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The milkshake machine whirred like a small airplane, and Lila wiped the counter with a rag that had seen better decades. Chrome reflected her face in warped segments—an eye here, a curl of dark hair there—and the vinyl stools squeaked whenever old Mr. Patterson shifted his weight. The diner smelled of coffee grounds and frying bacon, the jukebox humming something slow and forgettable. She'd been on her feet for six hours, and her arches ached in a way that made her think about the soaking bath she'd take when she got home to her studio apartment above the laundromat.

The neon sign outside buzzed and flickered, casting red light through the window in pulses. Riverton was the kind of town where nothing happened, which suited Lila fine. She poured coffee for the truck driver in booth three and collected quarters from the businessman who never tipped. Her uniform was regulation—pink with white piping, a little apron that tied at her waist and emphasized the curve of her hips in a way that got her better tips from the men and suspicious looks from their wives.

She was refilling the napkin dispensers when the doors burst open.

The sound was wrong—too loud, too violent. The glass rattled in its frame, and the bell above the entrance didn't so much ring as shriek. Four figures filled the doorway, and they were too big, too broad, their shoulders blocking out the streetlights beyond. Lila's hands stilled on the napkin dispenser, her breath catching in her throat.

They weren't human.

The first one had skin the color of old leather, gray-green and thick. His hair was slicked back with something that caught the light, dark and wet-looking, and his jaw jutted forward in a way that made his lower canines visible even when his mouth was closed. He wore a suit jacket that had been altered to fit his massive frame, the fabric straining across shoulders that belonged on a dock worker, not in her diner. Behind him came three more—one in a leather jacket that creaked with each movement, another with a scar that split his lip into a permanent sneer, and the last with eyes that tracked her like a predator watching prey circle a watering hole.

The air changed. It thickened with something she couldn't name—a scent that was part musk, part earth, part something that made her skin prickle and her pulse quicken. The temperature seemed to rise, though the thermostat on the wall hadn't moved.

"We're closed," Lila said, and her voice came out steadier than she felt. She set down the napkins and picked up a tray, holding it in front of her like a shield. "You'll have to come back tomorrow."

The one in the suit jacket—the leader, she could tell by the way the others deferred to him—smiled. His teeth were too sharp, too many. "No," he said, and his voice was gravel scraped over concrete. "You're our omega now."

The words didn't make sense. Lila's fingers tightened on the tray's edges until the metal bit into her palms. "I don't know what you're talking about. Get out before I call the police."

Mr. Patterson had already shuffled toward the back exit, and the truck driver was halfway out the front door, neither of them willing to get involved. She was alone with these creatures, and the realization settled in her stomach like a stone.

The leader—Gruk, though she didn't know his name yet—moved forward with a fluidity that shouldn't have been possible for something his size. The floor didn't shake, but it should have. Each step was deliberate, calculated. "The rut has chosen you," he said. "We smelled it three towns over. Your heat, calling to us."

"I don't have a heat," Lila said, but even as she spoke, she felt something shifting in her body. A warmth that started low in her belly and spread outward, making her thighs clench and her breathing shallow. She backed up until her hip hit the counter, the tray still clutched in front of her. "Stay back."

He didn't stay back.

They moved as a unit—practiced, coordinated. The one in the leather jacket circled around to her left while the scarred one took the right. The fourth hung back, blocking the door, his arms crossed over a chest that could have been carved from stone. Lila swung the tray at Gruk, putting all her weight behind it, but he caught it with one hand and tossed it aside. The metal clattered against the floor and spun to a stop under a booth.

"Feisty," the scarred one said, and he sounded pleased. "I like that in an omega."

Lila lunged for the phone on the wall, but the one in the leather jacket was faster. He grabbed her wrist, his grip firm but not painful, and pulled her back. She kicked at him, her shoe connecting with his shin, but it was like kicking a tree trunk. He didn't flinch.

"Enough," Gruk said, and the authority in his voice made the others pause. He reached into his jacket and pulled out something that gleamed in the neon light—metal cuffs, but they pulsed with a faint blue glow that made her eyes water when she looked at them directly. "These will help you understand."

"No," Lila said, and she hated the way her voice broke on the word. She tried to pull away, but the leather-jacketed one held her steady while Gruk approached. The cuffs were warm when they touched her skin, and the moment they clicked closed around her wrists, she felt it—a wave of something that crashed through her body like electricity.

