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CHAPTER 1
DESPERATE MEASURES

The faces staring back at me from Haven Valley's crowded community hall tell me
everything | need to know. Fear has a scent—sharp and acrid with undertones of
desperation—and it fills the room despite my people's efforts to mask it with brave
expressions. | move between them, a hand on a shoulder here, a reassuring nod there,
playing the role of confident leader while my own stomach twists with sick dread.

A sudden wave of heat flashes across my skin, gone so quickly I might have
imagined it. | swallow hard, forcing my attention back to the meeting.

"The northern fields yielded less than sixty percent of projected harvest." Mayas
voice cuts through the murmurs as she points to the chart I've been avoiding looking
at too closely. "At current consumption rates, our stores will be depleted before
midwinter."

Midwinter. The word hangsin the air like a death sentence.

| force myself to study the supply charts, the neat columns and rows of numbers that
spell out our doom in clean, orderly fashion. Five years of careful planning, of
strategic negotiations, of building this haven from the ashes of the Conquest—all of it
threatened by a single bad harvest and the early frost that killed our backup crops.

"We've survived shortages before," | say, keeping my voice steady as | scan the
room. "We'll adjust rations, send additional hunting parties to the eastern woods?—"



"The eastern woods are being patrolled more heavily," interrupts Taro, my security
chief. His weathered face bears the scars of Blood Week, thick ridges of tissue where
oni claws had nearly taken his eye. "They've doubled patrols since that incident at the
Eastbridge Trading Post. Three foragers from Riverview didn't make it back last
week."

My hand moves unconsciously to the hidden pocket sewn into my vest, fingers
finding the small vial nestled there. My suppressants. Once a reliable shield against
my omega biology, now a dwindling resource becoming less effective with each
passing week. The black market supplier had wiped his brow nervously during our
last exchange, refusing to meet my eyes.

"Your physiology is building resistance faster than most," he'd warned, voice barely
above a whisper. "I can't guarantee effectiveness beyond another month. The
chemica composition?—"

"What about reaching out to the other settlements?' someone suggests from the back,
pulling me from the memory.

Maya shakes her head, her dark hair catching the lamplight. "They're all facing
similar shortages. The early frost affected everyone from the river bend to the
foothills."

The room falls silent, and | feel the weight of five hundred lives pressing down on my
shoulders. Five hundred people who look to me for survival, for protection, for the
answers I'm running out of.

"There is one option we haven't discussed.” Elias, my oldest advisor, speaks carefully
from his seat at the table. His eyes meet mine, and | already know what he's going to
suggest. My stomach clenches in anticipation, a tendril of primal fear curling through
me.



"The warlord," he continues, confirming my fear. "Kazuul Bloodcrest controls the
regional grain stores. A direct petition might?>—"

"The oni don't give charity," snaps Taro, slamming his fist against the table. "They
give orders, and they take whatever they want."

"Not charity,” Elias clarifies, his weathered hands spread on the table. "A negotiation.
We have skilled craftspeople, medicinal knowledge. We could offer?—"

"He would demand tribute," Maya interrupts, her implication clear in the way her
eyesflick to me, amoment of silent understanding passing between us.

The room temperature seems to drop several degrees as understanding ripples
through the gathering. Everyone here knows what "tribute” would mean. The oni
warlords have specific tastes when it comes to human offerings, and omegas top the
list.

Even saying his name—Kazuul Bloodcrest—sends a chill through the room. The
whispered stories about the Crimson Fortress and its master have reached even our
isolated valley. How he broke three human battalions single-handedly during the
initial invasion. How the ground itself is said to tremble when he's angered. How
omegas brought before him never leave his territory again.

"We've managed to stay beneath his direct notice for five years,” | remind them,
keeping my voice neutral despite the cold fear trickling down my spine.
"Approaching him directly would change that permanently. We'd be acknowledging
his authority over Haven Valley in away we've avoided until now."

But even as | speak, I'm calculating. The risk to the community versus the certainty of
starvation. The possible outcomes of a direct petition weighed against the impending
crisisthat would kill usall just as surely as an oni raid.



"I've dealt with their kind before,” | continue, ignoring the phantom pain that pulses
in the scar on my cheek, a reminder of my last close encounter with an oni during
Blood Week. "Leave thisto me. I'll draw up a proposal that might interest the warlord
without revealing our vulnerabilities.”

The meeting breaks up shortly after, the tension lingering as people return to their
tasks with new worry lines etched into their faces. | remain in the hall, staring at the
charts until the numbers blur together. Maya stays behind, her silence more telling

than words.

"You're not thinking of going yourself," she finally says, though it's not really a
guestion.

| lean against the table, suddenly tired. "Who else would you suggest?”

"Anyone but you." Her voice drops lower, and she steps closer, her healer's hands
checking my forehead with practiced precision. "Emi, you know the risk. If your
suppressants fail >—"

"They won't." The lie tastes bitter on my tongue. "l have enough for the journey."
Maya moves closer, speaking so quietly that even if someone were listening, they
wouldn't hear. "Y our last cycle came two days early. The resistance is building faster
than we anticipated.” Her fingers brush my wrist, finding my pulse. "And your scent
Is starting to change. It's subtle, but it's there."

| stiffen, pulse jumping beneath her fingers. "How noticeable?"

"To ahuman, barely. But an oni..." She doesn't need to finish the thought.

"I've calculated exactly how many days | have before needing another dose," | tell



her, pulling away and straightening my shoulders. "The journey to the Crimson
Fortress and back falls within the safety margin.”

"And if something delays your return?"

| don't answer because we both know the truth. If I'm delayed beyond my suppressant
window, my omega biology will announce itself with unmistakable clarity. The heat
would come first—a burning fever that no cold water could quench. Then the dlick,
humiliating evidence of my body's desperate readiness. And finally, the scent—the
potent, irresistible call to any al phawithin range.

An unmated omega in the presence of an oni alpha—especially one as powerful as
Warlord Kazuul—would face only one outcome.

"I'll take extra precautions,” | promise instead. "Double doses before the meeting."

After everyone leaves, | retreat to my private quarters, a small room attached to the
community hall that serves as both office and sleeping chamber. From the locked
drawer of my desk, | remove the territorial maps acquired through careful exchanges
with traveling merchants. The Crimson Fortress sits like a bloodstain at the center, its
influence spreading outward through veins of patrol routes and checkpoint markers.

| begin planning the journey, calculating distances and timing, marking potential
shelter points and danger zones. The direct route would take three days. A more
cautious approach, avoiding major checkpoints, would require five. Every additional
day increases the risk of my suppressants failing.

Another wave of heat pulses through me, more noticeable this time, leaving a thin
sheen of sweat on my brow. | pause, breathing slowly through the sensation. It
passes, but leaves behind an unsettling awareness in my core, a hollow emptiness that
the rational part of my brain knows isn't hunger.



When my eyes grow tired, | set down my pen and catch my reflection in the polished
metal surface of the water pitcher. The face staring back at me isn't what most would
expect of an omega. | stand nearly five-foot-ten, my frame athletic and strong from
years of training and leadership. My features are sharp rather than soft, my jaw
defined, my eyes watchful and analytical. Nothing like the delicate omegas prized by
oni lords, with their small statures and submissive demeanors.

This difference has been my shield as much as the chemica suppressants, alowing
me to pass as a beta when interacting with minor oni officials during previous
negotiations. But Warlord Kazuul is different. The rumors about his heightened
senses filtrate through all territory reports. Some claim he can detect an omega's scent
even through the strongest suppressants if he's close enough.

I'll need to maintain distance during any meeting. Keep air currents in my favor.
Speak confidently as a beta would, without the deference omegas instinctively show
to aphas. Never let my gaze drop, never expose my neck, never show the weakness
that might trigger his predatory instincts.

My hand finds the small vial in my pocket again, fingers curling around it like a
talisman. I've built this community through careful planning and strategic risk
assessment. |'ve protected these people for five years since losing my own family
during Blood Week when my father and brothers—all alphas—were systematically
executed by oni forces. | won't fail those who remain now.

But as | return to my maps, plotting approach routes to the Crimson Fortress, | can't
silence the voice in the back of my mind whispering that I'm planning my own
capture. That I'm delivering myself to the very fate I've spent years helping others
escape. | push the thought away and focus on the route, ignoring the tingling
awareness spreading beneath my skin, the subtle warming of my blood that signals
my body's growing resistance to the chemicals that have kept me safe.



This is about survival—not just mine, but everyone's in Haven Valley. Five hundred
lives against one risk. The calculation is simple.

| just hope | live long enough to see them survive the winter.
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CHAPTER 2
THE CRIMSON FORTRESS

The first glimpse of the Crimson Fortress steals my breath despite days of mental
preparation.

Our small delegation crests the final ridge as the setting sun bathes everything in
bloody light, and there it is—a monstrous structure carved directly into the
mountainside, glowing like an open wound against the darkening sky. The fortress
doesn't merely sit upon the mountain; it consumes it, as though some ancient creature
had burrowed into living rock and hollowed out its lair. Even from this distance, the
scale defies human comprehension. The central keep rises at least ten stories high,
with watchtowers stretching even further toward the clouds.

"Gods," whispers Taro beside me, his usual stoicism cracking. "The stories didn't
exaggerate."

A hot gust of wind carries strange scents from the fortress—molten metal, unfamiliar
spices, and something primal that makes the fine hairs on my arms rise. My body
recognizes the danger before my mind can fully processiit.

| force myself to breathe steadily, to analyze rather than react. "Remember the plan.
We're smply representatives from a productive settlement seeking trade agreements.

Nothing more."

But my heart hammers against my ribs as we begin our descent down the winding



road. With each step closer, the fortress grows more imposing, more impossible. The
crimson stone seems to pulse with its own heartbeat, the angular architecture
designed specifically to intimidate through sheer overwhelming presence. Sound
carries strangely here—distant clanging of metal, guttural voices speaking in the
harsh oni language, the occasional roar that might be beast or might be master.

The approach forces us through increasingly narrow passages, rocky walls pressing in
from both sides. A perfect place for an ambush, the strategic part of my mind notes.
A place where few can defend against many. The message is clear: approach at our
mercy.

At the first checkpoint, | get my initial close look at our captors' true nature. The oni
guards stand at least eight feet tall, their massive bodies making them appear almost
twice my height. Their skin ranges from deep crimson to burnt orange, covered in
intricate black tribal markings that | know from intelligence reports catalog their
victories and kills. The curved horns extending from their foreheads remind me of
predatory beasts, sweeping back over their skullsin polished arcs that end in wicked
points that catch the fading sunlight.

But it's their eyes that unsettle me most—golden irises with vertical pupils that
expand and contract as they track our movement, predators assessing prey with cold
calculation. | can almost fedl those eyes on my skin, like physical touches leaving
trails of ice.

"State your business," the larger guard demands, his voice rumbling so deeply | fedl it
vibrate through my chest and into my bones.

| step forward, careful to keep my stance confident but not challenging.
"Representatives from Haven Valley, seeking audience with Warlord Bloodcrest
regarding agricultural trade."



The guard's nostrils flare, massive chest expanding as he inhales our scents. For a
terrifying moment, | fear my suppressants have already begun to fail. But he merely
gestures for us to continue, his massive hand large enough to crush my skull with
minimal effort.

As we pass, | notice his companion scenting the air more deliberately, golden eyes
narrowing slightly as his gaze lingers on me a heartbeat too long before he returns to
his impassive stance. My stomach tightens with the first hint of real fear, an icy drop
dliding down my spine.

We pass through three more checkpoints, each with its own intimidating guards,
before reaching the massive iron gates of the fortress proper. Here, oni warriors in
more elaborate armor stand sentry, their weapons—enormous axes and curved
blades—displayed prominently. The battle axe closest to me stands taller than my
entire body, its edge honed to gleaming sharpness. Four humans working together
could barely lift it.

The gates groan open, the sound of ancient metal scraping against stone reverberating
through my bones like a death knell. We're escorted inside by a dlightly smaller oni
with orange skin and a single broken horn—some kind of lower-ranking officer, |
assume.

Inside, the true scale of oni architecture hits me like a physical blow. The entry hall
alone could fit our entire community building with room to spare. Doorways tower
fourteen feet high, clearly designed for beings who don't need to duck to enter a
room. Furniture carved from stone and wood would accommodate bodies three times
human size. Weapons displayed on walls like trophies speak of battles where our kind
never stood a chance.

Even the torch sconces sit well above where a human would place them, casting
strange shadows that dance along blood-red stone walls. The flickering light makes



the tribal markings carved into the stone seem to writhe and move, telling stories of
conquest and domination. Everything is designed to make humans feel small,
insignificant, conquered.

The air inside carries unfamiliar scents—spices | can't identify, metals being forged
somewhere deep within, and underlying it all, the musky, intimidating smell of alpha
oni. My body registers this last scent before my conscious mind can process it, and |
feel the first warning signs I've been dreading.

Heat. Just the dlightest elevation in my core temperature, a subtle warming that
spreads from my abdomen and crawls upward, signaling the beginning of my
suppressants failure. My sensitivity to scents shouldn't be this acute yet—I should
barely register the differences in oni pheromones, but instead each passing guard
leaves a distinct olfactory signature that my omega biology eagerly catalogs with
horrifying precision. One smells of mountain stone and pine; another carries notes of
smoke and forge-fire; a third reeks of leather and something metallic that might be
blood.

Sweat beads at my hairline despite the cool temperature inside the stone fortress. |
need to hurry this negotiation. The stress of the situation is accelerating my body's
response, burning through my suppressants faster than | calculated. | press my thighs
together, fighting against the first whisper of slickness threatening to gather there.

"You will wait here,” our escort announces, showing us into a chamber that might
serve as asmall greeting room for oni but feels cavernous to us. "Refreshment will be
provided."

The furnishings, clearly adapted for human use, suggest they receive enough visitors
to warrant such accommodations. A worrying thought—it means we're not the first to
seek audience, not the first to put ourselves at Kazuul Bloodcrest's mercy. | wonder
how many left freely, and how many remained as "tributes."



As soon as the escort leaves, Maya edges closer to me, her voice barely a whisper.
"Something's wrong," she murmurs, her healer's eyes missing nothing. "Y our scent is
changing."

"It'sfine," | lie, though we both know better. "Just the stress response.”

"We should leave," Taro insists, his hand instinctively moving to the hidden knife we
all know won't protect us if things go wrong. "Request a formal petition process
through intermediaries instead."

"There's no time," | remind him, rubbing my temple where a headache begins to
form. "Our people are already hungry."”

A human servant enters, carrying water and simple foods on a tray. She keeps her
eyes downcast, but | catch her assessing gaze as she arranges the offerings. She's
evaluating us—our clothing, our manner, our potential status. | recognize the
techniques because I've used them myself. She's gathering intelligence while
appearing servile.

| meet her eyes briefly, a silent acknowledgment between survivors. Her dlight
widening of pupils confirms my suspicion—she's scented what Maya noticed. The
subtle sweet notes that no beta would carry, the unmistakable undertone of an
omega’s biology fighting against chemical suppression. The servant leaves quickly,
and | know with certainty that the information about my changing scent will reach the
warlord before | do.

We wait for nearly an hour, a power play | anticipated. In the strategies of
dominance, making petitioners wait establishes control. | use the time to center
myself, to mentally review our proposal, to reinforce my beta persona. But my body
betrays me with each passing minute—the warmth in my core building incrementally,
my senses heightening as though awakening from a deep slumber. The stone bench



beneath me feels rougher against my increasingly sensitive skin. The torch flames
seem brighter, their crackling louder. The distant sounds of the fortress—metal on
metal, deep oni voices, heavy footsteps—grow more distinct.

| press my hand against my abdomen, willing the heat to subside. My other hand
finds the vial of suppressants in my hidden pocket, but | know taking another dose so
soon would be dangerous—potentially fatal. I've already doubled the recommended
amount before our journey. More might stop my heart rather than my heat.

When the door finally opens, an oni servant with ceremonia markings different from
the guards enters. "The warlord will see the leader alone.”

The statement falls like a stone into still water, rippling tension through our small
group.

"Absolutely not," Taro protests immediately, half-rising from his seat. "Our |eader
does not go unaccompanied.”

"The warlord's terms are non-negotiable," the servant states flatly, his golden eyes
flickering to me with aknowing glint that makes my stomach clench.

