes the plug and dildo shift.

The drool is constant. Pouring out. Soaking the cushion. Making me feel pathetic.

I cry for a long time. Great heaving sobs.

“Bad omega,” Dante’s voice echoes in my head. “Such a bad omega.”

He’s right. I was bad. I fought. After being so good. And now I’m being punished.

The shame is crushing.

Eventually the panic starts to fade. Just from exhaustion. I can’t maintain it forever.

My breathing slows. Deeper. Through my nose. In. Out.

The heat is still there. But the dildo helps. The inflated knot gives my body something. Makes it manageable.

The exhaustion is overwhelming. I’ve been used for hours. And now I’m locked in a cage.

Sleep is pulling at me. Demanding.

I try to fight it. Don’t want to accept this.

But I can’t fight anymore. I lost every fight today.

My eyes close.

The last thing I feel is the constant pressure of the dildo. The reminder that I’m owned.

Everything goes dark.


Chapter fourteen


I wake up slowly.

The first thing I’m aware of is movement. My hips. Moving. Grinding.

The second thing is the heat. Burning. Overwhelming. Back in full force.

The third thing is the frustration. The desperate, clawing need that the belt won’t let me satisfy.

My eyes flutter open. I’m still in the crate. Still curled up. Still filled. Still gagged. Still locked.

And my body has been working itself in my sleep. Trying to find relief. Grinding against the metal plate of the belt. Seeking friction that doesn’t exist.

I can’t stop. My hips are moving on their own. Rocking. Grinding. Chasing sensation that the belt won’t give me.

The dildo shifts inside me with each movement. The inflated knot presses against everything. But it’s not enough. It’s filling me but it’s not moving. Not giving me the friction I need. Not letting me come.

I make a desperate sound around the gag. Drool running down my face. My body won’t stop moving.

And then I hear it.

Laughter.

Low. Male. Amused.

My eyes focus. Outside the cage. All four of them. Watching me.

“She’s awake,” Kael says. There’s amusement in his voice.

“Has been for a few seconds,” Dante observes. “But her body was working before that. Watch.”

The shame crashes over me. They’ve been watching. Watching me grind desperately against the belt. Watching me try and fail to get the friction I need.

I try to stop. Try to hold my hips still. But the heat won’t let me. My body keeps moving. Keeps seeking relief.

“Look at that,” Rhys says. “She can’t even stop. Her body is taking over. Desperate.”

I make a sound. Half protest. Half plea. My hips still grinding.

“How long has she been doing that?” Eli asks.

“About ten minutes,” Dante says. “Started slow. Just small movements. But they’ve been getting bigger. More frantic.”

Ten minutes. They’ve been watching me for ten minutes. Watching me humiliate myself.

I try harder to stop. Clench every muscle. But the heat is too strong. My hips keep rocking. Keep grinding against the unyielding metal.

“She’s trying to stop now,” Kael observes. “But she can’t. It’s not enough. The heat is too strong. And that belt isn’t giving her what she needs.”

“Of course it’s not,” Rhys says. “That’s the point. That’s what happens when you fight. When you’re bad. You wake up desperate and locked and watched.”

The shame is overwhelming. Mixing with the need. Making everything worse.

I’m making continuous sounds around the gag. Desperate. Broken. My hips still moving no matter how hard I try to stop them.

“Please,” I try to say. It comes out as garbled noise. “Please help.”

“Did she just say please?” Dante asks.

“I think so,” Eli says.

“Too bad,” Rhys says. “Bad omegas don’t get relief just because they ask nicely. They get punished first. And then maybe they get relief.”

Punished. The word makes me whimper. But I can’t stop grinding. Can’t stop seeking friction that won’t come.

“Should we let her out?” Kael asks.

“Not yet,” Dante says. “Let her work herself up a bit more. Let her really feel how desperate she is. How much she needs what she can’t have.”

“Please,” I try again. Louder. More desperate.

They ignore me.

I watch them through the bars. They’re all dressed now. Casual clothes. Looking relaxed. Like they’re just observing an interesting specimen.

My hips keep grinding. The metal plate is hard. Unyielding. Giving me nothing. But my body won’t stop trying.

“Look at her face,” Rhys says. “She’s so embarrassed. But she can’t stop.”

He’s right. I’m so ashamed. So humiliated. But the heat won’t let me stop. Won’t let me have any dignity.

Time passes. Could be five minutes. Could be fifteen. They keep watching. Keep commenting. And I keep grinding uselessly against the belt.

Finally, Dante moves. “Alright. I think she’s suffered enough. For now. Kael, get her out.”

Kael approaches the cage. Unlocks it. Swings the door open.

“Come on,” he says. “Out.”

I try to move. Try to crawl out. But my body is so stiff. So sore.

I make it halfway out before my arms give out. I collapse.

Kael catches me. Picks me up. My body is limp in his arms.

“Still can’t hold yourself up,” he observes. “Still too exhausted from yesterday. And now the heat is back. Making everything worse.”

He carries me across the room. Not to the couch. Not to the table.

To the St. Andrew’s cross.

The large X-shaped wooden structure against the wall. Dark wood. Padded leather restraints at each point.

My eyes widen. I make a sound. No. Not that.

“Yes,” Dante says. “That. You were bad last night. Fought. Made us punish you. And now you need to be punished properly.”

Kael positions me against the cross. My back against the wood. My arms spread. My legs spread.

The restraints go on quickly. Wrist cuffs. Ankle cuffs. All of them buckled tight. Holding me in an X position.

I’m completely exposed. Completely vulnerable. The belt is still on. Still locked. Keeping me filled but unsatisfied.