Her knees buckled, and the scarred one caught her before she hit the floor. The warmth in her belly intensified, spreading to her breasts and between her legs. Her nipples hardened against the fabric of her uniform, and she felt a slickness gathering in her panties that made her cheeks burn with shame. But beneath the shame was something else—a need that gnawed at her, insistent and growing.

"What did you do to me?" she gasped, and her voice sounded distant, like it belonged to someone else.

"Omega-suppressing spell," Gruk said, crouching in front of her so they were eye-level. His eyes were yellow, she noticed, with vertical pupils that contracted in the light. "Keeps you on the edge. Makes you feel every moment of your heat, but denies you the release. You'll service us, milk our seed, and learn your place in the pack."

The words should have terrified her, and they did, but they also sent a jolt of something that wasn't entirely fear through her core. The cuffs pulsed against her wrists, and with each pulse came a corresponding throb between her legs—pleasure that built and built but never crested, leaving her panting and desperate.

The diner lights seemed too bright now, the chrome too sharp. She could smell them—all four of them—their scent overwhelming the coffee and bacon grease. It was intoxicating, and she hated herself for thinking so. Her body responded to them in ways her mind refused to accept, heat pooling low and insistent.

Gruk stood, pulling her to her feet with an ease that made her feel small and fragile. "This is our territory now," he said, gesturing to the diner with one clawed hand. "And you're ours. Fight all you want, omega. It only makes the claim sweeter."

Lila wanted to spit at him, to curse, to do anything that would show she wasn't broken. But the cuffs pulsed again, and her words dissolved into a whimper that made all four of them smile.



They dragged her through the swinging door into the kitchen, and the smell of old grease mingled with their musk in a way that made her stomach turn. The stainless steel counters gleamed under fluorescent lights, and pots hung from hooks like metal corpses. The dishwasher hummed in the corner, still running from the dinner rush, and steam rose from the industrial sink in clouds that caught the light.

Lila's heels scraped against the tiles as the scarred one—Zorn, she heard Gruk call him—pulled her deeper into the space. The cuffs pulsed against her wrists with a rhythm that matched her heartbeat, and each pulse sent waves of heat through her body that made her thighs tremble. She tried to focus on the anger, on the violation, but the need was growing harder to ignore.

"Set up the vats," Gruk ordered, and the one who'd blocked the door—Torg, built like a mountain and twice as silent—moved to the corner where large metal containers sat stacked against the wall. He lifted them with ease, muscles bunching under his shirt, and placed them on the floor in a line. They were the kind used for frying oil, maybe three feet tall and wide enough to fit a small child. The sight of them made Lila's skin crawl.

"What are those for?" she asked, though part of her didn't want to know the answer.

Rukar, the one in the leather jacket, grinned at her. He was the youngest of the four, she realized, though that didn't mean much when they were all massive and inhuman. "For the harvest," he said, like that explained everything.

Gruk shrugged off his suit jacket and draped it over a counter. His shirt followed, revealing a torso that was all hard planes and thick muscle, covered in the same gray-green skin. Scars crisscrossed his chest—old wounds that had healed into raised lines. He rolled his shoulders, and Lila heard the joints pop.

"You want to understand the pack," he said, not looking at her as he spoke. "Then you need to see how we work. The rut isn't just about breeding. It's about harvest. Our seed is valuable—potent. We collect it, sell it to those who need it. Fertility clinics, magic users, the desperate rich who'll pay anything for a guaranteed heir."

The words settled over Lila like ice water, cutting through some of the heat haze. They weren't just going to rape her—they were going to use her as a tool for their business. The realization made her want to vomit.

"I won't help you," she said, and the cuffs pulsed harder, making her gasp. The pleasure-pain was immediate, shooting from her wrists to her clit in a bolt that nearly brought her to her knees. Zorn's grip on her arm was the only thing keeping her upright.

"You will," Gruk said, and there was no malice in his voice. Just certainty. He turned to Rukar and crooked a finger. "Come here."

Rukar moved with eager energy, practically bouncing on the balls of his feet. His leather jacket hit the floor, followed by his shirt. His body was leaner than Gruk's, younger, with less scarring and more defined muscle. When he unfastened his belt and pushed down his pants, Lila looked away, but Gruk grabbed her chin and forced her head back.