Before the argument can escalate, | silence Taro with a sharp gesture. "This is why |
came," | remind him quietly, struggling to keep my voice steady as another wave of
warmth pulses through me, settling between my thighs with insistent pressure.
"Follow evacuation protocol if | don't return by dawn."

The contingency plan we established before departure: if | disappear, they return to
Haven Valley immediately and prepare for relocation. No rescue attempts, no

negotiations. Survival of the community above all else.

Maya grips my arm, her fingers pressing against my pulse point—ostensibly a gesture



of concern, but | know she's confirming her suspicions about my elevated heart rate
and temperature. Her eyes convey what she doesn't dare say aloud: my suppressants
are failing far faster than we anticipated. She presses something small and hard into
my palm—an emergency dose of her strongest herbal blockers. Not as effective as
my chemical suppressants, but perhaps enough to buy me time.

| slip it into my pocket with a reassuring nod | don't feel and turn to follow the
servant. The corridor stretches before us, impossibly long and large, designed for
beings that could crush me without effort. Each step takes me further from safety,
further from the life I've built since the Conquest.

The massive guard who leads the way moves with surprising grace for something so
large. His footsteps make little sound despite his enormous weight, a predator's silent
tread. | force myself to match his pace, refusing to jog to keep up though my legs
must take two strides for each of his.

As we walk, the weight of my community's survival presses down on my
shoulders—five hundred lives depending on the outcome of this meeting. Yet
something else rises to compete with this burden: my own omega biology awakening
from chemical slumber at the worst possible moment.

Another pulse of warmth spreads through my lower abdomen, stronger this time,
leaving a hollowness that aches to be filled. My hands feel clammy, my skin suddenly
too sensitive against the fabric of my clothes. The scents in the fortress—especially
the musky alpha pheromones—grow sharper, more distinct, triggering responses I've
suppressed for years. My treacherous body remembers what it was designed for, what
the Conquest made inescapable: submission to an apha. Specifically, to the strongest
alpha my biology can detect.

| clench my jaw, fighting against the biological tide rising within me. Not now. Not
here. I've controlled this, buried it, denied it for five years. | can hold on for one more



meeting, just long enough to secure the food my people need.

But as we approach an immense doorway carved with battle scenes that seem to
move in the flickering torchlight—oni warriors trampling human soldiers beneath
their feet, claiming human females, establishing dominance through blood and
breeding—a treacherous whisper slides through my mind: What if | can't?
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CHAPTER 3
THE WARLORD'S GAZE

The audience chamber makes my breath catch in my throat. It's so massive that the
ceiling vanishes into shadow somewhere high above me, like a night sky swallowing
the tops of the pillars. The sound of my heartbeat echoes in my ears, competing with
the soft crackle of flames.

Massive pillars thick as ancient trees rise on either side of the central walkway, each
carved with battle scenes depicting oni warriors crushing human resistance. In one
carving, an oni holds a struggling human female against his body, her back arched in
what might be agony or submission. The firelight makes these figures seem to
breathe, to move, their silent screams almost audible in the cavernous space.

Fire pits dot the floor, their flames casting dancing shadows across blood-red stone
that pulses like aliving heart. The heat from these pits hits my face in waves as | pass
them, carrying the strange scent of whatever fuel they burn—something spicy and
foreign that makes my heightening senses reel.

And then | see him.

At the far end of the chamber, seated on a throne that appears to be constructed
entirely from weapons taken from defeated enemies—swords, axes, armor fragments
all melded together into a seat of conquest—Warlord Kazuul Bloodcrest waits. Even
sitting, his massive frame dominates the space. He must be at least nine feet tall when
standing. His presence radiates a primal authority that makes my carefully rehearsed



steps falter, as though the air itself has grown thick and resistant under the weight of
his dominance.

The oni warlord's skin is deep crimson, darker than the guards | passed earlier, like
freshly spilled blood that's just beginning to dry. Intricate black tribal patterns swirl
across his exposed chest and massive arms, not painted but seemingly embedded in
his flesh. Each marking, | know from our intelligence, records a victory or conquest.
There are so many they create an amost hypnotic effect as my eyestry to follow their
patterns—here, the sacking of a human city; there, a personal combat victory; along
his forearm, the subjugation of an entire province.

Polished horns curve back from his forehead like deadly weapons, their obsidian
shine catching the firelight as he tilts his head to study me. His forearms rest on the
jagged edges of his throne, each muscle defined and massive beneath his crimson
skin, speaking of strength that could snap me in haf without effort. His fingers,
ending in short black claws, tap a rhythm against the metal—one, two, three—as he
waits.

But it's his eyes that truly capture me—golden irises with vertical pupils that expand
and contract as | approach, like a predatory cat assessing its prey in shifting light.
They seem to glow from within, reflecting the firelight in a way no human eyes
could. Those eyes track my movement with unnerving precision, missing
nothing—not my careful steps, not the slight tremor in my handsthat | try to hide, not
the sweat beginning to bead at my temples.

That'swhat | am in this moment—prey walking voluntarily into the predator's den.

| force my face to remain neutral, my steps to continue despite the instinctive fear
clawing up my spine. Each footfall on the stone floor sends tiny vibrations through
my increasingly sensitive body. The scent here is overwhelming—smoke and metal
and something deeply primal that emanates from the warlord himself, a musk that



speaks directly to the omega biology stirring beneath my failing suppressants.

| stop at the designated distance from the throne—close enough for conversation, far
enough to be respectful. At least, that's what the servant indicated. The distance feels
dangeroudly intimate given the growing warmth in my core and the intensity of the
warlord's focus.

"Warlord Bloodcrest,” | begin, proud that my voice doesn't waver despite the
thundering of my heart against my ribs. "1 come representing Haven Valley to discuss
amatter of mutual benefit."

His gaze roams over me with unsettling thoroughness, taking in my height, my
stance, my features. His nostrils flare dlightly, expanding as he draws in my scent,
and | fight the urge to step back. A strange rumble, too low to be a proper growl,
emanates from his massive chest.

"Proceed,” he says finally, his voice so deep it seems to vibrate through my bones
more than reach my ears. The single word resonates in my chest cavity, making
something clench low in my abdomen.

| present our community's request with the strategic precision I've rehearsed for days.
Our proposal is organized to appeal to territorial productivity rather than mercy—we
need food supplies to survive the winter, and in exchange, we offer specialized
medicinal knowledge and crafted goods that would benefit his territory.

"Our settlement has consistently met production quotas,” | explain, keeping my tone
businesslike while acutely aware of a growing slickness between my thighs. "This
season's early frost created an unexpected shortfall. With supplemental resources, we
can maintain our usua output levels and continue contributing to territorial

prosperity."



| wait for his response, expecting immediate dismissal or perhaps cruel amusement at
our predicament. Instead, Kazuul leans forward slightly, his massive forearms resting
on his knees as he considers me with unexpected intensity. The movement wafts a
fresh wave of his scent toward me—earth and smoke and something metallic,
underpinned by alpha pheromones that make my knees want to buckle.

"Your proposal shows strategic thinking,” he says, his words measured and
thoughtful. "But it contains flaws."

He proceeds to question aspects of my offer with an intelligence that catches me off
guard. His understanding of agricultural cycles, resource management, and territorial
economics demonstrates a mind far beyond the brutal warlord of human nightmares.
He identifies weaknesses in my proposal that | believed well-conceaed, yet
acknowledges its merits with surprising fairness.

"Your projected harvest recovery assumes normal rainfall patterns,” he notes, one
claw tapping against the arm of his throne. "The coming winter will be drier than
usual. Y our compensation plan must account for this."

As our negotiation progresses, | notice subtle changes in his demeanor. His nostrils
flare more frequently, pulling my scent deep into his lungs. His golden eyes narrow
with increasingly focused attention, the vertical pupils contracting to thin dlits then
expanding again, like a predator catching an interesting scent. A muscle in his jaw
tightens, and his posture becomes more alert, more predatory.

And | fed it—the warmth in my core intensifying, spreading lower through my
abdomen like liquid fire. Sweat beads at my hairline despite the chamber's cool stone.
My skin feels too tight, too sensitive against my clothing, each brush of fabric across
my nipples sending unwanted sparks of sensation through my body. The warning
signs I've learned to recognize over years of suppression are now screaming their
alarm.



No. Not now. Not here.

| try to focus on our discussion, to maintain the persona of a beta settlement |eader,
but my body betrays me with each passing minute. Scents in the chamber grow
sharper—the smoke from the fire pits, the metallic tang of the weapons throne, and
strongest of all, the musky apha scent radiating from the warlord himself. My omega
biology, awakening from chemica dlumber, registers his pheromones with
frightening clarity, my body instinctively assessing his fertility, his dominance, his
suitability as a mate.

In the middle of explaining a point about medicina herb exchanges, Kazuul suddenly
goes still. His entire massive body freezes like a predator about to strike. The air in
the chamber seems to thicken, charged with sudden tension. Then he stands, rising to
his full towering height in one fluid motion that brings home just how enormous he
truly is. His head nearly disappears into the shadows above as he steps down from the
throne platform, each footfall sending tremors through the stone floor beneath my
feet.

| force myself not to retreat as he begins to circle me, his movements deliberate and
predatory. My heart hammers against my ribs, fight-or-flight instinct screaming at me
to run while my feet remain frozen to the spot. He moves with shocking grace for
something so large, each step silent despite his enormous weight.

"Y ou've hidden something important, little negotiator,” he growls, the rumble of his
voice so low it feels like it's coming from inside my own chest, vibrating against my
spine. "Something | can smell beneath your chemical mask."

Terror spikes through me, sharp and cold despite the heat building in my body. My
throat constricts as | struggle to maintain composure. He knows. Somehow, he
knows.



"I don't understand what you mean, Warlord," | manage, but the slight tremor in my
voice betrays me. Even worse, | feel a fresh surge of slick between my thighs, my
body's treacherous response to his proximity and the power he exudes.

He completes his circle, moving behind me where | can't see him. | feel his presence
at my back—the heat radiating from his body, the subtle disturbance in the air as he
breathes. Every instinct screams danger, yet something deeper, something I've
suppressed for years, urges me to lean back against him, to expose my neck, to
submit.

| remain rigidly upright as he comes to stand before me once more. From this closg, |
have to crane my neck to meet his gaze. His scent engulfs me—smoke and metal and
alpha musk that makes something deep in my belly clench with unwanted response.
Thisclose, | can see the texture of his crimson skin, the way the black markings seem
to have depth, as though they reach into his flesh rather than merely decorating it.

"Your suppressants are failing,” he states, satisfaction curling through the words.
"Did you think you could hide your nature from me? | could smell the omega beneath
your chemicals from the moment you entered my fortress."

My mind races, searching for denials, explanations, escape routes. But before | can
speak, his massive hand reaches out, fingers gently but inexorably gripping my chin.
He tilts my face up, forcing me to meet his golden gaze directly. His skin burns hot
against mine, nearly fevered compared to human temperature, the contact sending an
involuntary shiver through my body. His palm could easily cover haf my face,
reminding me just how physically outmatched | am.

"An unclaimed omega leading humans in my territory," he states, satisfaction
rumbling through his voice. His thumb brushes across my jawline in what would be a
caressif it weren't so possessive, the slight roughness of his skin leaving atrail of fire
inits wake. "How fortunate for both of us."



The words land like a physical blow. In this moment, | understand with perfect clarity
what I've done. | haven't just failed in my negotiation—I've delivered myself directly
into the hands of the most powerful apha in the territory. My carefully constructed
identity as a beta leader, the protection I've maintained for five years through
discipline and suppressants, shatters completely under his knowing gaze.

His hand still holds my face, his touch unmistakably proprietary. His pupils have
expanded dramatically, black nearly swallowing gold as he scents the omega
pheromones now freely emerging from my betraying body. There's no disguising it
anymore—the warmth has bloomed into unmistakable heat, the first slick dampness
gathering between my thighs in horrifying response to his proximity. My nipples
have hardened beneath my clothing, and my pulse races in my throat, visible to his
predatory eyes.

| should fight. | should run. | should do anything but stand here as my body
surrenders what my mind still desperately triesto protect.

But when | finally manage to pull away from his grip, stepping back on shaky legs, |
know it's already too late. There's nowhere to run in this fortress of blood-red stone.
No escape from the warlord whose territory | entered willingly, whose interest |'ve
now captured in the worst possible way.

Kazuul Bloodcrest watches me retreat with the patient certainty of a predator who
knows his prey has nowhere to go. His massive body blocks the path to the chamber
doors, and even if | could somehow reach them, an entire fortress of oni guards
stands between me and freedom.

"We can still negotiate,” | say, desperation making my voice hoarse as | struggle to
regain control of the situation. "My community needs food. That'swhy | came.”

A smile curves his mouth, revealing teeth dightly sharper than a human's, canines



that could tear flesh with disturbing ease. "Oh, we will negotiate, little omega," he
says, the title sending an unwanted ripple of response through my body. "But the
terms have just changed significantly."

His golden eyes drop to my throat where my pulse hammers visibly, then lower,
taking in the outline of my breasts, the curve of my hips with an ownership that
requires no physical touch to establish. His nostrils flare again, drawing in the scent
of my unwilling arousal with evident satisfaction.

"And | think," he adds, his voice dropping to a rumble that seems designed to vibrate
through my core, "you'll find my terms both generous and non-negotiable.”
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CHAPTER 4
BARGAINING WITH THE BEAST

My mind races as Kazuul looms over me, his massive presence blocking any escape.
The negotiations | carefully planned have crumbled to dust. I'm an unclaimed omega
before the territory's most powerful alpha, and my body betrays me with every
passing second.

| force my voice steady. "My omega status doesn't change the needs of my
community. Haven Valley still requires food supplies to survive the winter."

A rumbling laugh-growl emerges from Kazuul's chest, vibrating through the air
between us. His golden eyes fix on mine, vertical pupils dilating with predatory
interest.

"And what do you offer now, little omega?' One claw traces a pattern in the air near
my face. "Now that we both know what you truly are?*

| square my shoulders and meet his gaze despite every instinct screaming to lower my
eyes.

"I offer myself,” | state plainly. "Temporarily. In exchange for food deliveries to
Haven Valley through winter."

The words hang in the air. Five years fighting my biology, building a life where my
secondary gender doesn't define me—now | offer that very thing as a bargaining chip.



Five hundred lives against my temporary captivity. The math is simple, even if the
reality won't be.

Kazuul laughs, the sound echoing like thunder. The stone floor vibrates beneath my
feet. | catch his scent—hot metal and something spicy that makes my nostrils flare.

"You misunderstand your position." His massive hand grips my chin with cruel
strength. His claws dig into my skin, not enough to break it, but a clear threat. His
touch burns like a brand. "Under Conquest law, you're already mine to claim. The
only negotiation is whether your people benefit from your surrender."

My stomach drops. Of course. The Conquest law: all human omegas belong to Prime
alphas by right of conquest. I've been outmaneuvered before | began.

My body responds to this realization instantly. Heat blazes through my core. My skin
flushes. My breathing quickens. Worst of all, slick gathers between my thighs, warm
and mortifying.

| squeeze my thighs together, but that only intensifies the emptiness growing in my
core.

Kazuul inhales deeply, nostrils flaring. His golden eyes brighten with predatory
triumph, pupils narrowing to dlits.

"Your body understands what your mind resists." His voice drops to a rumble that
vibrates through my bones. One finger traces my throat where scent glands have
activated. "It knows what it was made for."

| clench my jaw against a shudder and fail. His touch awakens responses I've denied
for years.



"My people,” | manage, grasping for the reason | came. "What happens to Haven
Valley?'

A calculating look crosses his features. For the first time, | glimpse the intelligence
that's made him a successful warlord beyond mere strength.

"An interesting question." He releases my chin but stays close, his scent enveloping
me. "Most in your position would be begging for personal mercy by now."

The implication sends a chill through me. How many omegas has he claimed? How
many are still herein thisfortress?

He circles me. | stand rigid as a post while he paces, each footfall silent despite his
enormous size. His eyes rake over me like he's already undressing me, assessing
what's soon to be his property.

"Stop that,” | snap when his scrutiny becomes unbearable.

He bares his teeth in what might be a smile but resembles a snarl. "You don't give
orders here, omega.”

He completes his circle, coming to stand before me again.

"| offer terms," he announces. "Regular food deliveries through winter and spring.
Protection from raiding parties. Medical supplies when needed.”

My heart |eaps at the unexpected generosity—more than I'd dared hope for.