And I can’t hold myself up. The restraints are the only thing keeping me from collapsing. My legs won’t support me. All my weight is on my wrists.

“There,” Kael says. “Perfect.”

I’m panting around the gag. Drool running down my chin. The heat is still raging. Still making my hips want to move. But I can’t now. The restraints won’t let me.

Dante approaches. He’s holding something. A riding crop. Long. Flexible. With a small leather tip.

My eyes widen.

“You were so good yesterday,” he says. His voice is calm. Measured. “Took everything we gave you. Four cocks. Four knots. Made us all come. Impressed us. And then,” his voice hardens. “You fought. Over the belt. Over being locked.”

I make a desperate sound. I’m sorry. I’m sorry.

“Too late for sorry,” he says. “Now you need to learn. Need to understand that fighting has consequences.”

Kael moves to the equipment wall. Returns with a flogger. Long leather strips hanging from a handle.

Rhys has something too. Nipple clamps. Silver. Connected by a chain.

And Eli is approaching with a bottle of water.

“First,” Eli says, “you need to drink. You’ve been gagged all night. You’re dehydrated.”

He brings the bottle to the ring gag. Tips it. Water pours into my mouth.

I try to swallow. Try to drink. But the ring makes it hard. Water spills out around the gag. Runs down my chin. My neck. My chest.

Some goes down. Not much. I’m choking. Coughing.

“Swallow,” Eli says. “Come on. You can do it.”

He pours more. I manage to get some down. But most of it spills.

“That’s enough for now,” he says. “We’ll give you more later.”

He steps back. And they all stand in front of me. Looking at me. Assessing.

“She looks pathetic,” Rhys observes. “Covered in drool. Water running down her chest. Belt locked on. Filled and desperate and completely helpless.”

“She does,” Dante agrees. “And she’s about to look worse.”

Rhys approaches. Brings the clamps to my breasts. My nipples are already hard. Oversensitized.

He positions the first clamp. Opens it. And lets it close on my nipple.

The pain is immediate. Sharp. I cry out around the gag.

“Too tight?” he asks. He doesn’t sound concerned.

I nod frantically. Yes. Too tight. Please.

“Good,” he says. And attaches the second one.

The pain doubles. Both nipples clamped. The pressure constant. Unrelenting.

And then he tugs on the chain connecting them.

I scream. The pain shoots through me. Through my breasts. Through my whole chest.

“There,” he says. “Now she really looks pathetic.”

I’m crying. Tears streaming down my face. Mixing with the drool. The water. Everything.

“This could have been so sweet,” Dante says. He’s running the crop through his hand. Testing it. “We could have woken you up gently. Removed the belt. Let you come. Made this easy. But you were bad. So now we have to do this.”

He steps closer. Runs the crop along my thigh. Gentle. Almost tender.

And then he pulls back and strikes.

The crop hits my inner thigh. The sound cracks through the room. The pain is sharp. Stinging.

I jerk against the restraints. Make a desperate sound.

“That’s one,” he says. “You’re going to get more. Going to feel what happens when you fight. When you’re bad.”

Kael moves to my other side. The flogger hanging loose in his hand.

“She needs to learn,” he says. “Needs to understand that fighting doesn’t work. That all it does is make things worse for her.”

The flogger swings. The leather strips hit my side. Not as sharp as the crop. More of a thud. But still painful.

I’m making continuous sounds around the gag. Desperate. Broken.

“Please,” I try to say. “Please I’m sorry.”

“We know you’re sorry,” Rhys says. He tugs on the chain again. The clamps bite harder. “But sorry isn’t enough. You need to be punished. Need to learn.”

Another strike from the crop. Other thigh this time. The leather tip biting into already tender skin.

Another from the flogger. Across my stomach. The multiple strips creating a wider area of impact.

I’m sobbing. Full body sobs that make my chest heave. Make the clamps pull. Make the pain spike with each breath.

“You’re going to take this,” Dante says. His voice is firm. Final. “Just like you took everything yesterday. You’re going to be good. You’re going to accept your punishment. And when we’re done punishing you,” he pauses. Lets the moment stretch. “Then maybe we’ll let you come.”

Maybe. The word makes me whimper. Not even a promise. Just a maybe.

Another strike. The crop hits the inside of my thigh. Right where Dante slapped me last night. The skin is already tender. Bruised. The pain is worse.

I cry out. Jerk against the restraints.

“Hold still,” Dante says. “Bad omegas who jerk away get extra.”

I try. Try to hold still. But my body wants to flinch away from each strike.

The flogger hits my side. I manage not to jerk. Barely.

“Better,” Kael says.

They’re alternating now. Crop. Flogger. Crop. Flogger. Building a rhythm. Building layers of pain that overlap and compound.

The crop hits my other thigh. The flogger hits my stomach. The crop hits my hip. The flogger hits my ribs.

Each strike adds to the last. My skin is burning. Stinging. I can feel welts rising. Can feel marks forming.

And through it all, the heat rages. The belt keeps me locked. The dildo with its inflated knot keeps me filled. And I can’t get the relief I desperately need.

The frustration mixes with the pain. Makes everything worse. I’m being punished and I can’t even get the satisfaction of grinding against something. Of seeking relief.

“She’s crying so prettily,” Rhys observes. He tugs on the chain connecting the clamps. The pain shoots through both nipples. “Look at those tears. Look at that drool. She’s a mess.”

“She is,” Kael agrees. Another strike with the flogger. Across my stomach again. “But she’s still not holding still. Still jerking away.”

“Bad omega,” Dante says. And the disappointment in his voice cuts deeper than the crop. “We’re trying to teach you. But you keep flinching. Keep pulling away. That means you haven’t learned yet.”