"Watch," he commanded, and the word resonated through her like a physical force.

Rukar's cock was already hard, jutting out from his body in a way that defied physics. It was thick—thicker than any human's—and green-gray like the rest of him. But what made Lila's breath catch was the base. There was a swelling there, a bulge that looked almost like a separate structure, and as she watched, it grew larger, pulsing with visible veins.

"The knot," Gruk said, his voice taking on a lecturing quality that would have been absurd in any other context. "It locks us to our omega during breeding, ensures every drop of seed stays where it belongs. And when we're in rut, we produce more than any omega can hold. That's where you come in."

He moved behind Rukar and placed a hand on the younger orc's shoulder, pushing him forward until he was bent over one of the steel counters. Rukar went willingly, spreading his legs and bracing his hands against the metal. His cock hung heavy between his thighs, the knot fully swollen now, and Lila could see it throbbing.

Gruk positioned himself behind Rukar, and Lila realized with a start that he was hard too—his cock even larger than Rukar's, the knot at its base thick as her wrist. He gripped Rukar's hips and thrust forward in one smooth motion, and Rukar's groan echoed off the kitchen tiles.

The sight was obscene—two massive bodies moving together with a violence that should have been painful but clearly wasn't. Gruk's knot stretched Rukar's entrance, forcing its way inside with each thrust until it locked, and then Gruk was grinding deep, his hips flush against Rukar's ass. The younger orc's cock jerked, untouched, and fluid began to drip from the tip in thick, pearlescent drops.

"Feel the omega call," Gruk growled, and Lila realized he was talking to her. His yellow eyes locked on hers over Rukar's shoulder. "This is what your body wants. What it needs. The rut demands it."

Rukar came with a roar, his whole body shuddering, and his cock erupted. But instead of a few spurts, it was a flood—thick ropes of cum that kept coming, more than should have been possible. Torg moved smoothly, positioning one of the vats under Rukar's cock, and the seed splashed into it with audible wetness.

The smell hit Lila like a wall—sharp and musky, with an undertone that made her mouth water and her pussy clench. The cuffs pulsed harder, and she felt her arousal spike despite herself. Her panties were soaked now, the fabric clinging to her, and she could feel her own wetness beginning to run down her inner thighs.

"No," she whispered, but it came out weak.

Gruk pulled out of Rukar with a wet sound, his knot deflating enough to slip free. Rukar slumped against the counter, still pumping cum into the vat, and Gruk turned to Lila with a smile that showed all his teeth.

"Your turn," he said.

Zorn pushed her forward, and she stumbled, catching herself on the counter next to where Rukar was recovering. Up close, she could see the sweat on his skin, the way his muscles trembled with aftershocks. His cock was still hard, still leaking, and the knot had only partially deflated.

"Touch it," Gruk ordered, and when Lila didn't move, he grabbed her cuffed wrists and forced her hands to Rukar's knot.

The contact was electric. The knot was hot, almost feverish, and it pulsed under her palms with its own heartbeat. Rukar groaned and pushed back against her touch, and more cum spurted from his cock. Lila's fingers trembled as she felt the texture—smooth in some places, ridged in others, slick with fluids she didn't want to identify.

"Squeeze it," Gruk said, his breath hot against her ear. "Milk him properly."

She didn't want to comply, but the cuffs pulsed again, and this time the sensation was so intense that she cried out. Her clit throbbed with need, swollen and aching, and every nerve in her body screamed for release. Without thinking, her fingers tightened around Rukar's knot, and the orc made a sound that was half-pleasure, half-pain.

"That's it," Gruk murmured, and his approval made something in her chest tighten. "Feel how full he is. How much seed he has for you. This is what an omega does—services her pack, ensures the harvest is plentiful."

"I'm no omega," Lila said, but her voice shook, and the words sounded false even to her own ears.

Gruk's hand slid down her body, over the curve of her hip, and pressed between her legs through her uniform. The contact made her gasp, her hips jerking forward involuntarily. "Your body says different," he said, and she could hear the satisfaction in his voice. "You're dripping for us, and we haven't even touched you properly yet. The rut has marked you, whether you accept it or not."

The cuffs pulsed again, and Lila felt her resistance crumbling. Her hands worked Rukar's knot of their own accord, squeezing and stroking, and each time she did, more cum flooded into the vat. The sound of it was obscene—wet and heavy—and it mixed with her own ragged breathing and the orcs' grunts of approval.