"In exchange?' | ask, aready knowing the answer.

"Your complete submission as my claimed omega." His gaze drops to my throat.



"Not temporarily. Permanently."

The chamber spins. Permanent claiming. Permanent ownership. Everything I've
fought against since the Conquest.

But my community will survive.

"I accept," | say, my voice steadier than | feel. "On one condition. | remain involved
in Haven Valley's governance. | need to know my people are truly protected.”

Kazuul's lips pull back, reveaing teeth sharper than a human's. "You presume to
make conditions?' He leans closer, his massive size making me feel like prey about
to be devoured. "But your strategic mind might prove useful. This is acceptable,
within limits | will define."

Relief floods me, followed by dread as| grasp what |'ve agreed to.

Then comes his final condition.

"The claiming must happen immediately," he declares. "Before witnesses."

My blood turnsto ice. "Witnesses?"

"Oni officias have already gathered in the central courtyard." The satisfaction in his
tone confirms he anticipated this outcome from the moment | entered his fortress.

"Y our status must be established beyond question. Publicly."

Horror washes over me. Not just claiming—public claiming. My body on display, my
submission witnessed, my most intimate surrender made spectacle.

"That's not necessary," | protest. "I've agreed to your terms.”



"It is precisely necessary." He grabs my hand, engulfing it completely in his massive
grip. His claws prick my skin in warning. He pulls me toward the doors, which swing
open at our approach. "Y our people will know exactly why they eat this winter. And
exactly what you've surrendered to feed them."

The corridor stretches before us. Each step feels like moving through quicksand.

My suppressed omega biology now rages fully awake. Fabric against my skin feels
like sandpaper. The ache in my core grows with each step. Slick soaks through my
undergarments, my body preparing despite my mind's rejection.

We pass oni guards who watch with predatory interest. Their nostrils flare as they
scent my emerging heat. None approach what is clearly their warlord's claim, but
several make crude gestures when they think I'm not looking.

A guard bows deeply as we pass. Another mutters something in the harsh oni
language that makes Kazuul laugh—a cruel sound that sends ice through my veins.

"The terms of our agreement,” | say, desperate to focus on something besides my
body's betrayal. "Will they be formalized?"

"Y our concern for detail even now is remarkable." His eyes narrow, assessing. "Yes,
they will be recorded and witnessed, just as the claiming will be. Every. Detail. Of
it."

The emphasis he places on those final words makes clear his intention—the claiming
will be witnessed in explicit totality.

We round a corner and nearly collide with a servant carrying linens. She flattens
herself against the wall, eyes downcast. | notice the thin collar around her neck—not
an omega, but a beta servant marked as property. Fresh bruises mottle her arms;



someone's been rough with her.

As we near the courtyard, voices reach my ears—dozens of them. The claiming won't
be witnessed by afew officials, but a crowd.

| digin my heels. "Wait." Fear finally overtakes calculation. "Please, not like this."

Kazuul stops, turning to face me. His massive frame blocks the corridor, cutting off
retreat. His expression hardens.

"Your heat accelerates,” he observes, voice lowered but no less threatening. He
inhales deeply. "l can smell it growing stronger by the minute. Soon you'll beg for
what you now dread. The claiming will happen regardless—this way, it serves
purpose beyond mere biology."

Another wave of heat pulses through me, making my knees weak. The suppressants
aren't just failing—they're breaking down completely. Years of chemica control
dissolving in hours.

"I can't," | whisper, though I'm no longer sure what I'm refusing.

"Y ou already have." He tugs me forward roughly, nearly pulling me off my feet.

We step through the archway into blinding sunlight. | blink rapidly as my vision
adjusts.

The courtyard stretches before us, surrounded by rising tiers of stone seating. In the
center Sits a raised platform covered in furs, marked with swirling ritual symbols.
Dozens of oni officials and warriors create a wall of crimson and black flesh. Some
wear elaborate decorations marking their status; others display battle scars proudly.



Their collective alpha presence hits me like a physical blow, making me gasp. My
omega biology responds instantly, a fresh wave of slick gathering between my thighs.

They al watch me—the human omega about to be claimed by their warlord. | am
property to them, a possession being formally claimed.

The redlity crushes me. Not just claiming—a claiming ceremony. By tomorrow,
everyone will know what became of Haven Valley's |eader.

My knees buckle. Kazuul's hand grips my arm, his claws digging in painfully, forcing
me to stay upright.

"Remember why you came,” he says, his voice cold and matter-of-fact. "Y our
sacrifice ensures your people's survival. That was the bargain.”

The oni observersfall silent as we approach. Only the wind, distant birdsong, and my
hammering heart break the silence.

Female attendants step forward, their faces impassive as they reach for my clothing.
One carries a bowl of scented oil. Another holds ceremonial garments—or what little
of them there are.

An older oni steps forward from the crowd, his horns elaborately decorated with
metal rings that clank together as he moves. He speaks in their language, his voice
carrying across the courtyard. The crowd responds with a chant that sounds like a
ritual challenge or affirmation.

When Kazuul answers, his voice rings with power and possession. He speaks my
name, and a ripple of reaction moves through the crowd—recognition, anticipation,
hunger.



I've crossed a threshold from which there is no return.

Haven Valley will survive the winter. And | will pay the price with my body, my
freedom, and perhaps eventually, my will.
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CHAPTER S
PUBLIC SURRENDER

The central courtyard stretches before me, and | realize with growing horror that what
I'm seeing is no ordinary gathering space. Thisisaritua combat arena, now prepared
for a claiming ceremony rather than battle—though the purpose seems equally
violent. My steps falter as | take in the scene.

Oni officials and warriors form a tight circle around a massive platform covered with
furs and painted with ritual symbols | don’'t recognize. Their enormous bodies create
an impenetrable wall of crimson and black flesh that permits no escape. The setting
sun casts blood-red light across everything, making the scene look like something
from a nightmare. Shadows lengthen as attendants light torches around the platform's
perimeter, the flames dancing in the evening breeze. The crowd watches me with
undisguised hunger.

"The ceremony follows ancient tradition,” Kazuul explains beside me, his deep voice
casual as though discussing weather rather than my impending violation. "Dating
back to before the Conquest, when an alpha claims a worthy omega.”

| can barely focus on his words. My body burns from the inside out, heat radiating
through my core and making my skin hypersensitive. Every brush of fabric against
my flesh feels like sandpaper, an agonizing torment, yet the alternative—removing
it—seems unthinkable.

"The claiming must be witnessed," he continues with disturbing precision. "The bite



mark will come later, after we confirm pregnancy takes. For now, the physical
claiming establishes my ownership according to oni custom.”

Ownership. The word lands like a physical blow. Five years fighting against this very
fate, only to walk directly into it.

Femal e attendants approach—human omegas, | realize with ajolt, their own claiming
marks starkly visible on their necks. Their expressions are carefully neutral, eyes
glazing over me with practiced indifference as they bow to Kazuul, then turn
expectant gazes toward me.

"They will prepare you for the ceremony,"” Kazuul states, nodding toward a small
pavilion at the edge of the arena.

"Prepare me?' My voice sounds strange to my own ears, higher than normal, thin.

One of the omegas answers, her eyes never meeting mine. "Ceremonia oils,
Warlord's prize."

The title makes my stomach clench. I'm already someone's possession in their eyes.

It's only when they lead me to the pavilion and begin removing my outer garments
that full understanding crashes over me. I'm expected to be completely bare for the
claiming. Exposed before dozens of witnesses.

"No," | manage, trying to step back, a pathetic attempt at defiance. "Thisisn't?>—"

“It will be easier if you don't resist,” the older omega whispers, her eyes finally
meeting mine with something like sympathy, aflicker of shared, bleak understanding.
Her gaze flicks meaningfully to where Kazuul waits, then back to me. "The oils help
with the... accommodation. Nothing can prepare you completely, but thiswill help."



My resistance crumbles against the overwhelming force of the situation. My
community depends on my compliance. Five hundred lives hanging in the balance. |
close my eyes and surrender to the preparation, forcing my mind to retreat from
what's happening to my body.

The omegas work efficiently, removing my clothing piece by piece. With each
garment stripped away, | feel more vulnerable, more exposed. They apply scented
oils to my skin, and the oil has a strange warming quality that makes my flesh tingle
wherever it's applied, heightening sensitivity until even the air against my skin feels
like an invasive caress.

To my shame and horror, my body responds with humiliating enthusiasm—nheat
building to near-unbearable levels, dick flowing freely between my thighs without
any direct stimulation. An emptiness forms in my core, a desperate yearning to be
filled that I've never experienced with such intensity. The suppressants haven't just
failed; they've collapsed completely, years of chemical damming suddenly broken
and releasing aflood of biological imperative.

By the time the attendants finish their work, I'm naked and trembling, my skin
flushed and sensitive, my mind clouded with a haze of unwanted arousal. They lead
me back to the main arena.

The moment | step from the pavilion, a hush falls over the gathered oni. Dozens of
golden eyes track my naked form as | wak unsteadily toward the platform. The
weight of their collective gaze is like a physical touch on my exposed flesh—my bare
breasts, my thighs, the dark curls between them, the most intimate parts of me now on
display. I've never felt so utterly vulnerable, so completely stripped of dignity and
protection. Some oni growl with appreciation. Others make guttural comments in
their harsh language that need no trandation. | keep my eyes fixed on the platform
ahead, fighting the urge to cover myself with my hands. Such gestures would be futile
and seen as resistance.



Kazuul waits there, and the sight of him sends a fresh wave of heat through my body.
His massive form is now bare of armor, ceremonial markings painted across his
crimson skin in patterns that seem to move in the torchlight. His towering height—at
least nine feet tall—makes me feel like a child in comparison. Every inch of him
ripples with muscle, his shoulders broader than two men standing side by side, his
arms thicker than my thighs. The black tribal markings covering his crimson skin
somehow accentuate his muscul ature, making him appear even more formidable.

But what captures my attention—what | can't look away from despite my terror—is
the full extent of oni male anatomy now on display.

His cock stands semi-erect, proportional to his enormous size, already thicker than
my wrist and still growing as he watches my approach, pulsing with alife of its own.
The length of it is staggering—easily reaching past his navel even before fully hard.
Veins pulse aong its crimson surface, and ridges line the shaft in a pattern unlike any
human male. What catches my eye is the strange, nodule near the base, a pronounced
ridge that seems to pulse with its own energy. A bead of clear fluid forms at the tip as
his golden eyeslock onto mine.

"This will tear me apart,” | whisper, genuine fear cutting through even the heat-
induced need clouding my thoughts.

Kazuul's golden eyes meet mine, vertical pupils fully dilated as he scents my fear
mixing with arousal. "You'll stretch,” he promises, his voice a low rumble that | feel
more than hear. "Omegas are made for this."

Before | can respond, his massive hands grip my shoulders, claws pricking my skinin
warning. He positions me on the claiming platform with terrifying efficiency. The
furs fedl soft against my overheated skin, a strange comfort in this nightmare. With
practiced movements, he arranges me on hands and knees.



The position itself is a declaration of my submission—my back arched, my body
completely exposed to the assembled witnesses. The moment I'm forced into this
posture, a chorus of appreciative growls rises from the crowd. | can feel their eyes on
me, examining and evaluating every inch of my displayed flesh. Humiliation burns
through me alongside the heat. Y et my body betrays me further, more slick gathering
shamefully between my thighs at this position of submission. | hear murmurs of
approval from the watching oni. One calls out something that makes others laugh—a
crude joke at my expense.

| feel Kazuul move behind me, his massive body radiating heat that | can sense
without seeing him. His hands grip my hips, each large enough to span from my waist
to the top of my thigh. The touch makes me jerk involuntarily, a whimper escaping
my throat. His thumbs spread me open, exposing my most intimate parts to the cool
evening air and the hungry gaze of the witnesses.

"The claiming begins,” he announces to the witnesses, his voice carrying across the
arena.

Then | feel it—the impossible width of his cockhead pressing against my entrance.
Despite the abundant dlick, despite the oils, despite my body's betraying readiness,
theinitial penetration draws a scream of genuine pain from my lips. The stretch burns
beyond anything I've experienced, my body fighting against an invasion it wasn't
designed to accommodate.

"Breathe," he commands, his voice darkly satisfied despite the relentless pressure.

| try to obey, to relax muscles clenched in resistance, but it's nearly impossible. The
head of his cock feels like a burning brand, stretching my entrance to its absolute
limit. Just when | think | can't take any more, when I'm certain I'll split apart,
something gives way and the widest part dlips partially inside with a wet sound that
draws approving growls from the watching oni.



"Good omega," Kazuul purrs, the praise sending an unwanted shiver down my spine.

He pushes forward relentlessly, each inch a fresh intrusion that makes me gasp and
tremble. | can fedl every ridge, every vein, every aien texture as he clams me,
creating friction unlike anything I've experienced. Tears stream down my face as he
continues his inexorable progress.

"Please," | sob, though I'm not sure if I'm begging him to stop or continue. "It's too
much."

"Y ou can take more," he growls, his massive hands tightening on my hips.

With each thrust, he works himself deeper, my body forced to accommodate his
impossible size. Through tear-blurred vision, | look down in disbelief to see my
abdomen visibly distended, bulging outward as his cock reshapes me from the inside.
The sight is as horrifying as it is strangely, shamefully arousing, visual evidence of
how completely he's claiming me.

After what feels like an eternity of stretching, burning pressure, | feel him hilted
inside me, his heavy sac pressed against me. The sensation of fullness is
overwhelming—I can feel him impossibly deep, pressing against organs that were
never meant to be touched this way. His cock creates a visible bulge in my abdomen,
aridge that extends almost to my navel.

"No human apha could fill you like this," Kazuul rumbles with satisfaction, his
hands adjusting their grip on my hips. "Look how perfectly you've taken me."

Then something happens that transforms everything—the strange nodule at the base
of his cock makes contact with my exposed clit and begins to vibrate with shocking
intensity. The sensation sends a bolt of pleasure so acute, so unexpected, that | gasp,
my body jerking involuntarily. The vibration isn't like anything human technology



could produce—it seems to penetrate directly to nerve endings | didn't know existed,
bypassing all resistance.

"Look how she takes me," Kazuul announces to the witnesses, his voice thick with
satisfaction. "This is what omegas were made for."

He withdraws almost completely, the drag of his ridged cock against my sensitive
walls creating a confusing mixture of pain and reluctant pleasure. Then he slams back
in with a force that drives the breath from my lungs. | cry out, the sound echoing
across the courtyard.

His massive hands grip my hips tighter as he establishes a brutal rhythm that shakes
my entire body. Each thrust is a controlled assault—pulling back until just the head
remains inside, then driving forward with enough force to jar my entire frame. The
platform beneath us creaks with the power of his movements.

With each thrust, the vibrating nodule stimulates my clit with perfect precision,
sending waves of unwanted pleasure radiating through my core. The pain doesn't
disappear—the stretch remains almost unbearable—but now it twines with a pleasure
so intense it borders on agony itself. Every ridge and vein of his massive cock drags
against sensitive nerves, while the bulbous head reaches places inside me that have
never been touched. Kazuul shifts his angle dightly, grinding the nodule against me
with deliberate pressure that makes me sob with unwanted pleasure.

"Y ou were made for this," he snarls, his voice degpening as his pace increases. "Made
to take my seed, to carry my offspring."

My face burns with humiliation as | realize every witness can see the way my body
accepts him—can see the bulge of his cock moving beneath my skin, can hear the wet
sounds of dick as he pounds into me. Worse is how obviously my body
responds—nipples hard despite my mental rejection, back arching instinctively to



take him deeper, helpless sounds of pleasure escaping my throat, sick flowing in
humiliating abundance around his invading length. The crowd watches with rapt
attention, their golden eyes fixed on the spectacle of my claiming. | am completely on
display, my most intimate responses observed by dozens of withesses who grunt and
growl their approval.

To my horror, | feel the first orgasm building despite my mental resistance. | try to
fight it, to deny my body this final betrayal, but the vibrations make it impossible to
control my response. When it crashes through me, | hear myself crying out in
unmistakable pleasure before witnesses, my body convulsing around his invading
length, my inner walls clenching in rhythmic pulses. The sound of my unwilling
ecstasy echoes across the arena.

The crowd roars in approval, a thunderous sound that drowns out my cries. Some oni
pound their fists against their chests. Others call out what can only be crude
congratulations to Kazuul. | hang my head in shame, tears streaming down my face.
To climax so publicly, so obvioudly, is the ultimate humiliation. Y et the vibrations
continue, mercilessin their stimulation.