I make a desperate sound. I’m trying. I’m trying so hard.

“Try harder,” he says. And strikes again. Harder this time.

The pain is sharp. Immediate. But I force myself not to jerk. Force myself to stay still. To take it.

“There,” he says. “That’s better. That’s what I want to see.”

Another strike. I hold still. Take it.

Another from the flogger. I don’t move. Just make a sound.

“Good,” Kael says. “She’s learning. Finally.”

Another strike. And another. And another. They’re coming faster now. Harder. Testing me. Seeing if I’ll hold still or start jerking again.

I hold still. Force every muscle to stay frozen. To not flinch.

The pain builds. Layers upon layers. My thighs. My stomach. My sides. My hips. All of it burning. Stinging. Probably covered in marks now.

Tears stream continuously down my face. Mixing with the drool that won’t stop. I’m making sounds with each strike. Gasps. Whimpers. Sobs. But I’m not moving. Not flinching.

“There’s the good omega we saw yesterday,” Dante says. His voice has approval now. “Taking everything. Not fighting. Not pulling away. Just accepting what we give you.”

The praise makes something warm bloom in my chest. Despite the pain. Despite the tears. Despite everything. I’m being good. He said so.

“She’s doing so well now,” Eli says. He’s been watching. Not participating in the punishment. “Look at her. She’s not fighting at all anymore. Just taking it.”

“She is,” Rhys agrees. He tugs the chain again. Hard. The clamps bite deeper. I cry out, but I don’t pull away. “Look at that. She didn’t even try to move. She’s learned.”

“Good girl,” Dante says. Another strike with the crop. I take it. “Such a good girl. This is what you should have done last night. Should have just accepted the belt. Accepted being locked. But you fought. And now you’re paying for it.”

Another strike. I take it. Hold still.

“But you’re being good now,” he continues. “And that’s what matters. You’re learning. You’re accepting. You’re being the omega you’re supposed to be.”

The strikes continue. Over and over. I lose count. Could be twenty. Could be fifty. All I know is the pain. The constant, building pain. And my determination to hold still. To be good. To take it.

My thighs are on fire. I can feel welts rising. Can feel the skin hot and tender. The flogger has left long marks across my stomach and sides. I can feel them. Raised lines. Evidence of my punishment.

“I think that’s enough,” Kael says finally. He lowers the flogger. “Look at her. She’s marked all over. And she took it all. Didn’t fight.”

“She did,” Dante agrees. He sets the crop aside. Steps back to look at me. “She took her punishment perfectly. Like she should have taken the belt last night. Without fighting.”

Rhys steps forward. His hand comes to the chain between the clamps. He tugs it. Once. Twice. Making me gasp and whimper. And then he releases it. Lets it hang. The weight pulling constantly on my nipples.

“Now,” Dante says. He steps very close. Right in front of me. Looking directly into my eyes. “Are you going to be good? Or are you going to fight again?”

I shake my head frantically. Good. I’ll be good. I promise. Never fight again.

“You promise?” he asks. His voice is intense. Demanding. “Promise to take everything we give you? No fighting? No matter what we do to you?”

I nod desperately. Yes. I promise. I’ll be good. I’ll take everything.

“Even when we push you past your limits?” he continues. His eyes boring into mine. “Even when it’s too much? Even when you think you can’t possibly take anymore? Even when your body is screaming at you to fight?”

I hesitate. That sounds terrifying. Sounds impossible. But I nod anyway. Yes. I promise. I’ll be good. I’ll take it all.

“Say it,” he says. “I want to hear you say it.”

He reaches up. Unbuckles the gag. Pulls it free from my mouth.

My jaw aches as it closes. I work it. Try to get feeling back. Drool is coating my chin. My neck.

“Say it,” he repeats.

“I promise,” I croak. My voice is wrecked. Raw. “I’ll be good. I’ll take everything. No fighting.”

“No matter what?” he presses.

“No matter what,” I repeat. Even though the words terrify me.

“Good,” he says. And there’s satisfaction in his voice. “Because we’re not done with you yet. Not even close. We’re going to push you further than yesterday. Further than you’ve ever been pushed. And you’re going to take it all. Going to be a good omega. Understand?”

I’m shaking. From fear. From pain. From need. The heat is still raging. The belt still locked. I’m desperate and hurting and terrified of what’s coming.

But I nod.

“Yes,” I whisper. “I understand.”

“Say it again,” Dante commands. “Say you’ll be good.”

“I’ll be good,” I say. Louder this time. “I promise. I’ll be good.”


Chapter fifteen


“One more thing,” Dante says.

I hear movement. Footsteps. Something being retrieved.

And then something is being pulled over my head.

Leather. Soft but firm. Covering my face. My eyes. Everything.

A hood.

I make a sound. Panic rising. I can’t see.

“Shh,” Dante says. “You promised. No fighting.”

The hood settles fully. Covering everything except my nose and mouth. Complete darkness.

And then something presses against my lips.

“Open,” Dante says.

I open. A ball. Rubber. Large. Pushes into my mouth. Behind my teeth. Forcing my jaw wide.

A ball gag.

Straps buckle behind my head. Under my chin. Tight.

Now I can’t see. Can’t speak. Can only feel. Can only hear.

“Perfect,” Dante says. “Now she can’t see what’s coming. Can’t beg. Can only take it.”

Hands on the belt. Fumbling with the lock. It clicks open.

The straps loosen. The belt is pulled away.

And then fingers at my entrance. Working the dildo. I hear air hissing. The knot deflates.

The dildo is pulled out. Then the plug.

Empty. Completely empty.

My body immediately screams for something to fill it.

“Look at her,” Rhys says. “Already clenching. Already desperate. Already needing it. What kind of omega gets this desperate?”