Her body was on fire, every inch of her skin hypersensitive. The uniform felt too tight, too rough, and she wanted to tear it off. The ache between her legs was becoming unbearable, a need so profound that it overrode everything else. She hated them for doing this to her, hated herself for responding, but she couldn't stop.

When Rukar finally finished, the vat was nearly a quarter full, and Lila's arms were slick to the elbows. She was panting like she'd run a marathon, and the cuffs continued their relentless pulse, keeping her on the edge of something she couldn't reach.



The storage room smelled of cardboard and dust, and the single bulb that hung from the ceiling swung slightly when Gruk kicked the door shut behind them. Crates were stacked against the walls—supplies for the diner, canned goods and cleaning products—and the floor was concrete, cold even through Lila's shoes. The space was narrow, barely ten feet across, and with Gruk's bulk filling it, there was nowhere to run.

Lila backed up until her shoulders hit a stack of crates, the cardboard giving slightly under her weight. Her wrists ached from the cuffs' constant pulse, and her whole body felt like a live wire—every sensation amplified, every touch electric. The arousal was maddening, building and building with no release, and she wanted to scream.

"Please," she said, and she hated the word as soon as it left her mouth. "You don't have to do this."

Gruk approached slowly, each step deliberate. He'd stripped completely in the kitchen, and his body was a study in brutal efficiency—muscle layered over muscle, scars telling stories she didn't want to know. His cock stood rigid against his stomach, the knot at its base already swollen to full size, and the sight of it made her stomach drop.

"I do," he said simply. "You're omega. I'm Alpha. This is how it works."

He reached for her, and she tried to dodge, but there was no space. His hand caught the front of her uniform and pulled, and the fabric tore with a sound like paper ripping. Buttons pinged off the concrete, scattering into corners, and the cool air hit her skin like a shock. Her bra was thin cotton, practical rather than pretty, and it did nothing to hide the way her nipples had hardened into peaks.

"Don't," Lila said, but her voice was barely a whisper. She tried to cover herself with her cuffed hands, but Gruk caught her wrists and pinned them above her head with one hand. The cuffs pulsed against his palm, and the sensation shot straight to her core, making her gasp.

"You're beautiful when you're afraid," he said, and there was something almost gentle in his voice. It made her skin crawl more than if he'd been cruel. His free hand traced the curve of her waist, down to her hip, and then hooked into the waistband of her skirt. The zipper gave easily, and then the fabric was pooling at her feet.

Her panties were soaked—there was no hiding it. The white cotton was transparent with her wetness, clinging to the shape of her pussy, and when Gruk's fingers brushed over them, she couldn't stop the whimper that escaped her throat. The cuffs pulsed harder, and her hips jerked forward involuntarily, seeking more contact.

"That's it," Gruk murmured. "Your body knows what it needs, even if your mind hasn't caught up."

He tore the panties away, and the elastic bit into her skin before giving. She was exposed now, completely vulnerable, and the cold air on her overheated flesh made her shiver. Gruk's hand slid between her thighs, and his fingers found her slick and ready. He pressed one thick digit inside her, and Lila's head fell back against the crates with a thud.

"So tight," he said, working his finger in and out with slow, deliberate strokes. "Going to stretch you so good, omega. Going to fill you until you can't remember what it felt like to be empty."

"I'm not—" Lila started, but he added a second finger, and the words dissolved into a moan. The stretch burned, but the cuffs turned it into pleasure, and she could feel her walls clenching around the intrusion, trying to pull him deeper.

"Say it," Gruk commanded, his fingers curling inside her to press against a spot that made stars explode behind her eyelids. "Say you're my omega."

"No," she gasped, but it came out weak, unconvincing.

He withdrew his fingers, and the loss made her whimper. Then he was lifting her, his hands under her thighs, and her back was pressed against the crates as he positioned himself. The head of his cock nudged her entrance, hot and blunt, and Lila's breath caught.

"Last chance," he said, and his yellow eyes bored into hers. "Submit, and I'll make it good for you. Fight, and I'll take you anyway."

Lila spat in his face.