"Yes," Kazuul roars, his pace becoming even more punishing as my body convulses
around him. "Take your pleasure from your alpha.”

The orgasm seems to go on forever, waves of unwanted ecstasy crashing through me
as he continues to thrust through my clenching muscles. Just as the intensity beginsto
ebb, the vibrating nodule shifts, finding a new angle that sends fresh sparks of
sensation racing through me, building toward another peak.

"Beg for more,” he commands, slowing his thrusts to allow me to speak. The
vibrating nodule maintains constant stimulation against my oversensitive clit, making
coherent thought nearly impossible.



| try to resist, to maintain this last shred of dignity, but my body has surrendered
completely to biological imperative. "Please," | gasp before | can stop myself, heat-
drunk and lost to physical sensation. "Please don't stop.”

The words emerge without conscious permission, omega biology completely
overriding rational thought as another orgasm builds impossibly quickly after the
first. | hear approving growls from the watching oni, their excitement at my
submission palpable in the air. One elder oni speaks in their guttural language,
gesturing toward where I'm visibly claimed. Others nod in agreement, a ritua
acknowledgment.

"Mine," Kazuul snarls, the word punctuated by a particularly deep thrust that makes
me cry out. "Say it."

"Yours," | whimper, unable to deny him anything as the second orgasm builds. "I'm
yours."

The admission tears a triumphant roar from his chest, the sound so primal it sends
birds scattering from nearby trees. His rhythm becomes erratic, more forceful, each
thrust driving the breath from my lungs. The vibrations against my clit intensify to an
almost painful degree.

The second orgasm hits even harder than the first, tearing a sob from my throat as
pleasure crashes through me in overwhelming waves. My vision darkens at the edges,
my body convulsing around his massive length. Through the haze of unwanted
ecstasy, | feel his cock swell even further, stretching me beyond what | thought
possible.

Just when | think | can't endure more, | feel a new pressure at my entrance. His knot
begins to swell, preparing to lock us together. | try to pull away in panic, but his grip
holds me immobile.



"Take it al," he growls, bearing down with his full weight now, his massive chest
against my back, his breath hot against my neck. "Take my knot, little omega.”

There's a moment of searing pain as the knot forces past my entrance, growing to the
size of my fist, then larger. A scream tears from my throat, the sound raw and broken.
The pain is blinding, absolute—then suddenly transforms as the knot locks into place,
pressing against spots inside me that trigger a third consecutive orgasm so intense it
momentarily whites out my vision.

I'm dimly aware of my own voice crying out, the sound primal and desperate.
Through the haze of pleasure and pain, | feel Kazuul's release—burning hot and
plentiful, flooding my womb with seed that seems endless. Each pulse of his cock
sends another jet of burning seed deep inside me, the quantity so great it visibly
distends my abdomen further, creating a rounded curve beneath where his cock
already bulges.

"Look at her take my seed," Kazuul announces to the witnesses, his voice rough with
satisfaction. His hand spreads possessively across my distended abdomen, showing
everyone how thoroughly he'sfilled me.

The crowd responds with appreciative growls and gestures. Some approach the
platform for a closer view, their golden eyes examining where we're joined, where the
evidence of my claiming is most visible. Through tear-blurred vision, | see oni
officials nodding approval around us, ritual witnesses acknowledging successful
claming with satisfied expressions. Some make gestures | don't
understand—blessings or protection rites, perhaps. One approaches with a ceremonial
bowl, collecting a mixture of our fluids that drips from where we're joined before
retreating with the offering.

We remain locked together by biology, unable to separate until his knot subsides. The
vibrating nodule continues pulsing against my overstimulated clit, forcing continued



tremors of pleasure that make me whimper and shake. He keeps me presented to the
crowd throughout, displaying me as thoroughly claimed, thoroughly conquered.

Part of me—the omega part I've suppressed for years—preens under the attention,
takes pride in being so thoroughly claimed by such a powerful alpha. This realization
fills me with fresh horror, that even in my humiliation, some primal part of me
responds with satisfaction.

Kazuul's massive body covers mine completely now, his weight supported on his
elbows to avoid crushing me. The heat of him is overwhelming, like being trapped
beneath a living furnace. His chest rumbles against my back as he makes a sound
almost like purring, satisfaction evident in every line of his massive frame.

"Mine now," he growls, voice pitched for my ears alone as he leans his massive body
over mine, covering me completely. His teeth graze the junction of my neck and
shoulder, not breaking skin yet but promising the permanent mark to come. "Body,
mind, and service—all mine."

| have no response, no resistance left. The claiming is complete, witnessed and
approved. Whatever | was before—leader, strategist, resistance fighter—has been
consumed by this new reality. I've been clamed by the warlord of the Crimson
Fortress, my body conquered as thoroughly as our lands were a decade ago.

As the sun disappears completely beyond the horizon, torchlight casts flickering
shadows across the courtyard. Many witnesses begin to disperse, their purpose
fulfilled, their guttural murmurs of satisfaction and approval a low thunder in the
cooling air. But Kazuul and | remain joined, locked together in the most primal
connection possible, and he shows no inclination to allow this public display to
conclude.

His massive hands, which had momentarily gentled, now shift with renewed purpose.



One dlides from my hip to cup my distended abdomen, fingers splaying possessively
across the curve his seed has created beneath my skin.

"Behold," he rumbles, his voice degp and carrying enough for the lingering officials
and high-ranking warriors to hear clearly. He angles my hips dlightly, a subtle but
deliberate shift that offers them an even clearer view of our joined state, of his knot
buried deep within me, of my naked, trembling flesh. "The Bloodcrest Warlord
claims his prize. See how she takes me, how she holds my seed. This is the future of
our strength.”

Every small movement he makes sends aftershocks of unwanted pleasure through me,
the vibrating nodule at the base of his cock continuing its relentless, merciless
stimulation against my over-sensitized clit even as the knot keeps us sealed together.
His seed remains trapped inside me, hot and heavy, a constant, undeniable presence
fulfilling the biological purpose of the knotting—ensuring breeding success by
keeping his seed contained exactly where it needs to be to take root. But there is more
than biology at play here; there is ownership, a brutal assertion of dominance.

He leans down, his breath hot against my ear, his teeth grazing the sensitive skin
there. "They see you, little omega," he growls, a dark satisfaction lacing his tone.
"They see you broken, filled, and mine. Every warrior here knows the scent of a well-
claimed omega. Y ourswill perfume this fortress for days."

His other hand traces the line of my spine, down to the swell of my buttocks, his
touch both a caress and a brand. He then deliberately, slowly, grinds his hips, not
with the force of his earlier thrusts, but with a knowing pressure that shifts the knot
within me, sending fresh waves of confused, agonizingly pleasurable sensation
through my exhausted body. | whimper, unable to stop the sound, my body arching
minutely against his.

The remaining Oni watch with a mixture of predatory interest and ritualistic



solemnity. Their golden eyes are fixed on my exposed form, on the undeniable
evidence of Kazuul's conquest. | am a symbol now, naked and sprawled on the
claiming platform, still impaled by their Warlord, my body slick with sweat and
fluids, his cum a heavy, warm weight within me. | can feel their gazes like brands on
my skin, cataloging every tremor, every helpless sound | make as Kazuul continues
his subtle torments that are also, horrifyingly, pleasures. A wave of fresh humiliation
washes over me, so potent it’s almost a physical blow. Thisisn't just claiming; thisis
a public declaration of my complete subjugation, my transformation into a breeding
vessel, atrophy.

He shifts again, his massive body a furnace against my back, and the vibrating nodule
finds a new, exquisitely sensitive spot. A choked sob escapes me as another wave of
sensation, too intense to be pure pleasure, too overwhelming to be pure pain, courses
through me. My inner muscles clench around his knot in a series of involuntary
spasms, afinal, humiliating betrayal by my own flesh.

"She still takes her pleasure,” Kazuul announces to the onlookers, his voice laced
with dark amusement and pride. "A fertile omega, eager for her Alpha." Thelieisas
blatant as my body's truth.

A horrifying thought, insidious and alien, flickers through the haze of my exhaustion
and shame: a tiny, shameful spark of omega pride at being so thoroughly, publicly
possessed by such an undeniably powerful Alpha. The thought is so vile, so contrary
to everything | am, that | almost choke on it, fresh tears of self-loathing joining the
others on my cheeks.

My last coherent thought before exhaustion finally claims me, dragging me under the
weight of Kazuul’s body still knotted within mine, is of Haven Valey—my people
will eat this winter. Five hundred lives secured through my sacrifice. | cling to this
knowledge as darkness rises to claim me, the sole, bitter victory in my complete and
utter surrender.
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CHAPTER 6
THE WARLORD'S PRIZE

| wake disoriented, my body aching in unfamiliar ways. Sunlight streams through
high windows, painting gold across a chamber larger than my entire living quarters
back in Haven Valley. For amoment, | can't remember where | am—then everything
crashes back with brutal clarity.

The claiming ceremony. The witnesses. The public surrender of everything | once
was.

| try to sit up and wince at the soreness radiating from between my thighs. My body
feels different somehow, as though rearranged from the inside out. The sheets
beneath me are silk, far finer than anything I've slept on since before the Conquest.
The bed itself could easily fit six humans, its size clearly designed for an oni's
massive frame.

When | finally manage to stand, | notice something else—my scent has changed. The
chemical edge of suppressants has vanished completely, replaced by something
richer, more distinctly omega. But layered through it is a new element—Kazuul's
apha musk, clinging to my skin despite the bath servants gave me after the
ceremony. I'm marked by his scent, claimed on alevel deeper than the physical.

Looking down at my naked body, | see evidence of last night's claiming—finger-
shaped bruises on my hips, a raw patch where his teeth grazed my neck, and a
lingering fullness in my lower abdomen. My muscles protest as | make my way to a



large basin of water, trying to wash away what can't be removed.

I've barely finished when the chamber door swings open. Kazuul enters without
knocking, his massive frame filling the doorway. He's dressed in what must be casual
attire for oni—a simple wrap around his lower body, his chest bare except for
ceremonial markings and the natural scaling that runs across his shoulders and spine.
The scales catch the morning light, obsidian black against his crimson skin, trailing
down his back like armor.

My treacherous body responds immediately to his presence, a rush of warmth
spreading through my core, slick beginning to gather between my thighs despite my
SOreness.

"You're awake," he observes, golden eyes tracking my instinctive step backward.
"Good. Your heat continues, though less intensely now that initial claiming is
complete.”

| wrap my arms around myself, acutely aware of my nakedness. "Where are my
clothes?!

"You'll wear what | provide,” he states ssmply, gesturing to a chest near the bed.
"Your previous garments have been disposed of. They carried chemical scents that
interfere with our bonding."

The casua dismissal of my possessons—my identity—sparks anger that
momentarily overrides fear. "Y ou had no right?>—"

"I have every right," he interrupts, his voice still calm but carrying an undercurrent of
steel. "You are mine now, little omega. Your body, your presentation, your
purpose—all belong to me."



He crosses the room in three long strides, moving with a predator's grace that belies
his enormous size. When he reaches me, one massive hand cups my face, tilting it up
to meet his gaze. His palm feels scorching against my skin, his natural temperature
far hotter than any human's.

"The sooner you accept this reality, the easier your adjustment will be."

Before | can respond, his mouth clams mine in a kiss that's surprisingly gentle
compared to last night's brutality. His lips are hotter than a human's, his taste exotic
and alien—smoke and spice and something metallic. Despite my determination to
resist, my body responds—lips parting, breath quickening, that damnable dlick
gathering again between my thighs.

"Your body aready understands,” he murmurs against my mouth. "Your mind will
follow."

What happens next establishes the pattern for days to come. Kazuul lifts me as
though | weigh nothing, carrying me back to the bed. His wrap falls away, revealing
his massive cock already hardening, the strange nodule at its base beginning to pulse
visibly asit responds to my heat scent.

"No," | manage, though the protest sounds weak even to my own ears. "I'm still sore
from?>—"

"You'll adjust,” he promises, positioning me on my back, his enormous body looming
over mine. "Each claiming makes your body more receptive."

The bed dips dramatically beneath his weight as he braces himself above me, his
body radiating heat like a forge. His size is overwhelming—shoulders broad enough
to block out the light from the windows, arms thicker than my thighs holding his
upper body above me. The black tribal markings across his crimson skin seem to shift



and move in the morning light, recording victories | can't read but sense in the power
of hisframe.

He lowers his head to my neck, inhaling deeply at my scent gland. The sensation
sends an involuntary shiver through me, a primal response to apha attention that
bypasses my conscious resistance. When his tongue, hotter than any human's, traces
the spot where his teeth grazed me last night, my back arches without my permission.

"Already responding better,” he notes with satisfaction, one massive hand dliding
down my body to confirm what he can already smell—the gathering slick between
my thighs.

His finger probes gently, testing my readiness, and | bite my lip to hold back a
whimper. I'm still tender from the previous night's claiming, but my body betrays me
again, producing more slick at his touch despite the lingering soreness.

When he positions himself between my thighs, the head of his massive cock pressing
against my entrance, | close my eyes, unable to watch my own surrender. The first
push stretches me again, burning slightly but nowhere near the searing pain of the
initial claiming. My body—traitor that it is—remembers him now, opens for him
more readily.

"Look at me," he commands, and | force my eyes open to meet his golden gaze. His
pupils have contracted to vertical dlitsin the morning light, giving him an even more
predatory appearance. "Watch as | claim what's mine."

He pushes forward with measured care, and | can't help but look down to where our
bodiesjoin. The sight is still shocking—his crimson cock disappearing into my body,
the visible bulge it creates beneath my skin as he sinks deeper. It should be
impossible to take something so large, yet my body accommodates him with each

passing day.



When he's fully seated inside me, his cockhead pressing against my cervix and
creating a distinct bulge in my lower abdomen, he pauses, alowing me a moment to
adjust. The full sensation is overwhelming—being completely filled, stretched to my
limit, reshaped from the inside to fit him specifically.

"Ready?"' he asks, though it's not really a question.

Before | can respond, he begins to move, establishing a rhythm more measured than
last night's claiming but no less possessive. Each thrust shifts my entire body on the
silk sheets, his size and strength making resistance futile. The initial discomfort fades
faster than I'd like to admit, replaced by sparks of unwanted pleasure as ridges along
his shaft drag against sensitive spots inside me.

Then the nodule at the base of his cock makes contact with my clit, and everything
changes. It begins to vibrate with that same impossible intensity | experienced during
the claiming ceremony, sending jolts of pleasure so acute they border on pain
radiating through my core.

"No," | gasp, even as my hips buck upward involuntarily. "Too much?—"

"Your body disagrees,” Kazuul observes, adjusting his angle dlightly to maintain
perfect contact between the vibrating nodule and my most sensitive spot. "It knows
what it needs."

He's right, and that knowledge burns worse than any physical discomfort. Within
moments, the vibration dissolves my resistance, transforming me into a creature of
pure sensation. My nails dig into his arms, leaving marks that would tear human skin
but barely indent his tougher hide. My legs wrap around his waist without conscious
instruction, pulling him deeper.

The first orgasm takes me by surprise, crashing through me with an intensity that



tears acry from my throat. My inner muscles clamp down around his invading length,
trying to hold him deep as pleasure courses through me in unstoppable waves.

Kazuul growls with satisfaction, his pace increasing as my body convulses around
him. "That's it," he rumbles, golden eyes watching my face as | come apart beneath
him. "Take your pleasure from your apha."

The possessive terminology should repulse me, but in this moment of biological
surrender, it only triggers another wave of shameful heat. The vibrating nodule
doesn't stop—if anything, it intensifies, sending aftershocks of pleasure through me
that build impossibly toward a second peak.

"I can't," | whimper, overwhelmed by sensation. "Not again so soon?—"

"You can," he ingists, his massive hand sliding beneath my hips to tilt them upward,
changing the angle to drive him even deeper. "And you will."

The new position makes his cockhead press directly against a spot deep inside that
sends white-hot sparks of pleasure racing through me. Combined with the relentless
vibration against my clit, it's too much. The second orgasm hits harder than the first,
stealing my breath and vison momentarily as my body surrenders completely to the
claiming.