“A bad one,” Kael says. “A needy, desperate, bad omega who can’t control herself.”

I make a sound around the gag. Protest. I’m not bad. I’m not.

“Oh, she’s protesting,” Dante says. There’s amusement in his voice. “She thinks she’s a good omega. But good omegas don't get off on this. Don’t beg to be degraded. Don’t get wet from being restrained and used.”

“Good omegas have shame,” Kael adds. “They resist. They fight. They don’t eagerly spread their legs and wait to be filled.”

“But bad omegas do,” Rhys says. “Bad omegas love it. Crave it. Need it.”

Hands on my thighs. Spreading them wider within the restraints.

“Let’s prove it,” Rhys says. “Let’s see how wet she is. Let’s see if her body betrays what she really is.”

Fingers at my entrance. Sliding through. Testing. Gathering wetness.

“Soaked,” he says. His voice is mocking. “Absolutely soaked. Dripping. And we haven’t even touched her yet. We just talked about fucking her and her body responded like this.”

He holds his fingers up. I can’t see but I can imagine. Can feel the humiliation.

“What kind of omega gets this wet from just words?” he asks. “From just the idea of being used?”

“A bad one,” Kael repeats. Like it’s a fact. Like it’s undeniable.

“A desperate one,” Dante adds.

“A shameful one,” Rhys finishes. “One who should be ashamed of herself. But isn’t. Are you?”

I make a sound. I don’t know what I’m trying to say.

“I don’t think she is,” Dante says. “I think she loves it. Loves being wet. Loves being desperate. Loves being exactly what we say she is.”

And then a cock presses against my entrance.

“Let’s see how the bad omega takes it,” Dante says. “Let’s see if she moans. If she clenches. If she comes like the shameful thing she is.”

The cock pushes in. Hard. No warning.

I make a sound around the gag. Relief and shame mixing.

“Listen to that,” Kael says. “She’s moaning already. We just started, and she’s moaning like a whore.”

The cock starts moving. Hard. Fast. Brutal pace immediately.

“Only bad omegas moan like that,” Dante says. “Only shameful, desperate omegas who love being used.”

I’m making continuous sounds. Can’t help it. The sensation overwhelming.

“That’s right,” Rhys says. “Make those sounds. Let us hear how much you love this. How much you love being a bad omega.”

The fucking continues. Relentless. And I can feel it building. The orgasm.

I come. Fast. Shamefully fast.

“Already?” Kael says. “We’ve barely started, and she’s already coming. Pathetic.”

“Bad omegas come fast,” Dante says. “They can’t control themselves. Can’t help it.”

He releases into me and starts to swell.

“You feel that?” Dante asks. “That’s my knot. And you’re going to take it. Going to be locked on it while we all watch and judge you for being such a bad omega.”

The knot pushes through. Locks. Swells fully.

I make a desperate sound.

“There it is,” he says. “Locked like the bad omega you are.”

And I come again just from that. From being filled.

“She came again,” Kael observes. “From just being knotted. What kind of omega is that shameful?”

“The worst kind,” Rhys says.

Time passes. The knot deflates. Dante pulls out.

Immediately, another cock presses in. No break. No rest.

“My turn,” Kael says. “Let’s see if the bad omega can come on my knot too.”

He pushes in. Precise. Controlled. Each thrust exactly the same.

“You know what I think?” he says between thrusts. “I think she loves this. Loves being called bad. Loves being shamed. That’s why she’s so wet.”

I make a sound. Denial. But it’s weak.

“Listen to that,” Rhys says. “She’s trying to say no. But her pussy is saying yes. Clenching. Soaking. Begging for more.”

Kael’s pace increases. “Only bad omegas have bodies that betray them like this. Good omegas can control themselves. But you? You can’t control anything.”

I come. Crying around the gag. Ashamed.

“There,” Kael says. “Proof. She came again. Bad omega.”

His knot forms. Locks. He comes.

“Two knots,” Dante says. “And she’s already a mess. Already crying. Already ashamed. And we’re just getting started.”

When Kael pulls out, Eli steps in.

“My turn with the bad omega,” he says. His voice is different. Not as harsh. But still mocking. “Let’s see if she comes on my knot too. I bet she does. Bad omegas always do.”

He pushes in. Slower. Building gradually.

I’m sobbing around the gag. The shame overwhelming.

“And you’re loving it,” he continues. “I can feel it. Feel how you’re clenching. How wet you are. How your body is responding even while you cry.”

He makes me come twice before knotting. Both times while telling me how shameful I am. How bad. How desperate.

His knot locks. He comes. And I come again.

“Three for three,” Rhys says. “Bad omega came on every knot. Let’s see if she can make it four.”

When Eli pulls out, Rhys slams in. No warning. Brutal.

“Only bad omegas can take this,” he says. Fucking me hard. “Only shameful, desperate, needy omegas who love being treated like toys.”

I’m making continuous sounds. Crying. Moaning. Desperate.

“Listen to her,” Dante says. “She’s not even trying to be quiet. Not even trying to maintain dignity. Just making sounds like an animal.”

“Because that’s what she is,” Kael says. “An animal in heat. A bad omega who can’t control herself.”

Rhys makes me come three times before knotting. Each one more intense. More shameful.

His knot locks. Huge. Stretching me. He comes and I scream around the gag. Coming again. Unable to stop.

“Four for four,” Eli says. “The bad omega came on every single knot. Pathetic.”

The pattern continues. They take turns. Over and over.

Dante. Kael. Eli. Rhys. Dante. Kael. Eli. Rhys.

Each time with more commentary. More mockery. More shame.