The reaction was immediate. Gruk's expression darkened, and he thrust forward in one brutal stroke. The penetration was agony—he was too big, too thick, and her body wasn't ready despite the wetness. Lila screamed, her hands clawing at his shoulders, trying to push him away, but he was immovable. He sank deeper, inch by impossible inch, until she felt like she was being split in half.

"Breathe," Gruk ordered, holding still once he was fully seated. "Your body will adjust."

She couldn't breathe. Every muscle was locked tight, her walls clenching around him in a futile attempt to expel the invasion. But the cuffs pulsed, and the pain began to shift. It was still there, a deep ache that radiated through her pelvis, but underneath it was something else—a fullness that her body recognized and responded to. Her wetness increased, easing the friction, and when Gruk pulled back slightly, the slide was smoother.

"That's better," he said, and he began to move. Short strokes at first, letting her adjust, but each thrust went deeper, harder. The crates behind her creaked with the impact, and Lila's nails dug into his skin hard enough to draw blood. Not that he seemed to notice.

The knot was still outside her, bumping against her entrance with each thrust, and she could feel how swollen it was—bigger than anything that should fit inside her. But Gruk was working up to it, she realized. Each thrust pushed the knot against her a little harder, testing her body's give.

"No," Lila gasped when she understood what was coming. "It won't fit. You'll tear me."

"It'll fit," Gruk said, his voice strained now. She could feel how close he was, the tension in his muscles, the way his cock throbbed inside her. "Omegas are made to take alpha knots. Your body knows it, even if you don't."

He thrust harder, and the knot pressed against her entrance with real force. Lila cried out, her hands pushing at his chest, but the cuffs pulsed and her strength evaporated. The pleasure was overwhelming now, drowning out the pain, and she could feel her body opening for him. Stretching impossibly wide, her flesh yielding to the pressure.

"Take my knot, omega," Gruk growled, and he slammed forward with all his strength.

The knot breached her, and Lila's scream echoed off the concrete walls. It was too much—the stretch too extreme, the fullness beyond what she could process. But then it was inside, and her body clamped down around it, locking him in place. She could feel every ridge, every vein, every pulse of his cock as it swelled even larger inside her.

"No more," she sobbed, but he was already moving again—short, grinding thrusts that rubbed the knot against places inside her that made her vision white out. "Please, no more."

"You can take it," Gruk said, and his hips pistoned faster. "You're going to take all of it. Every drop of my seed. Going to breed you full, mark you as mine."

The cuffs pulsed in rhythm with his thrusts, and Lila felt the orgasm building—a massive wave that would shatter her if it hit. But the cuffs held it back, kept her teetering on the edge, and the denial was torture. She was begging now, though she didn't know for what. For him to stop, or to let her come, or to just end this somehow.

Gruk's rhythm broke, becoming erratic, and then he was coming. The first spurt of his cum was scalding hot, filling her in a rush that made her gasp. But it didn't stop—just kept coming, more and more, until she felt it backing up inside her with nowhere to go. The knot held everything in, trapping his seed, and her belly began to swell slightly with the volume.

"Fuck," Gruk groaned, his forehead pressed against hers. "So good. Such a perfect omega."

The orgasm tried to crash over her, but the cuffs denied it at the last second. Lila convulsed, her whole body shaking with the need for release, but it never came. She was left hanging, desperate and aching, full of his seed and his knot, and the sensation was maddening.

"Please," she whimpered, and this time she was begging for release. "Please let me come."

"Not yet," Gruk said, and he sounded satisfied. "You come when I say you can come. When you've earned it."

They stayed locked together for what felt like hours but was probably only minutes. The knot slowly deflated, but every shift of their bodies sent new sparks through her oversensitized nerves. When he finally pulled out, the rush of fluid that followed made her cheeks burn with shame. It ran down her thighs in thick rivulets, and she could smell it—his scent mixed with hers, marking her.

Gruk lowered her to the floor, and her legs wouldn't hold her. She collapsed against the crates, her body marked and used, and the cuffs pulsed their relentless denial. Between her legs, she could feel the ache of being stretched, the evidence of his claim leaking from her, and over it all was the desperate, unsatisfied need that the magic wouldn't let her relieve.

"You're mine now," Gruk said, pulling his pants back on. "My omega. And before this night is over, you'll have the whole pack's scent on you."

The door opened, and the other three orcs stood waiting. Lila closed her eyes, but it didn't block out the reality.