Only then does Kazuul allow himself release, his rhythm becoming more forceful,
more primal. When his knot beginsto swell, locking us together, | feel the hot rush of
his seed flooding me, the quantity still shocking as it fills me completely. The
sensation of being knotted, of being claimed so thoroughly, triggers a third, smaller
orgasm that |leaves me trembling and weak beneath him.

We remain locked together, his massive body still braced above mine to avoid
crushing me with his weight. The knot will take nearly an hour to subside enough for



separation, and he uses this time to reinforce his dominance in other ways—his hands
mapping my body possessively, his mouth marking my neck and breasts with small
claiming bites that won't scar but will leave visible evidence of ownership.

"Mine," he murmurs against my skin, the word both threat and promise.

And in this moment, with his seed locked inside me and pleasure still coursing
through my veins, | can't muster the will to deny it.

* % %

The administrative meeting is already underway when Kazuul enters with me at his
side. The chamber falls silent as a dozen oni officials rise in respect for their warlord,
then settle back into their discussions with practiced ease. Their golden eyes flick
toward me with mild interest—a new omega is noteworthy, but public claiming is
common enough in oni society that it warrants only passing attention.

I'm dressed in what Kazuul selected—a silk robe in deep crimson that matches his
skin, embroidered with black patterns that echo his tribal markings. The fabric is so
fine it feels like water against my skin, providing the illusion of coverage while
actually concealing nothing from oni senses. Their nostrils flare subtly as we enter,
taking in the scent of recent claiming that must cling to me despite my attempts to
wash it away.

"Any updates on the eastern border?' Kazuul asks as he takes his seat at the head of
the massive stone table.

Instead of directing me to a separate chair as I'd hoped, he pats his thigh in clear
command. My face burns as | understand what's expected. Not just attending the
meeting—being displayed during it.



"Not today," | whisper, stepping back instead of forward. "Please, not in front of >—"

His hand snakes out with predatory speed, gripping my wrist hard enough to remind
me of his strength without leaving bruises. "Come here" he says, his voice
deceptively conversational while his eyes promise consequences for continued
defiance.

The officials continue their discussions, barely acknowledging my resistance. Thisis
clearly routine—alpha warlords establishing dominance over newly claimed omegas
issimply business as usual in the Crimson Fortress.

| pull against his grip, alast desperate attempt at preserving some dignity. "l can sit
beside you," | offer, voice low and urgent. "I'll be quiet, | promise."

Kazuul ssimply smiles, the expression all teeth and no warmth. With one effortless
tug, he pulls me off balance, sending me tumbling forward. Before | can catch
myself, | land exactly where he intended—across his lap.

"Now then," he says, turning his attention back to the meeting as though nothing
unusual has occurred. "The harvest reports?”

An officia with orange skin and multiple horn fragments—battle trophies, |
realize—begins detailing crop yields while Kazuul's massive hand presses against my
lower back, keeping me positioned exactly as he wants. | feel something shift beneath
me—a growing hardness pressing against my thigh through his formal wrap.

"The southern quadrant shows a seven percent increase,” the official reports, his
voice steady and professional despite the display unfolding before him.

"Good," Kazuul responds, his attention apparently on the meeting while his hand
slides beneath my silk robe. "Those drainage modifications are working then."



His fingers trace up my inner thigh, and | tense immediately, trying to close my legs.
His other hand grips my knee, forcing my thighs apart with such casual strength that
my resistance feels laughable. My heart hammers against my ribs as | realize what's
about to happen—not just humiliation, but public violation disguised as normal
procedure.

" want numbers from the northern settlements by the end of the week," he continues
to his administrator, even as his fingers reach the juncture of my thighs. He leans
close to my ear, his voice dropping to a whisper meant only for me. "Already wet for
me, little omega? Y our cunt remembers who ownsit, even if your mind still fights."

The crude words send an unwanted spike of heat through me, my body responding to
his dominant tone despite my mental rejection. A small whimper escapes my throat as
hisfinger circles my entrance, gathering the slick evidence of my body's betrayal.

While discussion turns to patrol schedules, Kazuul shifts me dlightly, his hands
moving to the tie of hisformal wrap. | feel him working at the knot, and panic risesin
my throat.

"What are you doing?' | hiss, though | know exactly what's coming.

"What do you think?' he murmurs against my ear, his hands never pausing.

| hear the soft rustle of fabric as his wrap falls open beneath me. Then | fedl it—the
hot, hard length of him freed from its confinement, pressing against the underside of
my thigh. | can't help but look down, and the sight makes my breath catch. Even after
days of claiming, the sheer size of him remains shocking—thick as my wrist, ridged
along its length, the head flared and already glistening with precum. The nodule at the
base pulses visibly, seeming to sense my proximity.

The officia speaking doesn't miss a beat, though his eyes briefly flick to what's



happening at the head of the table before returning to his report. The normality with
which everyone treats this display makes it somehow more humiliating—this
violation of my dignity isn't even remarkable enough to interrupt business.

"No," | breathe, trying to shift away from the massive cock now fully exposed
beneath me. "Not here."

Kazuul's only response is to grip my hips, his massive hands spanning from my waist
to the tops of my thighs. With deliberate slowness, he positions me directly above his
length. | feel the hot, blunt head pressing against my entrance through the thin silk of
my robe.

"Please," | whisper, afinal pleaas| meet his golden eyes. "Don't?—"

Without warning, he tears the delicate fabric between my legs, the sound of ripping
silk barely audible over the continued meeting discussion. The air hits my exposed
skin, and | feel severa pairs of eyes flick in our direction before returning to their
reports with professional detachment.

"The westernmost checkpoint requires additional personnel,” the commander
continues, his voice steady despite the tableau unfolding before him.

"Approved,” Kazuul says, then leans to whisper in my ear again. "Your pretty cunt is
already dripping for me. I can smell how much you want this, no matter what your
mouth says."

| shake my head in denial, but my burning face and the slick now coating his
cockhead tell a different story. The humiliation of being exposed, of having this
massive cock poised to claim me while important territorial matters are discussed as
though nothing unusual is happening, creates a confused heat that spreads through my
core.



With one powerful upward thrust, he impales me on his massive length. The sudden
penetration forces a gasp from my throat, the stretch still significant despite days of
claiming. The officials continue their reports without pause, though | notice a few
nostrils flaring as they scent my arousal and Kazuul's satisfaction.

"Sorry for the interruption,” Kazuul says, his voice perfectly conversational despite
the visible bulge his cock createsin my abdomen. " Please continue.”

An elderly advisor with elaborate horn decorations clears his throat. "As | was saying,
the supply routes from the eastern settlements have shown increased efficiency."

As the official delivers his report, Kazuul shifts his hips dlightly, ensuring the nodule
at the base of his cock makes perfect contact with my clit. The moment it begins to
vibrate, 1 bite my lip to stifle a moan, the intense pleasure shooting through me
without warning.

"Your greedy cunt is squeezing me so tight,” Kazuul whispers against my ear, his
voice low enough that only | can hear the filthy words. "Y ou're going to come in front
of all my advisors, aren't you? Going to show them exactly what you were made for."

| try to remain still, to maintain some semblance of dignity, but the vibration
increases, sending jolts of unwanted pleasure radiating through my core. My
breathing quickens noticeably, and | see one advisor glance up from his notes, his
expression professionally neutral despite the obvious claiming happening before him.

"Haven Valley's food deliveries have begun as scheduled,” reports another official.
"First shipment arrived yesterday."

This information penetrates the haze of unwanted pleasure. Haven Valey. My
people. The reason for my sacrifice. They're receiving the promised supplies. The
knowledge offers small comfort as another wave of pleasure builds, stronger than |



can fight.

"Excellent,” Kazuul responds, one hand dliding around to press against my lower
abdomen, feeling his own cock moving within me. Against my ear, he continues his
filthy commentary. "Y ou're going to come now, omega. Going to soak my cock with
that sweet cunt while everyone pretends not to notice how well I've trained you."

The vibrations intensify, and to my utter humiliation, he's right. The orgasm crashes
through me without permission, my body shuddering visibly though | manage to
suppress any sound. | grip the edge of the table, knuckles white as pleasure
overwhelms my resistance.

"Seems my omega approves of the Haven Valley arrangement,” Kazuul says to the
room, his voice casua though his meaning is clear. A few advisors nod in
acknowledgment, but no one comments directly on my visible climax—such things
are clearly routine in these meetings.

The session continues in this obscene fashion—territorial reports and governance
decisions interspersed with my repeated, visible surrender. Kazuul maintains his
public persona of the attentive warlord while whispering the filthiest things
Imaginable against my ear, describing in explicit detaill how my body responds to
him, how tight | feel around his cock, how he plans to fill me with his seed until it
drips down my thighsfor all to see.

Each whispered degradation sends fresh heat spiraling through me, my body
responding to his words almost as much as to the physical stimulation. By the third
orgasm, I've given up any pretense of composure, reduced to clinging to the edge of
the table as pleasure tears through me again and again.

The officials maintain their professional demeanor throughout, though | occasionally
catch aflaring of nostrils or a quickening of breath when a particularly strong orgasm



makes me shudder visibly. Their matter-of-fact acceptance of this public claiming
somehow makes it more degrading—my surrender isn't even noteworthy enough to
disrupt business.

"I believe we've covered everything essential,” Kazuul announces after my fifth
climax leaves me limp and trembling in his lap. "The council is dismissed. WEelll
reconvene tomorrow."

The officials file out without lingering or commenting on my claimed state—this is
simply how meetings end in the Crimson Fortress. As the heavy door swings shut,
leaving us aone in the council chamber, | feel Kazuul's massive hands tighten on my
hips.

"Now | don't have to be gentle,” he growls, lifting me off his cock with alarming
suddenness. Before | can react, he stands, one hand gripping the back of my neck.

"What are you—" My question cuts off as he forces me forward, bending me over the
massive stone table. The polished surface is cool against my heated skin, my cheek
pressed against reports and territorial maps.

"Now | can fuck you properly," he rumbles, kicking my legs apart with hisfoot. "The
way an oni claims his omega.”

His massive cock presses against my entrance again, the head hot and insistent.
Despite everything that's happened—despite multiple orgasms during the meeting—I
still try to pull away. My hands scrabble for purchase on the smooth stone, seeking
escape from what's coming.

"Please,” | gasp, though I'm not sure if I'm begging him to stop or continue. My
treacherous body still responds to his presence, slick gathering between my thighs
despite my mental resistance.



Kazuul's answer is to slam into me with a force that drives the breath from my lungs.
The penetration is deeper in this position, his cock reaching places inside me that
make stars explode behind my eyelids. | cry out, the sound echoing in the now-empty
chamber.

"That's it," he snarls, pulling back only to thrust forward again with bone-jarring
intensity. "Let me hear you now that we're alone.”

He sets a punishing rhythm, each thrust powerful enough to slide me forward on the
table until his hands grip my hips, holding me in place for his claiming. The slap of
his body against mine fills the chamber, punctuated by my gasps and his deep,
rumbling growls.

"Thisis what you were made for," he tells me, one massive hand sliding up my spine
to tangle in my hair. He pulls my head back, forcing my back to arch. "Taking my
cock. Bearing my seed. Being claimed whenever and however | desire.”

The new angle allows him to reach even deeper, the head of his cock pressing against
my cervix with each powerful thrust. The vibrating nodule still presses against my
clit, its intensity increasing as his excitement grows. Despite my exhaustion, despite
the soreness from the meeting, my body responds with humiliating eagerness.

"No more," | plead as another orgasm begins building impossibly. "l can't?>—"

"You will," he commands, his pace becoming even more relentless. The table beneath
us creaks with the force of his thrusts, maps and documents scattering to the floor.
"Y our body knows who ownsit."

His cock somehow swells even larger, stretching me beyond what | thought possible
after days of claiming. The ridges along his shaft drag against my sensitive inner
walls with each withdrawal, only to push back in with overwhelming fullness. My



legs tremble, my entire body at his mercy as he takes what belongs to him.

The orgasm hits without warning, tearing a scream from my throat that reverberates
off the stone walls. My inner muscles clamp down around his invading length, trying
to hold him deep inside as pleasure crashes through me in waves that leave me
breathless and weak.

Kazuul roars in response, his thrusts becoming erratic as his own climax approaches.
| feel the base of his cock beginning to swell, the knot forming that will lock us
together. With one final, powerful thrust, he buries himself to the hilt, the knot
pushing past my entrance with a bright burst of pain-edged pleasure.

His release floods my womb in hot pulses, each one accompanied by a growl that
vibrates through his massive chest. The quantity is as overwhelming as always, my
abdomen visibly distending as he fills me with his seed. The knot keeps everything
sealed inside, exactly as biology intended.

| collapse against the table, utterly spent, tears streaming silently down my face. Not
from pain—though there is some—but from the overwhelming reality of my new
existence. From the knowledge that my body has betrayed me so completely, finding
pleasure in its own conquest.

Kazuul remains inside me, locked by biology in the most primal connection possible.
But rather than waiting quietly for the knot to subside, he reaches for papers that were
pushed aside during our coupling.

"What are you doing?' | manage to ask, voice hoarse from screaming.
"Work continues," he says matter-of-factly, spreading a fresh parchment on my back.

| feel the scratch of a quill against the surface, the dlight pressure as he uses my body
as a writing desk. "These reports must be completed before tomorrow's council



session.”

The casual dismissal of what just happened—the way he simply continues his
administrative duties while still knotted inside me—creates a new level of
humiliation | hadn't thought possible. I'm not even worth his full attention after
serving my purpose. Just a convenient surface, an object to be used in whatever way
suits him at the moment.

"Haven Valley's supply allocation needs adjustment,” he comments, the quill
scratching steadily across the parchment on my back. "Your settlement has more
children than the initial reportsindicated.”

The mention of my community pierces through my degradation. Even now, even like
this, he's ensuring my people are cared for according to our agreement. The
complexity of the situation—of my captor fulfilling his promises while using me in
the most demeaning ways—is almost too much to process.

The knot remains swollen inside me, keeping us joined as he continues writing. Each
small movement shifts it dightly, sending aftershocks of sensation through my
oversensitive body. Occasionally he pauses to stroke a possessive hand down my
spine or grip my hip, reminding me that I'm not forgotten—merely subjugated.

"Tell me about the medicinal needs of your people,” he demands, still writing. "Be
specific about quantities.”

| answer automatically, the strategic leader in me responding even as the rest of me
lies conquered on the council table. The dichotomy is jarring—my mind still working
for my community's benefit while my body serves as both vessel for his seed and
desk for his administration.

For nearly an hour we remain like this—his knot slowly subsiding as he completes



report after report on my back. By the time he's finally able to withdraw, leaving me
empty and leaking onto the stone table, I've helped formulate three supply schedules
and a patrol rotation that will better protect Haven Valley's outlying fields.

"You serve multiple purposes well," Kazuul observes, gathering his completed
reports as seed and dlick run down my thighs. "Both your body and your mind belong
to me now."

| want to deny it, to raill against this possessive declaration. But as | slowly push
myself up from the table, legs trembling and body aching, | know there's truth in his
words. I've been clamed completely—physically, yes, but aso mentaly as I've
begun to adapt to this new redlity, to find ways to function within it rather than
simply fight against it.

When helifts me into his armsto carry me back to his chambers, I'm too exhausted to
resist. My head falls against his chest as darkness rises to claim my consciousness,
the physica and emotional toll of my new redlity finaly overwhelming me
completely.

My last coherent thought before surrendering to exhaustion is of Haven Valley—my
people will survive the winter. Five hundred lives secured through my sacrifice. This
knowledge sustains me as | dlip into oblivion, cradled against the massive chest of the
warlord who now owns me in every way that matters.
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CHAPTER 7
HOUSEHOLD HIERARCHY

My heat breaks like a fever, leaving me hollow and clear-headed for the first timein
weeks. The constant burning need that consumed my every thought has subsided,
replaced by an unfamiliar emptiness and the horrifying clarity of what's happened to
me.

| stand at the window of my new quarters, watching dawn break over the endless
agricultural territories surrounding Crimson Fortress. Fields stretch to the horizon in
perfect geometric patterns, evidence of oni efficiency. The massive red stone
structure beneath me houses a world | need to understand if I'm to survive. My
community depends on it.

My fingers absently trace the bruises on my wrists, fading reminders of Kazuul's
massive hands holding me in place during the endless claiming sessions that filled my
heat. The marks are yellowing now, healing faster than my pride. My body still aches
in places | never knew could hurt, stretched beyond what should be physically
possible by his impossible anatomy. Yet the soreness carries uncomfortable
memories of pleasure | never wanted to feel—the vibrating nodule that stripped away
my resistance, the orgasms that tore through me against my will.