“Round two,” Dante says as he pushes in again. “Let’s see if the bad omega is still wet. Let’s see if she’s still desperate.”

He thrusts deep. Tests. “Oh yes. Still soaked. Still clenching. Bad omega hasn’t learned any shame yet.”

I’m making sounds around the gag. Continuous. Desperate.

“Listen to her,” Rhys says. “She’s not even trying to be quiet anymore. Just making sounds like she can’t control herself.”

“Because she can’t,” Kael says. “Bad omegas can’t control anything. Not their sounds. Not their wetness. Not their desperate need to be filled.”

Dante fucks me hard. Makes me come. “There. Still coming. Still shameful.”

His knot locks. He comes. I come again.

“Every single time,” Eli observes. “She comes every single time. On every knot. Without fail. That’s not heat. That’s just being bad.”

When Dante pulls out, Kael steps in immediately.

“My turn with the shameful omega,” he says. Pushing in with that perfect precision. “Let’s see how many times I can make her come this round. Let’s see how desperate she really is.”

He fucks me methodically. Exactly the same rhythm. Exactly the same depth. Building sensation deliberately.

“You know what I’m doing?” he asks. “I’m proving a point. Proving that you don’t need variety. Don’t need anything special. Just a cock. Any cock. Because you’re that desperate. That bad.”

I come. Crying around the gag.

“One,” he counts. “Let’s go for more. Let’s see how shameful we can make you.”

He keeps the exact same pace. Doesn’t change anything. But it works. My body responds anyway.

I come again.

“Two,” he says. “Bad omega came twice on the exact same rhythm. Pathetic.”

He makes me come four times before knotting. Counts each one. Makes sure everyone hears.

“Four orgasms,” he announces when his knot locks. “The bad omega came four times on my cock alone. That’s how desperate she is.”

When he pulls out, Eli takes over.

“My turn,” he says. But his voice is different now. Darker. “You know what I think? I think she likes being called bad. Likes being shamed. That’s why she keeps coming.”

He pushes in slow. “Am I right? Do you like being called a bad omega?”

I make a sound. I don’t know if it’s yes or no. I don’t know anymore.

“I think that’s a yes,” he says. “I think deep down, you love this. Love being degraded. Love being told how shameful you are.”

He fucks me slowly. Building gradually. “Only the worst omegas love being degraded. Love being used. Love being treated like toys.”

I come. Sobbing around the gag.

“There it is,” he says. “Proof. She loves it. Came just from being called shameful.”

He makes me come three more times. Each time while telling me how bad I am. How shameful. How desperate.

His knot locks. I come again.

“She’s not even trying to resist anymore,” Dante observes. “Not even trying to maintain any dignity. Just taking it. Coming. Being exactly what we say she is.”

Rhys’s turn. He slams in. “Bad omega needs to be fucked hard. Needs to be reminded what she is.”

He fucks me brutally. Each thrust punishing. “This is what you wanted. What you begged for. To be treated like this. Like a toy. Like a hole. Like nothing but an omega body to use.”

I’m crying. Making desperate sounds. But my body responds. Clenches. Gets wetter.

“See?” he says. “She loves it. Loves being treated like nothing. Because that’s what bad omegas want.”

He makes me come hard. Violently. Screaming around the gag.

“That’s right,” he says. “Come like the bad omega you are. Come like you can’t control yourself. Because you can’t.”

His knot locks. Huge. Stretching me. He comes and I come again. Can’t stop.

The cycle repeats. Again. And again.

Each round the same. Dante. Kael. Eli. Rhys. Each one degrading me. Each one making me come. Each one proving what I am.

Bad.

Shameful.

Desperate.

“Round three,” Dante says eventually. “The bad omega is still going. Still desperate. Still shameful. Still coming on every cock.”

“How many times has she come now?” Kael asks as he pushes into me.

“Lost count,” Eli says. “But it’s a lot. More than any good omega would. More than any omega with shame would.”

“Because she’s not good,” Rhys says. “She’s bad. The worst kind of bad. The kind that loves it. The kind that gets wetter the more we degrade her.”

I’m sobbing continuously now. The shame is crushing. Overwhelming. But I can’t stop coming. Can’t stop responding. Can’t stop being exactly what they say.

“Look at how she’s crying,” Dante says while fucking me. “Crying from shame. But still taking it. Still coming. That’s what bad omegas do. They cry and come at the same time.”

He makes me come. His knot locks. He fills me.

“Round four,” Dante announces later. His cock pushing in again. “Still going. Still desperate. The bad omega’s body doesn’t quit.”

“Her body doesn’t get tired of coming,” Kael observes. He’s waiting his turn. “Doesn’t get tired of being used. Doesn’t learn shame no matter how much we tell her she should be ashamed.”

“Bad omegas don’t learn,” Eli says. “They just keep taking it. Keep coming. Keep being shameful. That’s what makes them bad.”

The degradation continues. Round after round. Each one the same. Each one breaking me down further. Each one proving what I am.

“Round five,” someone says. I don’t know who anymore.

“Round six.”

“Round seven.”

“Is she still counting?”

“Don’t think so. She’s too far gone. Too broken. Too ashamed.”

I lose count. Lose track. There’s only the voices. The words. The shame. The cocks. The knots. The endless cycle of being used and degraded and proven wrong over and over.

“Bad omega.”

“Shameful.”

“Desperate.”

“Still wet.”

“Still clenching.”

“Still coming.”

“No shame at all.”

“The worst kind.”

The words layer. Build. Crush me under their weight. Each one a stone. Each one proof. Each one undeniable truth about what I am. What I’ve always been. Bad. Shameful. Desperate. Loving every second of my degradation.

At some point, I become aware of a change.