The diner floor had been transformed in the time she'd been in the storage room, and Lila barely recognized it as the same space where she'd served milkshakes hours before. The booths had been shoved against the walls, creating an open area in the center, and the vats from the kitchen had been arranged in a semicircle. The smell of sex was thick in the air, mixing with the lingering scent of coffee and bacon grease in a combination that should have been nauseating but instead made her empty pussy clench.

Gruk half-carried, half-dragged her into the space and deposited her on one of the tables. The formica was cold against her bare skin, and she tried to push herself up, but her arms shook with the effort. The cuffs pulsed steadily, keeping her in a state of constant arousal that was becoming unbearable. She could feel Gruk's seed still leaking from her, running down her thighs to pool on the table's surface.

"My turn," Rukar said, his voice eager. He was naked now, his cock already hard and his knot swelling at the base. He moved around the table to stand behind her, his hands gripping her hips with a possessiveness that made her stomach flutter despite everything.

"I can't," Lila said, but her voice was hoarse from screaming. "Please, I can't take anymore."

"You can," Rukar said, and he sounded almost kind. His hand ran down her spine, and she shivered at the contact. "Your body was made for this. Made to service your pack."

He entered her in one smooth thrust, and the penetration was easier this time—she was stretched from Gruk, slick with seed and her own arousal. But it still made her gasp, her hands scrabbling for purchase on the table's edge. Rukar's cock was different from Gruk's—slightly thinner but longer, and it hit different spots inside her that made her toes curl.

"So wet," Rukar groaned, his hips snapping forward in quick, shallow thrusts. "Can feel the alpha's seed inside you. So hot."

The cuffs pulsed, and Lila felt the orgasm building again—that massive wave that the magic wouldn't let her ride. She whimpered, pushing back against Rukar despite herself, and he took it as encouragement. His thrusts became harder, deeper, and she could feel his knot beginning to catch on her entrance with each stroke.

"Going to knot you," Rukar panted. "Going to add my seed to the alpha's. Fill you so full you'll be dripping for days."

The knot pressed against her, and her body opened for it more easily than it had for Gruk. The stretch still burned, but the pain was distant, overridden by the pleasure that the cuffs amplified. When the knot popped inside and locked, Lila cried out, and Rukar groaned in satisfaction.

"Perfect," he muttered, grinding deep. "Such a perfect omega."

A hand tangled in her hair, pulling her head up, and Lila found herself face to face with Zorn's cock. The scarred orc smiled down at her, his expression predatory, and rubbed the head of his cock against her lips.

"Open up," he said. "Service your pack properly."

Lila clamped her mouth shut, turning her head away, but Rukar ground his knot against a spot inside her that made her gasp. Zorn took the opportunity to push into her mouth, and the taste of him—salt and musk and something distinctly non-human—flooded her senses.

"That's it," Zorn said, his hand tightening in her hair to hold her in place. "Take it deep. Show us what that pretty mouth can do."

He thrust into her throat, and Lila gagged, tears springing to her eyes. But Zorn didn't relent, just kept pushing until her nose was pressed against his pelvis and she couldn't breathe. He held her there for a moment, and she felt panic flutter in her chest, but then he pulled back and let her gasp for air.

"Again," he said, and thrust back in.

The rhythm was brutal—Rukar pounding into her from behind while Zorn fucked her mouth, and Lila felt like she was drowning. Her jaw ached, her pussy was on fire, and the cuffs kept pulsing their denial. Every nerve was lit up, every sensation magnified, and she couldn't think past the overwhelming physicality of it all.

Rukar came with a shout, his knot swelling impossibly larger as his seed flooded her. She could feel it mixing with Gruk's, filling her even more, and her belly distended slightly with the volume. The cuffs pulsed, and the orgasm tried to hit, but it was denied again, leaving her sobbing around Zorn's cock.

"Good girl," Rukar panted, his hands stroking her back. "Such a good omega."

Zorn pulled out of her mouth and moved around the table. Rukar's knot was still locked inside her, but Torg appeared at her front, and she realized with horror what they intended. Torg's cock was even larger than Gruk's, thick and intimidating, and he was positioning it against her mouth.

"No," Lila tried to say, but Zorn was behind her now, and she felt him pressing against her rear entrance—a place that had never been breached. "Not there, please—"

"Everywhere," Zorn said, and he pushed forward.