The chambers I've been given speak volumes about my new status. The bed could
eadly fit four humans, though it's barely adequate for Kazuul's massive frame. Plush
furs cover surfaces designed for comfort rather than utility. Delicate carvings adorn
furniture built to oni scale. Everything screams privilege and value—possessions



worthy of protection rather than tools meant for work.

And that's what | am now. A possession. A prize.

A knock at the door interrupts my thoughts. Not the thunderous impact of oni
knuckles but something more delicate. Human.

"Enter," | call, straightening my spine and squaring my shoulders. Whatever comes
through that door, I'll face it with the same strategic calculation that's kept me alive
thislong.

The woman who enters moves with measured grace, her small stature making her
appear aimost childlike at first glance. Her delicate features and perfect posture match
every stereotype of the idea omega, but something in her watchful eyes makes me
reassess immediately. This is no simpering breeding vessel but a survivor who's
mastered the art of navigating dangerous waters.

"I am Vora," she says, her voice deliberately modulated to pleasant softness that
doesn't match the sharp assessment in her gaze. "Senior omega within Warlord
Bloodcrest's household. I've been instructed to orient you to your new position."”

My strategic mind immediately registers several important details. The extensive
ritual scarification visible across her neck and arms speaks of long service within the
Bloodcrest clan. The careful distance she maintains and the way her eyes
continuously scan the room for potential threats reveals survival instincts honed
through years of captivity. She carries herself like someone who has learned exactly
how much space she can safely occupy.

“I'm Emi Sato," | respond, though she surely knows this already.

Her lips curl dlightly. "Yes. The omega who led a human settlement and negotiated



directly with the Warlord. Y our reputation precedes you."

"My community needed food," | say simply. No need to explain the desperation that
drove me here or the catastrophic failure of my suppressants.

"And now they have it, while you have this." She gestures to the luxurious chambers,
her tone neither envious nor judgmental. "A fair exchange by Conquest standards.”

The bitter taste of bile rises in my throat. Nothing about this arrangement feels fair,
but arguing the point seems pointless. Instead, | focus on gathering information.

"l assume there arerules | need to learn."

Vora nods approvingly. "Straight to the practical. Good. That will serve you well."
She crosses to the window, standing beside me to gaze out at the territories. "Y our
unusual size and strength bought you freedom temporarily. But they make your
position here more precarious, not less. Oni respect power, including the power to
endure what others cannot."

"I've noticed,” | say dryly, remembering the public claiming ceremony and the
approving roars when | took Kazuul's impossible size without breaking.

“Let me show you the household systems. There's more complexity here than you
might expect.”

For the next hour, Vora guides me through a crash course in fortress politics. She
points out which servant positions report directly to Kazuul, which areas permit
omega access without escort, how to recognize the subtle signs of oni aggression
before they escalate to violence. With each piece of information, the vast stone
labyrinth of Crimson Fortress transforms from prison to navigable terrain in my
mind.



"The beta servants will defer to you," she explains as we walk carefully through
corridors designed for beings twice our height. The stone beneath our feet is worn
smooth by years of oni footsteps, the scale of everything a constant reminder of our
comparative smallness. "But don't mistake deference for loyalty. Many resent omegas
for our privileged position and protected status."

"Protected is arelative term,” | mutter, remembering my public claiming, the dozens
of hungry eyes watching as Kazuul took me on the platform.

Voras eyes flash with something like respect. "Indeed. But you weren't claimed by a
minor guard or administrator. You belong to the Warlord himself. That grants you
significant protection—and creates significant expectation.”

My stomach tightens. "Expectation?"

"That you'll be available whenever he demands it. That you'll satisfy his needs
without complaint. That you'll bear his offspring when the time comes." She states
these requirements so matter-of-factly that | almost miss the calculating assessment
behind her eyes, gauging my reaction.

| maintain my composure despite the churning in my gut. "Is that why | haven't
received the claiming mark yet? He's waiting to seeif | can breed successfully?’

Vora pauses, fingers unconsciously tracing the raised scar tissue at the junction of her
neck and shoulder—the permanent mark of her own claiming. The scar is silvery
against her skin, the distinctive pattern of Bloodcrest clan teeth clearly visible even
years later. The motion draws my eye to the intricate pattern of ritual scarification,
each line telling a story of service and survival.

"Y ou're observant. He's waiting to complete the mark until your first breeding takes.
Success or failure will determine your long-term position within household



hierarchy."

| absorb this information with the strategic detachment that's kept me alive since the
Conquest. "And if | fail to conceive?’

"Then you maintain your current position, but without the security the mark provides.
Unclaimed omegas in heat become community property."

The implications send ice through my veins. What | experienced with Kazuul was
violation enough. The thought of being passed among multiple oni turns my stomach.

"l see," | say simply, filing thisinformation away for future consideration.

Voraleads me into a small walled garden hidden within the massive fortress. Delicate
plants | don't recognize bloom in carefully tended beds, their sweet scent filling the
air. This space, built to human scale rather than oni proportions, offers the first hint of
comfort I've felt since arriving.

"We can speak more freely here,” she says, seating herself on a stone bench. "This
garden is for omegas only. The Warlord respects our need for private spaces.”

The word "respects’ catches in my mind. Respect seems incompatible with forced
claiming and public violation. Y et the garden's existence suggests complexity | hadn't
anticipated.

"Tell me about the physical aspects,” | say bluntly, needing to understand what my
body has experienced. "The vibration during claiming. Is that common to al oni?"

Voras expression shifts to something more personal, less formal. "The vibrating
nodule is specific to the Bloodcrest clan. Some say it evolved to ensure omega
compliance through pleasure rather than just pain. Others believe it's a genetic



adaptation to improve breeding success."

Her knowing look penetrates my careful facade. "The vibration is blessing and curse.
It makes submission inevitable in the moment, but also guarantees pleasure most
claimed omegas never experience. Some fight the addiction their entire lives, others
embrace the pleasure as compensation for freedom lost."

Her matter-of-fact perspective on what I've experienced as humiliating violation
provides an uncomfortable new framework for understanding my body's enthusiastic
response despite my mind's continued rejection. The orgasms Kazuul forced from me
weren't just biological reactions but carefully engineered responses designed for
control.

"I won't become addicted,” | state firmly, even as my treacherous body remembers
the cascading pleasure of the vibrating nodule against my clit, the way it bypassed all
resistance and drove me to heights I'd never experienced before.

Voras dight smile holds neither mockery nor pity. "Everyone says that at first. The
ones who adapt fastest suffer least.”

"I'm not here to adapt. I'm here because my community needs food."

"And they have it because you've pleased the Warlord. The two aren't separate
realities, Emi. They're the same calculation with different variables."

Her pragmatism challenges everything the resistance taught me about maintaining
separation between mind and body, between strategic compliance and genuine
submission. What if survival requires not just physical accommodation but a
fundamental shift in how | understand my own responses?

"What happens to omegas who never adapt?' | ask, dreading the answer.



"They break. Or they run. Neither ends well." Vora stands, brushing imaginary dust
from her immaculate clothing. "There's athird option, of course.”

"Which is?

"Strategic adaptation. Using what tools you have—your mind, your body, your
unigue position—to carve out what freedom remains possible.” Her eyes hold a
hidden depth | can't fully interpret. "Y ou led a community before coming here. Those
skills haven't disappeared just because you're claimed."”

| consider this as we make our way back through winding corridors. The strategic
part of my mind automatically maps each turn, each doorway, potential escape routes
analyzed and filed away out of habit. | note the guard rotations, the less-traveled
passages where surveillance might be lighter.

"One last thing," Vora says as we approach my chambers. "The Warlord has
requested your presence at tonight's tactical briefing. This is unprecedented. No
claimed omega has ever participated in military planning sessions.”

My pulse quickens. "Why me?'

"That's the question everyone will be asking. Including Commander Thorne, who
Sees you as a security risk after your escape attempt.” Her voice drops lower. "This
invitation represents opportunity and danger in equal measure. Choose your
contributions carefully."

She leaves me at my door with a formal bow that somehow communicates volumes
more than simple deference. As | enter my chambers, the luxurious prison that now
defines my existence, | find myself reassessing everything | thought | knew about
survival under oni rule.



The privileges of my position—private quarters, quality food, freedom from
labor—come with constraints I'm only beginning to understand. Constant
surveillance. Restricted movement. Sexual availability. Y et within these constraints,
Vorahas revealed potential agency | hadn't considered.

| cross to the ornate wardrobe and select appropriate clothing for tonight's tactical
briefing, my mind aready calculating potential approaches. If Kazuul values my
strategic abilities enough to include me in military discussions, that creates leverage |
might use to improve conditions for my community beyond mere food deliveries.

My fingers brush against the silks and fine fabrics, all in shades that complement
Kazuul's crimson skin. Even my clothing marks me as his property. | select a deep
blue robe that seems least ostentatious while still fine enough to reflect my supposed
status. As | dress, | catch sight of myself in the polished metal mirror across the
room. The woman reflected there looks both familiar and foreign—my face, my eyes,
but adorned and presented as someone else's possession.

My body may be claimed, but my mind remains my own. For now, that will have to
be enough.
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CHAPTER 8
STRATEGIC ADVISOR

| sit stiffly at Kazuul's massive dining table, trying not to fidget as the scents of
unfamiliar spices assault my nose. The food is always too rich here, too heavy with
flavors that scream of oni preferences rather than human palates—meat barely seared,
spices that burn the tongue, fruits fermented to a pungent tang. My fingers look child-
sized wrapped around the goblet designed for hands three times my size.

Commander Thorne sits across from me, his bright orange skin aimost glowing in the
torchlight. The jagged edge of his broken horn catches the flame, casting strange
shadows across the table. Unlike Kazuul's mgestic curved horns, Thorne's single
remaining one juts at an angle that speaks of violent combat. He hasn't stopped
glaring at me since | arrived. Every time | shift in my seat, his golden eyes track the
movement like I might bolt for the door any second.

Not that | haven't thought about it.

The chair beneath me is hard and uncomfortable, built for oni proportions with no
consideration for human bodies. My back aches from trying to maintain proper
posture, and my feet dangle stupidly above the floor. It's just one more way they
remind me | don't belong here—that | am an ornament, a possession, not an equal
participant.

"The northern sectors have reported increased movement near the border,” Thorne
says, pointedly turning his body away from me as he addresses Kazuul. His voice has



that particular tone men use when they want to make it clear awoman isn't part of the
conversation. "I've recommended doubling patrols along these routes.”

A servant refills Kazuul's goblet with a dark liquid that smells strongly of
fermentation. The warlord tears into a hunk of barely-cooked meat, blood dripping
down his massive crimson fingers. My stomach turns at the sight, but | force my
expression to remain neutral. Show no weakness.

"How many warriors will this require?' Kazuul's deep voice rumbles through the
chamber, vibrating in my chest the way his growls do when he's claiming me. The
memory sends an unwanted ripple of heat through my core.

"Twenty additional units, rotating in six-hour shifts,” Thorne replies, unfolding a
rough map across the table.

| lean forward despite myself, drawn to the tactical display like a moth to flame. The
smell of the parchment mingles with the tang of iron-based ink. Military maps. God,
I'd missed this. My eyes drink in the patrol routes marked in thick black lines, the
terrain features, the strategic chokepoints. Something about the pattern bothers
me—inefficiencies jumping out as clear as if they were highlighted in red.

My mind starts calculating alternatives automatically, fingers itching to rearrange the
routes. Resource alocation was aways my specialty, even before the military

academy. It's like a puzzle where all the pieces need to fit just right.

"That's wasteful,” | blurt out before my brain can stop my mouth. "You could cover
the same area with half the warriors."

The words hang in the air like a death sentence.

Every muscle in my body tenses, waiting for the explosion. Thorne's golden eyes



narrow to predatory dlits, and my stomach drops to my knees as the reality of what
I've just done hits me. Stupid, stupid, stupid. What made me think | could speak
during a military discussion between oni commanders? I'm just the clamed omega
here for the Warlord's pleasure. A warm body to knot, not a strategist to consult.

| brace for the blow, the rage, the punishment that surely comes from embarrassing a
commander in front of his warlord. My heart hammers so hard against my ribs I'm
sure they can hear it. The taste of fear floods my mouth, metallic and sharp.

Instead, | feel Kazuul's burning gaze turn toward me. The heat of his massive body
radiates against my side as he shifts to face me directly. His head tilts dightly, the
gesture reminding me uncomfortably of a predator assessing prey.

"Explain your reasoning,” he commands, his massive hand suddenly pulling me
against his side.

The movement is possessive—a clear reminder of who | belong to—but there's
something else in the gesture | didn't expect. The way his clawed fingers curve
around my shoulder seems amost... protective? Interested? The scent of his skin this
close is overwhelming—smoke and metal and that distinctive musk that makes my
traitor body respond against my will. Slick gathers between my thighs, my omega
biology reacting to his proximity despite my mental rejection.

My throat feels dry as sand, but thisisatest | can't afford to fail.

"These patrol routes overlap here, here, and here," | say, leaning forward to point at
the map with a finger that trembles only dlightly. The rough parchment feels
reassuringly familiar under my fingertip. "Y ou're creating redundancy in these sectors
while leaving the eastern approach with gaps in coverage during shift changes. If you
adjust the routes like this—" | trace new lines across the map, the familiar movement
calming my nerves, "—and stagger the timing by two hours instead of four, you



maintain complete surveillance with significantly reduced manpower."

Commander Thorne's scoff sounds like a knife being unsheathed. "And what would a
human omega know about military patrol strategies?' The contempt in his voice drips
like venom.

The dismissal in histone stings, but it's so familiar—the same tone male officers used
at the academy when | outperformed them in tactical smulations. | feel my spine
straighten automatically, chin lifting in the same defiant posture that got me through
four years of constant undermining.

"| attended military academy before the Conquest,” | say, meeting his dismissive gaze
directly. The words taste like dust and old memories. "Advanced tactical planning
was my specialization."

| see surprise flicker across his orange features before he masks it. His broken horn
seems to gleam more brightly in the torchlight as he leans forward, ready to argue. A
muscle twitchesin hisjaw, his claws tapping against the table in irritation.

But Kazuul's rumbling voice cuts through the tension like a blade. "Show me these
efficienciesin detail ."

The command silences Thorne instantly. It al'so unlocks something in me—a door I'd
closed when Haven Valley became my responsibility, when leadership required
different skills than pure strategy.

| lose myself in the tactical explanation, muscle memory taking over as | outline
patrol patterns, resource allocation, surveillance coverage. The words flow easily,
technical terms | haven't used in years suddenly returning like old friends. My fingers
move across the map with growing confidence, tracing sectors and chokepoints. For a
few precious minutes, I'm not a claimed omega but a strategist again, my mind sharp



and clear and purposeful.

"The current system wastes warrior strength on redundant coverage,” | explain, the
familiar rhythm of tactical assessment steadying my voice. "By staggering patrol
times and adjusting routes, you maintain constant surveillance with forty percent
fewer warriors. Those units could be redirected to your southern agricultural
expansion without compromising northern security."

As | speak, | notice something shifting in Thorne's expression. The naked derision
gives way to reluctant attention, then grudging assessment. His eyes follow my hands
with increasing focus, his own clawed finger occasionally tapping the map where my
explanations connect with his own expertise.

Kazuul studies the map when | finish, his massive finger tracing the routes I've
suggested. The ridged nail leaves a faint scratch on the parchment. The silence
stretches so long my confidence begins to waver. Have | overstepped completely?
Will the punishment come now that I've fully revealed my presumption?

The heat of his body next to mine feels suddenly threatening rather than protective. |
can smell my own anxiety rising like sour notes in my scent, and | know their oni
senses can detect it too. My pulse flutters visibly at my throat, where | know his gaze
occasionally lingers.

Finally, Kazuul looks at Thorne. "Implement these changes immediately."

The commander's jaw tightens visibly, the muscles along his orange neck tensing.
But he nods tiffly. "Asyou command, Warlord."

"Leave us," Kazuul orders, and Thorne exits with barely concealed irritation, his
single horn throwing strange shadows as he passes through the doorway.



Alone with the warlord, my momentary confidence evaporates like morning dew. The
chamber suddenly feelstoo small, too intimate. The remains of dinner sit forgotten on
the table, the smell of blood and meat hanging in the air.