The heat is fading. The desperate clawing need is lessening. The edge is dulling.

My heat is ending.

But they’re not stopping.

“I think her heat is breaking,” Kael says. He’s inside me. Fucking me. “I can tell. Her scent is changing. The heat is fading.”

“But we’re not done,” Dante says. “We’re in rut. And rut doesn’t care if her heat is over.”

“Good,” Rhys says. “Now we’ll see the truth. Now we’ll see if she’s really bad. If she comes without heat driving her. Without heat as an excuse.”

Kael finishes. Knots me. Pulls out.

Eli pushes in. “Let’s test it. Let’s see if the bad omega comes without heat.”

He fucks me. Slow. Methodical. Testing.

I come. Still. Even without heat.

“There it is,” he says. “Proof. She doesn’t need heat. She’s just naturally bad. Naturally shameful. Naturally desperate for cock.”

The words hurt. Cut deep. Because they’re true.

My heat is gone. But I’m still coming. Still responding. Still desperate.

“This is what you really are,” Dante says. “Not an omega in heat. Just a bad omega. One who loves being used. Loves being degraded. Loves being fucked and knotted and filled.”

They continue. The cycle doesn’t stop. They’re still in rut. Still need to fuck. Still need to use me.

Knot after knot. Load after load.

And I keep coming. Keep responding. Keep proving what I am.

“Look at her,” Rhys says. “Heat is over. No excuse. And she’s still coming. Still desperate. Still shameful.”

“Bad omega,” Kael says.

“Worst omega,” Eli adds.

“Most shameful omega,” Dante finishes.

The words echo. Repeat. Over and over.

“Bad.”

“Shameful.”

“Desperate.”

“Look at her.”

“Still coming.”

“Even without heat.”

“Pathetic.”

“Disgraceful.”

“Only bad omegas do this.”

I’m crying continuously now. From shame. From exhaustion. From the overwhelming sensation that won’t stop.

But I can’t stop. Can’t make them stop. Can’t use my safe word even though I should. Even though any good omega would.

Because they’re right.

I am bad.

I am shameful.

I am desperate.

And even without heat driving me, even without the excuse of biology—

I love it. Crave it. Need it. Just like they said.

Another cock. I don’t know whose. Can’t tell anymore. Doesn’t matter.

They all feel the same. All say the same things. All make me come.

All prove what I am.

Another knot. Another load. Another orgasm.

My body is breaking down. Exhausted. Overwhelmed. Too much.

But they keep going. Keep using me. Keep filling me. Keep degrading me.

“She’s fading,” Eli says. “Look at her. Barely responding anymore.”

“Doesn’t matter,” Rhys says. “We’re still in rut. We’re going to keep fucking her until we’re done. Until our rut breaks. Whether she’s conscious or not.”

“That’s right,” Dante agrees. “The bad omega signed up for this. Begged for this. She gets all of it. Every second. Even if she passes out.”

The words should horrify me. Should make me panic. Should make me safe word.

But I’m too far gone. Too exhausted. Too overwhelmed. Too broken.

Another cock pushes in. I barely feel it. Barely process it.

Everything is distant. Foggy. Fading.

“She’s going,” Kael says. “She’s about to pass out.”

“Good,” Dante says. “Let her. We’ll keep going. The bad omega can wake up with a knot still inside her. Still being used. Still being exactly what she is.”

The fucking continues. I’m barely aware. Floating. Distant. Gone.

The sounds of their voices are distant. Muffled. Like I’m underwater.

“Bad omega.”

“Shameful.”

“Even passing out she’s still taking it.”

“Still locked on a knot.”

“Still being bred.”

“Still being exactly what she is.”

Another knot forms. I feel it distantly. Feel it locking inside me. Feel come flooding in.

But I can’t respond. Can’t make sounds. Can’t do anything.

“She’s out,” Kael says.

“Good,” Dante says. “Leave her there. Leave the knot in. Let her wake up knowing she passed out like this. Knowing she couldn’t handle it. Knowing she’s exactly what we said she is.”

“Bad,” Rhys says.

“Shameful,” Eli adds.

“Desperate,” Kael finishes.

“And we’re not done,” Dante says. “When this knot deflates, we keep going. We’re still in rut. The bad omega gets all of it. Whether she’s awake or not.”

The last thing I’m aware of before everything goes completely black—

The knot. Still inside me. Still locked. Still keeping me filled.

Still proving what I am.

Bad.

And then—

Nothing.


Chapter sixteen


I wake up slowly.

Awareness comes in pieces. Fragments that don’t quite connect.

Hands on me. Gentle. Unfastening restraints.

The hood is still on. Still dark. But I can feel the restraints loosening. My wrists first. The leather cuffs being unbuckled. Then my ankles.

I try to move. Try to help. Try to understand what’s happening. But my body won’t respond properly. Everything is heavy. Distant. Like I’m underwater.

“Shh,” a voice says. Dante. I recognize it even through the fog. “Just relax. We’ve got you.”

Arms around me. Strong. Steady. Lifting me from the cross. My legs won’t hold me. Won’t support any weight. I’m being carried like I’m nothing.

We’re moving. I can feel it. Being carried somewhere. Laid down on something.

Something pricks my arm. Sharp. Quick. A needle?

“What-” I try to say. Try to ask. But the word comes out slurred. Garbled. Wrong.

“Just a mild sedative,” Eli’s voice. Close to my ear. Gentle. Soothing. “You’ll be okay. Just relax. Let it work.”

Sedative. The word floats through my mind. Drifts. Doesn’t quite stick. Doesn’t quite make sense.