The burn was intense, even with the slickness that coated her from the previous claims. Lila screamed, but Torg used the opportunity to push into her mouth, muffling the sound. She was filled in every hole now—Rukar's knot still locked in her pussy, Zorn's cock forcing its way into her ass, and Torg's cock choking her.

The sensations were too much. She couldn't differentiate between pleasure and pain anymore—it was all just overwhelming input that her brain couldn't process. The cuffs pulsed faster now, matching the rhythm of the orcs claiming her, and she felt like she was going to shatter.

"Look at her," Gruk's voice came from somewhere nearby, sounding satisfied. "Taking all of us so well. Born to be a pack omega."

Rukar's knot finally deflated enough to slip free, and immediately Gruk was there, sliding into her pussy while Zorn continued to work her ass. The stretch of two cocks inside her, separated only by a thin wall of flesh, made her vision go white. She was so full she couldn't breathe, couldn't think, could only feel.

"Milk our seed," Rukar said, and she felt him position a vat under the table where their combined fluids were dripping. "Every drop is valuable."

Zorn came first, his seed flooding her ass in hot spurts that made her whole body shudder. Then Torg, filling her mouth and throat until she had to swallow or choke. Gruk was last, his knot forcing its way inside her already-abused pussy and locking as he bred her a second time.

The praise came from all sides—"Sweet omega," "So good," "Perfect"—and Lila felt something in her breaking. Not her body, though that was pushed beyond its limits. Something deeper. Some core of resistance that couldn't hold against the onslaught of sensation and denial and overwhelming physicality.

When they finally released her, she collapsed onto the table, cum leaking from every hole. The vats were fuller now, collecting the harvest, and the orcs stood around her like victors surveying their prize. The cuffs pulsed their relentless denial, keeping her on the edge of an orgasm that wouldn't come, and Lila heard herself whimpering—not from pain, but from need.

"Please," she whispered, and she wasn't sure what she was asking for anymore.



The rooftop was accessed through a rusty ladder in the back alley, and Gruk carried her up it like she weighed nothing, her body limp and unresisting in his arms. The night air was cool against her overheated skin, and the neon lights of Riverton spread out below them—red and blue and green signs advertising everything from liquor stores to motels. The diner's own sign hummed nearby, casting flickering light across the tar-covered roof.

They'd laid out a blanket—where they'd gotten it, Lila didn't know and didn't care. It was soft against her back when Gruk set her down, and she stared up at the stars that were barely visible through the light pollution. Her body ached everywhere—her jaw, her pussy, her ass, places she hadn't known could ache. But underneath the aches was still that relentless need, pulsing in time with the cuffs on her wrists.

She could feel their marks on her—inside and out. Gruk's scent was the strongest, but she carried all four of them now, their seed dried on her skin and leaking from her holes. Her belly was slightly distended from the volume they'd pumped into her, and when she shifted, she felt it slosh inside her in a way that should have been horrifying but instead made her clench with renewed arousal.

The cuffs pulsed, and Lila whimpered. She'd lost count of how many times she'd been on the edge of orgasm, how many times the magic had denied her. It had been hours—maybe the whole night—and her body was screaming for release. The need was so intense now that it overrode everything else. Pride, dignity, self-respect—all of it had been burned away by the relentless arousal with no satisfaction.

She traced the marks on her body with trembling fingers—bruises in the shape of handprints on her hips, bite marks on her shoulders and breasts, the stretched and aching feeling between her legs that told her she'd been used thoroughly. And underneath it all was a sick sort of pride. She'd taken all of them. Her body had survived what should have broken her.

"I can't resist this," she whispered to the empty air, and saying it out loud made something in her chest loosen. It wasn't surrender—not quite. It was an acknowledgment. Her body had betrayed her, responding to them despite her mind's protests, and the magic in the cuffs had made it impossible to deny.

Footsteps on the ladder announced their return, and Lila's pulse quickened. All four orcs climbed onto the roof, their eyes glowing slightly in the darkness. They were still aroused—she could see their cocks hardening as they approached—and her pussy clenched in response.

"Please," she said before they could speak, and her voice was raw. "Please, I need—" She couldn't finish the sentence, couldn't name what she needed, but they knew.

"Need what, omega?" Gruk asked, kneeling beside her. His hand cupped her face with surprising gentleness, his thumb brushing over her swollen lips.