What happens now? Will he punish me for embarrassing his commander? Or worse,
reward mein the only way oni seem to understand—with physical claaming?

Kazuul's massive hand engulfs my shoulder completely, his clawed thumb resting
dangerously close to my throat as he guides me from the dining room toward his
seeping chambers. The familiar path makes my treacherous body respond
immediately—slick gathering between my thighs in humiliating anticipation. My skin
feels too tight, too sensitive where he touches me, heat spreading outward from his
fingers.

The short walk to his chambers gives me too much time to think and not enough time
to prepare. The stone floor is cold beneath my bare feet, a sharp contrast to the
burning heat of his hand on my shoulder. Torches cast our joined shadows against the
wall—his massive form dwarfing mine, making me look like a child being led by a
giant.

His sleeping chamber smells of him—that distinctive blend of smoke and metal that
once repulsed me but now triggers an instant physical response | can't control. The
massive bed dominates the room, furs piled high across its surface where I've been
claimed countless times since my heat.

He sits on the edge of the enormous bed, the frame creaking even under his weight.
His knees spread wide as he pulls me to stand between them, forcing me into the
vulnerable position of looking up at him. Even seated, his massive form towers over
me, his horns catching the torchlight.

"Your unusua background created omega unlike typical breeding stock,” he



observes, massive fingers leaving my shoulder to trace patterns along my bare arm.
The gentle scrape of his claws raises goosebumps in their wake. "This pleases me
more than anticipated.”

| swallow hard, unsure how to respond. Is this a compliment? A threat? My skin
tingles where he touches me, responding to his contact in ways | still can't prevent.

"You will attend future tactical meetings,” he declares, his golden eyes studying my
face with unsettling intensity. "Your mind proves useful beyond your breeding

capacity."

Something flutters in my chest—a feeling | refuse to name. Pride? Relief at being
valued for something other than my omega status? | squash the feeling immediately,
grinding it under mental heel. This isn't validation; it's just another form of use.
Another way to extract value from his property.

"Thank you, Warlord," | say, the formal title feeling strange on my tongue. I've
avoided addressing him directly whenever possible, asif refusing to name him might
maintain some small distance.

His expression shifts, something calculating entering his gaze. One massive finger
traces the line of my jaw, tilting my face up to meet his eyes fully. The pad of his
finger is surprisingly soft against my skin, the claw carefully held away from my
flesh.

"Y ou helped your community today," he says, voice rumbling through me like distant
thunder. "Remember that when resistance tempts you."

The words hit like a physical blow. He knows. Of course he knows that everything |
do, every concession | make, every strategy | share, is calculated to protect Haven
Valley. The knowledge in his eyes tells me he's been severa steps ahead of me this



entire time.

Before | can process his words, he pulls me onto the bed, my body responding with
embarrassing eagerness as he claims me once again. But this time is different. Rather
than the brute force of previous claimings, his massive hands explore my body with
deliberate patience. His claws trace patterns that make me shiver, drawing out
reactions | don't want to give.

When his mouth finds my breast, the heat of his tongue against my nipple tears a gasp
from my throat. The vibrating nodule against my clit is operated with deliberate
precision rather than overwhelming force, building pleasure in steady waves rather
than crashing tsunamis.

"Your strategic mind deserves strategic pleasure,” he rumbles against my skin, his
golden eyes watching my face as | fight not to respond.

But it'sabattle | can't win. The careful application of that vibrating nodule, the ridges
of his massive cock dragging against places inside me that send sparks shooting up
my spine—it's too much. When the orgasm finally crashes through me, it's more
intense for the dow build, tearing a cry from my throat that echoes off the stone
walls.

Only then does he allow his own release, his knot swelling inside me as his seed
floods my womb in hot pulses. Locked together by biology, | can't escape the
intimacy of the moment, the way his massive body cradles mine almost gently, his
rumbling purr of satisfaction vibrating through my chest.

As waves of unwanted pleasure continue to ripple through me, | wonder if thistoo is
strategy—a different kind of battle where he's proving just as calculating as | am.



Three weeks later, | stand before another tactical table, this one covered with
agricultural production charts rather than patrol maps. My suggestions about
irrigation systems have increased crop yields by nearly thirty percent in the test
sectors, and the oni administrators around me view me with considerably less
hostility than before.

Commander Thorne still watches me with suspicion, but even he can't argue with the
results of my patrol adjustments. The freed-up warriors successfully expanded the
southern border by eight miles while maintaining complete security in the north.

| should fedl triumph at being right, at proving my value beyond breeding stock.
Instead, a hollow ache spreads through my chest as | realize what I've actualy
accomplished—strengthening the very system | once fought against. Every efficiency
| create, every problem | solve, makes the oni occupation more successful, more
sustainable.

But | can't stop. The strategic challenges draw me in despite myself, my mind
lighting up with solutions and possibilities | haven't been allowed to explore in years.
And each success means more security for Haven Valley, more food for my people,
more protection from worse alternatives.

When my latest reorganization of storage facilities prevents significant losses during
an unexpected storm, one of the senior administrators nods reluctantly in my
direction. "The omega has unusual perspective," he admits grudgingly.

The acknowledgment should feel like victory. Instead, it tastes like ash.

Later, as Kazuul claims me in the now-familiar routine of our nights together, | face
the most disturbing evidence of my changing reality. My body no longer fights his
invasive size but welcomes it, slick flowing freely as his massive cock stretches me
beyond what | once thought possible. The pain that dominated our early couplings



has transformed into something else—a fullness that my omega biology craves with
embarrassing eagerness.

His claiming has evolved as well. He's learned my body with disturbing precision, his
massive hands finding places that make me gasp, his mouth leaving marks across my
skin that fade but never fully disappear before he refreshes them. The vibrating
nodule that once felt like such violation now creates pleasure so intense it borders on
pain, my body arching toward it rather than away.

"Y our scent changes when you think of our matings," he comments one evening, his
nostrils flaring as he studies me across his private chambers. "Y our body speaks truth
your words deny."

| look away, shame burning my cheeks hot. "My body isn't me."

"lsn't it?' he asks, massive hand tilting my face back toward him with surprising
gentleness. "The mind commands, but flesh remembers what truly satisfies.”

His words dig into the growing gap between my principles and my physical
responses. Most humiliating is my growing dependency on the pleasure his vibrating
nodule provides—the way my core clenches in anticipation when he reaches for me,
knowing the intense orgasms that await. | catch myself thinking about it at odd
moments—during administrative meetings, while eating meals, as | bathe.

That night, he claims me with unusual patience, positioning me on my side, his
massive body curled around mine from behind. This new angle alows him to reach
deeper than ever before, the vibrating nodule finding new places to stimulate that
make me shake with unwanted pleasure.

| fight my response as long as possible, determined to maintain some shred of mental
resistance even as my body surrenders completely. One massive hand cradles my



breast, thumb circling my nipple with surprising delicacy for something so large. His
other hand grips my hip, holding me in place as he moves within me in slow, deep
thrusts that hit places that make stars explode behind my eyelids.

When release finaly comes, it tears through me with such intensity that tears leak
from my eyes, my back arching against his chest as my entire body convulses with
pleasure | never wanted to feel.

"Why fight what brings such pleasure?' he asks afterward, massive fingers wiping
moisture from my cheeks with surprising tenderness.

| have no answer that makes sense anymore.

The next morning, | limp slightly as | enter the omega garden, muscles sore from the
night's activities. Vora sits on her usual bench, the morning sun highlighting the
intricate scarification patterns across her arms. Her knowing eyes take in my careful
movements, the slight wince as | lower myself beside her.

"The strategic advisor returns,” she says, a hint of something unreadable in her tone.
"Isthat what they're calling me?"

"Among other things." She doesn't elaborate, but | can imagine the whispers—the
clamed omega who thinks she's more than breeding stock, the human female
presuming to advise oni warriors.

Her scarred fingers close over mine, surprisingly strong for someone so petite. "Every
improvement you create changes not just the outcome but the system itself,” she says

quietly. "Perhaps you're reshaping your chains rather than smply reinforcing them."

| consider her words as | leave the garden, my mind already mapping approaches to



the grain storage problem Kazuul mentioned yesterday. The distinction feels
important—am | collaborating or infiltrating? Surrendering or adapting?

The line between resistance and survival has never felt so blurry.
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CHAPTER 9
FAILED ESCAPE

Three weeks into my captivity, and I've memorized everything—guard rotations,
servant schedules, even which floorboards creak when stepped on. My military
training didn't go to waste after all.

Tonight, the stars align in my favor. An administrative error—some mix-up in the
guard rotation schedule—leaves the eastern corridor temporarily unguarded during
shift change. It's the opportunity I've been waiting for, the crack in their seemingly
perfect system.

| dlip from my chambers, heart pounding so hard | worry the sound alone might give
me away. The silken garments Kazuul insists | wear make no sound as | move
through the darkness. At least they're good for something.

The massive stone corridors feel different at night—more threatening, more alien.
Torchesflicker at distant intervals, leaving long stretches of shadow between pools of
orange light. The stone beneath my bare feet radiates cold that seeps into my bones, a
sharp contrast to the perpetual heat of Kazuul's chambers. Perfect for hiding. Terrible
for seeing what might be hiding with you.

| press myself against the wall at a junction, counting my breaths as | listen for
movement. One... two... three... The coast seems clear.

Every shadow makes me freeze. Every distant sound sends ice through my veins. Oni



have senses so much sharper than humans—they can smell fear, hear heartbeats, see
in near darkness. My own scent betrays me with each anxious breath, and | know any
passing guard would detect it instantly. If any oni spots me, it's over.

But | have to try. Haven Valley feels like a distant dream now, my leadership there
belonging to another lifetime. Yet my people still depend on me, even if they don't
know it. If | stay here, I'll eventually become exactly what Kazuul wants—a willing
breeding vessel, strategic advisor, claimed omega with no will beyond pleasing her
alpha.

The thought makes me move faster.

| navigate through service corridors, paths I've carefully observed during my limited
movements through the fortress. These passages see little use during night
hours—servants sleep, and oni warriors prefer the main halls where their massive
frames aren't cramped by narrow walls.

My muscles cramp with tension as | slink past storerooms and servants' quarters. The
air grows cooler, carrying hints of outside—fresh earth, night air, freedom. I'm
getting closer.

A distant doorway appears at the end of a long corridor—one that | believe leads to
the outer courtyard. From there, the wall is still an obstacle, but I've spent hours
watching from my window, planning possible routes. My heartbeat quickens, the
taste of copper filling my mouth as hope rises.

Hope rises in my chest, making me careless. | move faster, freedom so close | can
amost taste it on the night breeze.

That's when a massive figure steps from the shadows with disturbing silence,
blocking my path completely. My heart plummets through the floor.



Commander Thorne's bright orange skin seems to glow in the dim torchlight, his
single broken horn casting a jagged shadow across the wall. How someone so large
can move so quietly defies logic. His leaner build shifts with predatory grace, the
muscle beneath his orange hide rippling as he adjusts his stance. It's a stark reminder
that before oni were conquerors, they were hunters.

"The warlord's prize seems lost,” he observes, voice deceptively casual despite the
tension evident in his stance. His vertical pupils constrict to thin dits as they focus on
me, glowing faintly in the darkness. "Or perhaps seeking something beyond her
permitted boundaries.”

My mind races through options—none of them good. Fight? Laughable against his
oni strength. Talk my way out? Perhaps claim insomnia led me wandering? The
excuse sounds pathetic even in my head.

| choose the third option—run.

| spin on my heel, lunging back the way | came, but I've barely taken two steps before
Thorne's hand clamps around my upper arm. His grip is firm but controlled—Iess
overwhelmingly powerful than Kazuul's, but no less effective at stopping me. His
claws prick against my skin in warning. He doesn't even seem winded by my
attempted escape.

"Predictable,”" he says, something like disappointment coloring his tone. "I expected
more creativity from the strategic advisor."

He marches me back through the fortress, his hand firmly securing my arm. My mind
races, waiting for the alarm, the public announcement, the gathering of oni officialsto
witness my punishment. Conquest Law has specific protocols for attempted
escape—none of them pleasant.



Y et Thorne raises no alarm. Makes no announcement. Instead, he leads me directly
toward Kazuul's private chambers, his grip never loosening.

"Why aren't you alerting the guards?' | ask, unable to contain my confusion.

Thorne's single-horned profile remains impassive, his jaw set in a hard line. "The
Warlord's instructions were specific.”

My stomach drops, a cold wave of realization washing over me. "He knew?"

Thorne doesn't answer, but the slight curl of hislip tells me everything. This wasn't a
fortunate opportunity—it was atest. One |I've spectacularly failed.

The massive doors to Kazuul's chambers loom before us, carved with battle scenes
that seem to move in the flickering torchlight. Thorne doesn't bother knocking before
pushing them open.

Kazuul stands beside the window, his massive frame silhouetted against the night
sky. The moonlight catches on his horns and the scales along his shoulders, casting
strange shadows across his crimson skin. He doesn't turn immediately, which
somehow makes his presence more intimidating. When he finally faces us, his
expression shows no rage, no shouting—just calculated calm that chills me more than
any display of anger.

"| expected this attempt," he informs me, massive arms crossing over a chest broader
than two men standing side by side. The tribal markings across his crimson skin seem
to shift in the dim light, recording victories | cannot read. "Though | anticipated you
would wait until establishing greater trust before betraying it."

Thorne releases my arm and steps back, his duty complete.



"Leave us," Kazuul commands, and Thorne exits without a word, closing the massive
doors behind him with a soft thud that feels like a prison gate closing.

Alone with the warlord, | struggle to keep my face neutral. Whatever punishment
comes, | won't give him the satisfaction of seeing my fear.

"What now?" | ask, lifting my chin defiantly. "Public punishment? Execution?"

Kazuul approaches slowly, each step deliberate. The floor vibrates dlightly beneath
my feet with each footfall, a reminder of his sheer size and weight. "Neither would
serve my purposes.”

He circles me once, appraising, the heat of his massive body radiating against my
skin even from several feet away. | can scent him—that distinctive blend of smoke
and metal that once repulsed me but now triggers something deep and primal in my
omega biology. Then he grasps my shoulders, steering me inexorably toward the
massive sleeping platform that dominates one side of his chambers.

My body betrays me immediately, responding to his touch with shameful eagerness.
Slick gathers between my thighs, my pulse quickening as his scent surrounds me.

"Your punishment will fit your specific crime,” he says, voice rumbling through me
like distant thunder.

What follows is nothing like the violent retribution | expected. Instead, Kazuul
implements aform of torture precisely calibrated to my greatest weakness.

"Strip," he commands, voice low and dangerous.

My fingers tremble as | remove the silken garments, the fabric slipping from my skin
with awhisper. The cool air raises goosebumps across my exposed flesh. His golden



eyes track every movement, pupils contracting to predatory dlits as my body is
revealed inch by inch.

When | stand naked before him, he circles me slowly, massive frame radiating heat
that makes my skin flush despite my fear. Without warning, his hand presses between
my shoulder blades, bending me forward over the edge of his enormous bed.

"Spread your legs," he orders.

| comply, hating how automatically my body responds to his commands now. The
position leaves me obscenely exposed, vulnerable in a way that makes my stomach
clench with humiliation. The furs beneath my palms feel soft, a cruel contrast to the
hardness of what's to come.

The first touch of his massive hands on my hips sends an electric jolt through my
core. My traitor body responds instantly—slick gathering between my thighs without
my permission. | can feel it trickling down my inner thigh, the scent of my arousal
filling the air between us.

"Your body knows who it belongs to," he rumbles, one finger tracing the wetness
with deliberate slowness. "Even when your mind rebels.”

| bite my lip to keep from responding, but a small whimper escapes when his finger
brushes across my entrance. Three weeks of regular claiming has conditioned my
body to expect what comes next—the stretch, the fullness, the vibration that brings
guaranteed pleasure.

The blunt head of his massive cock presses against me, impossibly large yet
somehow fitting where once | thought it never could. He enters me with excruciating
slowness, each inch of his enormous length stretching me open in a burning slide that
walks the knife's edge between pain and pleasure.



"Feel how perfectly you take me" he growls, hands gripping my hips as he seats
himself fully inside. The visible bulge in my lower abdomen proves how deeply he's
claimed me, his cock reaching places inside no human ever could.

| gasp as he withdraws almost completely before thrusting back in with deliberate
force. The impact jolts me forward, breasts swinging with the momentum. Another
thrust, harder this time, drives the air from my lungs in a choked sound that's not
guite pleasure, not quite protest.