Why would they-

But then everything starts to feel even more distant. Even more dreamlike. Like I’m watching from very far away. Like this is happening to someone else and I’m just observing.

The hood comes off. Someone pulls it away gently. Carefully.

Light. Bright. Too bright. I squeeze my eyes shut. Can’t handle it.

“Easy,” Kael’s voice. “Take your time.”

When I manage to open them again, everything is blurry. Soft around the edges. Colors bleeding into each other. Nothing quite in focus.

I’m being laid down. Somewhere soft. Padded. Not the cross. Not the hard wood. Not the leather restraints.

The couch, maybe. I think it’s the couch.

Hands on me. Multiple sets. I can’t tell how many. Can’t count. Can’t focus.

They’re moving over my body. Gentle. Careful. Almost tender.

Warm. Wet. A cloth. Soft fabric against my skin.

They’re cleaning me. Wiping away the sweat that’s coating every inch. The come that’s dried on my thighs. The tears that stained my face. All the evidence of what happened. What I did. What I am.

I try to speak. Try to ask what’s happening. Try to ask if it’s over. But my mouth won’t form words properly. Won’t cooperate. My tongue feels thick. Heavy. Useless.

“Shh,” someone says again. Kael this time. I can tell by the precise way he speaks. “Don’t try to talk. Just let us take care of you.”

The cloth moves between my legs. Gentle. So gentle. Careful not to hurt. Cleaning the mess thoroughly.

I make a sound. Not quite a word. Not quite a moan. Just — noise. Evidence that I’m still somewhat aware.

“Almost done,” Eli says. “Just a bit more.”

More hands. Positioning me. Rolling me. Moving my limbs.

Dressing me?

Fabric slides over my skin. Soft. Familiar. My clothes. My regular clothes from— when? Before. From before all this.

My shirt. My sweatpants. Normal things. Regular things.

But something’s wrong. Something’s different. Something’s—

Hands between my legs. Spreading them.

And then I feel it. Something pressing against my entrance. Hard. Silicone.

The dildo.

Wait. No. That should be out.

But it’s pushing in. Sliding into me. My body is so sore. So tender. So raw from being used.

I whimper. The sound weak. Pathetic. Barely audible.

“Shh,” Eli’s voice. “I know. I know it hurts. But you need to stay full. Just a bit longer.”

It keeps pushing. Deeper. Until it’s seated fully inside me.

And then something else. The pump. I can hear the air hissing.

The knot inflates. Inside me. Stretching me from within. Making me whimper again.

“Good girl,” Dante says. “Taking it so well even now.”

And then pressure at my other entrance. The plug.

No. Please. I’m too sore. Too used.

But it pushes in anyway. Slowly. Carefully. But relentlessly.

I make a sound. Half whimper, half moan. Pain and fullness mixing.

“Almost done,” Kael says.

The plug seats fully. And then the belt. The chastity belt being positioned around my hips.

I try to protest. Try to move. Try to push it away. But I can’t. My arms won’t respond. The sedative has made everything slow. Heavy. Impossible.

Straps tighten. One by one. Buckles fasten with soft clicks. The familiar pressure settling over my hips. Between my legs. The metal plate pressing against me. Locking everything inside.

And then — click. The lock. The padlock securing the buckles. Making it permanent. Making escape impossible.

I whimper. Weak. Distant. But there.

I’m locked again. In my own clothes. But still filled. Still restrained. Still owned.

“There,” Dante says. His voice approving. Satisfied. “All set. Perfect.”

All set for what? Where am I going? What’s happening?

I try to ask. Try to form the words. Try to make them understand I need answers. But they won’t come. Can’t come.

“Shh,” Rhys says. His voice is quieter than usual. Almost gentle. “Don’t fight it. Don’t fight the sedative. Just sleep. Let it take you. We’ll handle everything.”

Sleep. That sounds good. Everything is so heavy. So distant. So impossible to fight.

I close my eyes.

And fall.
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I’m aware of movement. Rocking. Swaying.

Being carried again.

I try to open my eyes. Manage just a crack.

Metal bars. Close. Surrounding me.

The crate. I’m in the crate.

When did that happen? I don’t remember.

“She’s waking up,” someone says. Eli.

“Give her a few more minutes,” Dante responds. “We’re almost there.”

Almost where?

I try to ask. But sleep pulls at me again. Insistent. Demanding.

I fall.
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More movement. Different this time.

Vibration. Engine sounds.

A vehicle. I’m in a vehicle.

I force my eyes open. Just barely.

Dark. Night. Streetlights passing overhead.

The van. I’m in the van.

Someone is beside me. Holding me upright. Kael, maybe. I can’t quite tell.

“Almost home,” he says quietly. “Almost done.”

Home. The word drifts through my mind. Doesn’t quite connect.

My apartment. He means my apartment.

It’s over. This is over.

The thought makes something ache in my chest. Something I can’t quite identify through the sedative haze.

“Sleep,” Kael says. “We’ll get you inside.”

I close my eyes.


Chapter seventeen


When I wake up—Really wake up. Actually, fully wake up. I’m in my bed.

My bed. In my apartment. In my room.

The realization is jarring. Disorienting.

And then the pain hits.

Everything hurts. Every single part of my body screams in protest as I try to move.

My wrists are raw. Chafed from the restraints. My ankles the same. My shoulders ache from being held in position for so long. My thighs are bruised. Marked. Tender.

And my pussy-

I’m so sore. Swollen. Tender. Used. The dildo inside me presses against tissues that are raw. The plug feels too big. Too much. Everything is too much.

I try to shift position. Try to find relief. But the belt won’t let me. The straps are tight. The metal plate unyielding.

I’m locked.

Panic flares. Sharp. Immediate.