"Knot me," Lila begged, and the words felt like acid on her tongue. But she was past shame now, past pride. "Knot me and release me. I can't—I can't take anymore without—"

"Without coming?" Zorn finished, and his scarred smile was knowing. "Without the cuffs letting you have what you need?"

"Yes," she sobbed. "Please, yes."

The four orcs exchanged looks, some silent communication passing between them. Then Gruk nodded. "You've earned it," he said. "Taken our knots, milked our seed, and served the pack well. Now we'll give you what you need."

They moved as a unit, practiced and coordinated. Rukar lay down on the blanket, his cock jutting up, and Gruk lifted Lila to straddle him. She sank down onto Rukar's cock with a moan, her body opening easily now despite the abuse it had taken. His knot caught at her entrance, and she ground down on it, desperate to feel it lock inside her.

"That's it," Rukar groaned, his hands gripping her hips to guide her movements. "Take my knot again. Show us how much you need it."

The knot popped inside, and Lila gasped. Zorn moved behind her, his cock pressing against her ass, and this time there was no protest when he pushed inside. The stretch was familiar now, almost welcome, and when he began to move, the friction between the two cocks inside her made her head fall back.

Torg stood in front of her, and she opened her mouth without being told. His cock slid past her lips, and she hollowed her cheeks, sucking him with an enthusiasm that would have shamed her hours ago. But that was before. Before they'd broken her down and rebuilt her into something that craved this.

Gruk watched from the side, his hand stroking his own cock slowly. "Beautiful," he said, and there was genuine admiration in his voice. "Our perfect omega."

The rhythm built—all three of them moving in her, using her, and Lila felt the orgasm building again. But this time, the cuffs didn't pulse harder to deny her. They pulsed differently, and she felt the magic shifting, changing. The denial was lifting, and the sensation made her sob with relief around Torg's cock.

"Come for us," Gruk commanded, and the words resonated through her like a physical force. "Show us what a good omega you are."

The orgasm hit like a freight train. It started deep in her core and radiated outward, making every muscle seize and every nerve fire at once. Lila's scream was muffled by Torg's cock, but the sound echoed across the rooftop anyway. Wave after wave crashed over her, each one more intense than the last, and she felt herself gushing around Rukar's knot, her release mixing with the seed already inside her.

The orcs came in unison—Rukar and Zorn filling her from both ends while Torg pumped his seed down her throat. Gruk moved forward and added his cock to her pussy alongside Rukar's, the impossible stretch making her orgasm spike again. Two knots locked inside her cunt, stretching her beyond what should be possible, and their combined seed flooded her until it had nowhere left to go.

The cuffs pulsed one final time, and then they clicked open. The metal fell away from her wrists, clattering onto the blanket, and the sudden absence of their magic made her gasp. But the heat didn't fade—it was hers now, not induced. Her body had fully embraced what they'd forced on it.

"Good girl," Gruk murmured, and his hand moved to her breasts. He squeezed, and Lila felt something shift inside her. A tingling sensation spread through her breasts, and then wetness. She looked down to see milk beading at her nipples, white droplets that gleamed in the neon light.

"The omega bond is complete," Rukar said, his voice awed. "She's lactating."

They took turns then, each orc latching onto her breasts and drinking the milk that flowed. The sensation was strange—almost ticklish but also deeply arousing. Each pull of their mouths on her nipples sent shocks straight to her clit, and she found herself grinding against the knots still locked inside her, chasing another orgasm.

When they finally released her, she collapsed onto the blanket, their seed leaking from every hole and her milk still flowing in slow trickles. The orcs arranged themselves around her like guards, their hands stroking her skin possessively.

Lila looked out over Riverton, at the neon signs and the empty streets, and felt the weight of what she'd become settle over her. She was theirs now—their omega, their vessel, their queen in a pack of monsters. Part of her still screamed against it, but that part was small and growing smaller. The rest of her—her body and increasingly her mind—accepted it.

The shame was there, mixing with the afterglow of the orgasm. But so was something else. A dark satisfaction. An acknowledgment that this was what she was now, and fighting it would only bring more pain.

She closed her eyes and felt Gruk's hand settle on her distended belly, where their seed made her swell. "Our omega," he said, and the others echoed it. "Our queen."

And Lila, lying on a rooftop under a sky that refused to show its stars, didn't argue.
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