I’m locked in the belt. I’m home, but I’m locked. I can’t get it off. I can’t remove the toys. I can’t-

My breathing quickens. Gets shallow. My hands go to the belt. Scrabbling. Searching for the buckles. But they’re secured. Locked. I can’t undo them.

I can’t get out. Can’t free myself. Can’t—

And then I see it.

On my nightstand. Next to my phone. Next to my lamp.

A key. Small. Silver. Gleaming in the morning light.

The key to the belt.

The panic recedes. Slowly. Like a wave pulling back.

They left me the key. Left me able to remove the belt whenever I want. I’m not trapped. Not abandoned. Not forgotten.

Locked. Temporarily. Until I choose otherwise.

I reach for it. Pick it up. The metal is cool in my palm. Solid. Real. Proof that this is my choice now.

I hold the key. Look at it. Process.

It’s over. The heat cycle. The contract. All of it. Over.

I’m home. Alone. Free.

The thought makes my chest ache. Makes my throat tight. Makes my eyes sting with tears that haven’t fallen yet.

It was the best heat I’ve ever had. The most intense. The most overwhelming. The most completely, utterly satisfying.

I’ve had heats before. Of course I have. Every omega has. Monthly cycles that demand attention. Demand knots. Demand breeding.

But those were different. Those were with partners who were careful. Gentle. Respectful. Who asked permission. Who made sure I was comfortable. Who treated me like I was fragile. Like I might break.

This was nothing like that.

This was being locked in a cage. Being restrained on a table. Being used for hours. Being knotted over and over. Being called bad and shameful and desperate.

Being degraded. Being broken down. Being shown exactly what I am underneath all the pretense and politeness and self-control.

And it was perfect.

And it’s over.

I should be relieved. Should be happy it’s done. Should be grateful to be home and safe and alone and free to do whatever I want.

But I’m not. I’m sad. Deeply, achingly sad. Disappointed that it ended. Wishing desperately that it could have gone on longer. That I could have stayed. That I could go back right now.

What kind of omega feels that way? What kind of omega is sad that the degradation is over? That the use has stopped? That she’s no longer being called bad and shameful and desperate?

A bad one. That’s what kind.

The worst kind.

They were right. They were right about everything. Every word they said. Every name they called me. Every degrading comment.

All of it true.

I look down at myself. At the belt visible through my sweatpants. The outline of the metal plate clear. The bulk of the straps evident.

I’m still locked. Still filled. Still owned in a way even though I’m alone in my apartment. Even though they’re gone. Even though the contract is over.

The belt remains. The reminder remains.

I should unlock it. Should free myself immediately. Should remove the toys and shower and change clothes and try to return to normal. Try to pretend this never happened. Try to go back to being a good omega.

But I don’t want to. Not yet. Maybe not ever.

I want to sit here. In this moment. With the belt still on. With the reminder still present. With the evidence still locked against my body.

I want to remember. Want to hold onto this feeling. Want to stay in this space where I know what I am and I’m okay with it. More than okay.

Eventually, though, the discomfort becomes too much. The soreness. The tenderness. The constant pressure on tissues that are too used. Too raw.

I need to remove the toys. Need to give my body a break.

I unlock the belt. The click is loud in the quiet apartment. Final.

The straps loosen. I pull them free. The metal plate comes away.

And then the toys. The dildo first. I deflate the knot. Pull it out slowly. Carefully. Wincing.

The emptiness is immediate. Overwhelming.

Then the plug. Also removed carefully. Gently. My body protesting every movement.

I’m empty. Completely empty for the first time in—how long? Days?

It feels wrong. The absence feels wrong.

I should be relieved. Should be grateful. Should enjoy the freedom.

But I don’t. I hate it. Hate being empty. Hate the lack of pressure. Hate the reminder that it’s over.

I look at the belt. Lying on the bed beside me. The toys wet and used beside it.

They let me keep it. Let me keep everything.

I could put it back on. Could lock myself back in it. Could recreate the feeling. Could—

But the toys need to be cleaned. Need to be cared for.

And I need to shower. Need to take care of myself.

I stand. Slowly. Everything hurts. I’m marked all over. Bruises. Welts. Fingerprints. Evidence.

I gather the belt and toys. Take them to the bathroom. Clean them thoroughly. Carefully. Wash away all the evidence. Make them pristine again.

And then I shower. Let the hot water run over me. Wash away the last physical evidence. Watch the water run clean.

When I’m done, when I’m clean and dry, I stand in front of the mirror.

I look different. Not physically. Not really. But something in my eyes. Something in the way I hold myself.

I know what I am now. Know what I want. Know what I need.

Bad. Shameful. Desperate.

And I’m okay with that. More than okay.

I go back to my bedroom. Look at the belt. Clean now. Dry. Ready.

I should put it away. Should store it. Should try to move on.

But I can’t. I don’t want to.

I want it back on. Want the reminder. Want the feeling of being locked. Of being controlled. Of being owned.

Even without the toys. Even empty. I want the belt.

I pick it up. Feel the weight of it. The leather straps. The metal plate. The lock.

I step into it. Pull it up over my hips. Position the metal plate. Thread the straps through the buckles.

I pull them snug. Not as tight as they did. But enough. Enough that I feel it. Enough that I know it’s there.

My fingers find the padlock. The key still in my other hand.

I could leave it unlocked. Could give myself the option to remove it easily. Could maintain that freedom.

But I don’t want freedom.

I want this.

I thread the lock through the buckles. Position it. And click it closed.

The sound echoes in the quiet room.

Final. Permanent. Until I choose otherwise.

I’m locked. In my own apartment. By my own choice. Empty but restrained.

I take a breath.

And sigh.
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