"You thought you could escape this?' He punctuates the question with another
powerful thrust that makes the bed frame creak beneath us. "Escape me?"

My body clenches around him involuntarily, inner walls gripping his invading length
as though afraid he might withdraw completely. It's the first sign of what's to
come—my body betraying my mind's desire for freedom.

Then | feel it—the first touch of the vibrating nodule against my clit. The specialized
organ unique to Bloodcrest oni males begins its familiar hum, sending waves of
pleasure radiating outward from that single point of contact. My back arches
instinctively, pushing back against him to increase the pressure.

But just as the pleasure begins to build, he shifts his angle, removing the contact. The
sudden absence makes me whimper, my hips chasing the sensation that's suddenly
gone.

"Is this what you wanted to escape?' he asks, voice deceptively gentle as he thrusts
again, this time allowing the briefest contact of the vibrating nodule against my

sensitive bud before withdrawing it once more.

"No," | gasp, unsureif I'm denying his words or begging for the contact to return.



"Liar." His voice holds no anger, only certainty. Another thrust brings the vibration
back, dlightly longer this time, building the tension higher before disappearing again.

"Thisiswhat happens when you reject what belongs to you," he growls, watching me
arch beneath him as the vibration retreats once more. "The pleasure you've grown
dependent on becomes its own punishment."

Each thrust follows the same torturous pattern—deep penetration that fills me
completely, a brief moment of vibration against my clit that sends pleasure spiraling
through my core, then a deliberate shift that removes the stimulation just as my body
begins to climb toward release.

Then without warning, he pulls out completely. The sudden emptiness makes me cry
out in distress, my body clenching around nothing.

"What's wrong, omega?' he asks, his massive frame looming over me from behind.
"lsn't this what you wanted? To be free of me?’

| shake my head against the furs, unable to form words as my body screams for him
to return. The cool air against my exposed, sick-covered entrance feels like torture
after the heat of him.

He waits, letting me feel the emptiness, the lack. Seconds stretch into what feels like
minutes. Just when | think | might break and beg him to return, he thrusts back in

with a single powerful stroke that tears a grateful sob from my throat.

The vibrating nodule touches my clit, building pleasure quickly, bringing me right to
the edge of orgasm—and then he withdraws completely again.

"No!" I cry out, the word escaping before | can stop it.



"No what?' he asks, one clawed finger tracing the curve of my spine. "Be specific,
little omega.”

"Don't stop," | whisper, shame burning through me at my own weakness.

"Don't stop what?' He continues stroking my back, deliberately avoiding where |
need him most. "Y ou'll have to tell me exactly what you want."

Sweat beads across my skin, trickling down my spine as the endless teasing
continues. My thighs quiver with strain, every muscle taut with desperate need. The
emptiness between my legs feels unbearable now, my body trained through weeks of

conditioning to expect fullness and pleasure that only he can provide.

"Please," | hear myself whisper, the word slipping out before | can stop it. My voice
sounds strange to my own ears—breathless, needy, broken.

His golden eyes gleam with satisfaction. "Please what, little omega?"

"I need you... inside me," | force out, each word costing me a piece of my pride.

"Like this?' he asks, pushing just the tip of his massive cock inside me before
withdrawing again.

| sob in frustration, tears beginning to stream down my face. "More. Please."

"How much more?' The cruelty of his question is belied by the gentleness of his
hands as they trace patterns on my skin.

"All of you," | gasp, abandoning dignity in the face of overwhelming need.

"Say exactly what you want," he demands, the head of his cock teasing my entrance



without pushing in. "What part of me do you need?’

"Your cock,” | whisper, the words bitter and sweet simultaneously on my tongue. "I
need your cock inside me."

He rewards me with a single deep thrust that fills me completely, the vibrating nodule
pressing briefly against my clit—but only for a moment before he withdraws entirely
again, leaving me sobbing.

"And what else?' he prompts, watching my body tremble with need.

"The vibration," | choke out, shocked at my own admission. "l need the vibration."
He enters me again, this time allowing the nodule to press against my clit for ten
glorious seconds, building the pleasure to an ailmost unbearable peak—before pulling
out completely once more.

The amost-orgasm that dlips away makes me cry out in genuine distress, tears now
flowing freely down my face. My entire body shakes uncontrollably, coherent

thought dissolving under the onslaught of denial after denial.

"|s there something else you need to be satisfied?' he asks, voice rumbling with dark
amusement.

| know what he wants. The final admission. Complete surrender.

"Y our knot," | sob, the words barely audible through my tears. "l need your knot."

"And who am |?' he asks, hand tangling in my hair to pull my head back. "Say it."

"Alpha," | whisper, the forbidden word dlipping out easily now, all resistance burned



away.

His hand tightens in my hair. "Louder."

"Alpha," | repeat, voice breaking on the syllables.

"Tell me who you belong to,” he growls, the head of his cock teasing my entrance
again.

"You," | gasp, dignity forgotten. "l belong to you, alpha."

"Beg for it," he commands, offering no relief. "Beg for what only | can give you."

"Please," | sob openly now, beyond shame, beyond pride. "Please clam me, alpha.
Please fill me with your cock. | need your knot, your vibration. | need you to make
me come. Please, apha, please."

Each desperate plea tears another piece of my resistance away, leaving me raw and
exposed. The omega in me has completely overwhelmed any remaining dignity,
biological imperative drowning out the strategic leader | once was.

"Mine," he rumbles, the word vibrating through his massive chest as he finally pushes
back into me with a powerful thrust.

This time, there's no teasing. His massive cock fills me completely, the vibrating
nodule making continuous contact with my desperate clit. Each thrust drives the
pleasure higher, the stimulation no longer teasing but relentless.

"Alpha, please,” | sob, the words a desperate litany. "Please, please, please don't

stop.



His rhythm increases, the vibrating nodule never breaking contact now. The pleasure
builds with frightening intensity, each thrust driving me higher until I'm balanced on
aknife's edge of sensation so acute it borders on pain.

"You'll never try to escape me again," he growls, not a question but a statement of

fact. "Say it.”

“"Never," | gasp between sobs of pleasure. "Never escape. Yours, apha. Always
yours."

"Come for me, omega," he commands, voice rumbling through me like thunder.

The orgasm hits with such overwhelming intensity that my vision goes white. Wave
after wave of pleasure crashes through me, inner walls convulsing around his massive
length in rhythmic pulses that seem endless. | scream until my voice breaks, the
release I've been denied for so long proving too much for conscious thought to
withstand.

Just as the first orgasm begins to ebb, his knot begins to swell, stretching me further
in a burning fullness that triggers a second climax even more powerful than the first.
The dual sensation—his knot locking inside me while the vibrating nodule continues
its relentless stimulation—proves too much. Consciousness dlips away entirely, my
mind unable to process pleasure of such magnitude.

| come back to awareness slowly, feeling strangely hollow yet still full. Kazuul
remains inside me, his knot locked firmly in place, ensuring his seed stays where he's
placed it. My thighs are sticky with dlick, muscles trembling with aftershocks of
pleasure so intense it bordered on pain.

His massive hand splays possessively across my abdomen, the heat of his pam
burning against my skin.



"Next escape attempt will result in consequences for your community rather than
merely yourself,” he informs me, voice deceptively gentle despite the threat.
"Consider that in your future calculations."

The words hit harder than any physical punishment could. My body | can risk—but
Haven Valley? The people who depend on me? | can't gamble with their safety.

As | lie there, still joined to him by biology and circumstance, the most disturbing
realization settles over me. This punishment revealed a vulnerability my strategic
mind failed to calculate adequately—my growing physical addiction to the pleasure
his unique anatomy provides.

My body's dependency on his vibrating nodule has become a control mechanism as
effective as any physical restraint. The proof liesin my begging, in my surrender, in
my calling him alphain a moment of desperation.

He doesn't need chains to keep me captive. He has something far more effective—my
own treacherous body, rewired to crave what only he can provide.

| close my eyes against sudden tears, refusing to let him see this final defeat. But |
know with cold certainty that my failed escape has cost me more than just freedom.
It's revealed the true extent of my captivity—one that exists within my own flesh.
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CHAPTER 10
BODY'SBETRAYAL

My failed escape attempt set new boundaries around my cage—invisible walls more
effective than iron bars could ever be. The threat to Haven Valley hangs over me like
asword, ready to drop if | step out of line again. | have no choice but to adapt.

Days blend together in a rhythm | never wanted but can't escape. Mornings begin
with claming—Kazuul's massive body overwhelming mine, his scent filling my
lungs, his touch activating responses | can't control. Afternoons find me at strategy
tables, my mind put to use solving problems for the very system | once fought
against. My body and brain both serving Kazuul's purposes rather than my own.

The split makes my head hurt sometimes—Ilike I'm two different people trapped in
one skin. The strategic advisor who finds genuine satisfaction in solving territorial
problems versus the claimed omega whose body responds to her alpha's commands.
The dichotomy creates a constant buzz of confusion in my brain, a static | can't tune
out.

"You look troubled,” Vora observes one morning as we sit in the omega garden. The
spring sunlight catches the intricate scarification patterns on her arms, making the
silvery lines seem to shift and move with each subtle change in her posture. A breeze
carries the scent of blooming flowers, acruel contrast to the heavinessin my chest.

“I'mfing," | lie automatically, the words falling flat between us.



Her knowing look cuts through my pretense. "The body adapts before the mind
accepts. Thisisawaysthe way."

| want to deny it, but the evidence betrays me daily.

Physical changes have manifested despite my resistance. My body has adapted to
accommodate Kazuul's massive size—what once felt like tearing pain now registers
as intense fullness, sometimes even pleasure. The stretch that made me scream in
agony during that first public claiming now sends sparks of electricity racing up my
spine. Nerve endings have literaly reconfigured themselves, transforming violation
into satisfaction through thousands of repetitions.

Most disturbing is how I've become responsive to his specific scent and presence.
When he enters a room, my body reacts regardless of what my brain wants—nipples
tightening against fabric, pulse accelerating with a visible flutter at my throat, slick
gathering between my thighsin pavliovian reaction. It's like my internal chemistry has
shifted to complement his particular pheromone profile, a lock reshaped to fit a
specific key.

"It's just biology," | tell myself each time it happens. But the excuse grows thinner
with each passing day.

The worst part—the truly humiliating part—is how my body now craves the vibrating
nodul€'s stimulation. Sometimes | wake from dreams of it, thighs aready dlick and
ready, a hollow emptiness aching inside me that my own fingers can't satisfy. The
intensity of pleasure it provides has become its own form of addiction, one | can't
seem to break no matter how hard | try. Nothing in my human experience prepared
me for the sensation—no toy, no lover, no fantasy comes close to the overwhelming,
mind-shattering pleasure that the vibrating nodule delivers directly to nerve endings |
never knew existed.



Kazuul knows exactly what he's done to me. He exploits this dependency with
calculated precision, sometimes withholding the vibration as discipline for minor
infractions, other times using it as reward for compliance with his expectations.

"Your report lacked detail," he'll say, claiming me without engaging the vibration,
leaving me frustrated and aching despite physical fullness.

Or: "Y our suggestion saved considerable resources,” followed by extended vibration
that sends me spiraling into multiple orgasms so intense they leave me speechless, my
body convulsing around him long after the initial peak has passed.

The strategy proves devastatingly effective. | find my behavior unconsciously
adjusting to secure regular access to pleasure my body now requires like food or
water. | work harder on reports, offer more comprehensive analyses, speak more
respectfully during meetings—all to ensure my reward later.

This biological betrayal erodes the boundaries between captivity and consent in ways
that threaten my core identity more effectively than any physical restraint ever could.
Each day, the line between what | want and what my body demands blurs further,
until I'm no longer certain where omega biology ends and my true self begins.

The full extent of my body's betrayal becomes undeniable when Kazuul's clan leaders
arrive for a seasonal gathering.

The massive meeting hall fills with oni leaders from throughout the territory, their
varied colorations creating a sea of crimson, orange, and burgundy flesh marked with
distinctive black tribal patterns. Despite their differences in horn structure and
specific markings, they share the same predatory golden eyes that track every
movement with unnerving intensity. The air grows thick with alpha pheromones, a



potent cocktail that makes my head swim and my omega senses heighten to painful
clarity.

I'm seated beside Kazuul on a raised platform, my smaller form dwarfed by the
massive throne-like chair built for his proportions. The silken garment | wear offers
the illusion of coverage while strategicaly revealing enough to display my claimed
status. The fabric slides against my sensitized skin with each movement, a constant
reminder of my exposed position.

The discussions focus on territorial expansions, resource alocations, and military
positioning—all topics I've contributed to in recent weeks. My strategic suggestions
have been implemented throughout the territory, the results visible in the improved
production numbers the clan leaders report with evident satisfaction. Maps spread
across massive stone tables show patrol routes | redesigned, agricultural zones |
restructured, supply chains | optimized.

| should feel pride in these accomplishments. Instead, | feel hollow, each success
strengthening the system that holds me captive.

When the forma meetings conclude, the gathering shifts to something more
ceremonial. Food and fermented beverages flow freely as oni warriors share tales of
conguest and display battle trophies. The scent of roasted meat and spicesfillsthe air,
mingling with the musk of so many alphas in one space. The combination makes my
stomach clench with anxiety and unwanted arousal simultaneously.

"The Warlord's claimed omega has proved an unexpected asset,” one clan leader
comments, his single broken horn marking him as a veteran of many challenges. His
golden eyes assess me with newfound interest. "The territory flourishes under your
combined guidance."

Kazuul's massive hand settles possessively on my thigh, his claws pricking gently



against my skin in warning. "Her mind serves as effectively as her body," he states
with pride that makes my skin crawl and flush ssmultaneously.

"A demonstration perhaps?' suggests another leader, his orange skin marked with
particularly elaborate scarification that wraps around his muscled forearms and up his
neck. "We hear rumors of the Bloodcrest vibration's effectiveness, but few have
witnessed it personally.”

My stomach drops as | understand what they're suggesting. Public claiming—not as
punishment or ceremony, but as entertainment and demonstration of Kazuul's control.
Heat rushes to my face as| realize what's about to happen, what they want to watch.

| expect Kazuul to refuse. The claiming bed is one area where he's kept our
interactions private since the initial claiming ceremony. But his grip on my thigh
tightens dlightly, his claws leaving tiny indentations in my flesh.

"Why not?' he agrees, golden eyes finding mine with a look that permits no refusal.
"It would please me to show how perfectly she responds.”

Before | can process what's happening, I'm guided to a ceremonial platform in the
center of the hall. The gathered oni leaders form a circle around us, their massive
forms creating a wall of muscle and hide that permits no escape. The scent of their
collective interest—musky, primal, hungry—fills my nostrils. | know | should feel
humiliation, outrage, the burning desire to fight—but as Kazuul's scent surrounds me,
my body begins its treacherous response without waiting for my mind's permission.

He positions me on all fours, the pose deliberately reminiscent of traditional omega
presentation posture. The silken garment is pushed aside rather than removed
completely, framing rather than concealing what's about to happen. The cool air hits
my exposed skin, raising goosebumps despite the heat flooding my core.



"Observe," Kazuul rumbles to his audience as he mounts me from behind, his
massive body casting me in shadow. "How perfectly she accepts what was once too
large for her human form."

The massive head of his cock presses against me, and to my mortification, I'm
already dlick and ready. His entry causes no pain, only aburning stretch that feelslike
coming home. My body yields around him, inner walls rippling in welcome as he
seats himself fully inside me. The visible bulge in my abdomen marks his presence, a
clear demonstration of his claim on me.

The gathered oni rumble their approval, some making appreciative comments about
my adaptation, others speculating on breeding potential. | should be furious, should
be fighting with every ounce of my being. Instead, | feel myself pushing back against
him, seeking deeper penetration, my body performing for the audience without my
conscious command.

When the vibrating nodule makes contact with my clit, all pretense of resistance
evaporates. The pleasure hits with such intensity that | cry out, the sound echoing
through the suddenly quiet hall. Every nerve ending ignites simultaneously, sending
sparks racing along my spine and outward to my fingertips. Wave after wave builds
as he establishes a rhythm designed specifically to showcase my responsiveness, each
thrust precisely calibrated to demonstrate his complete control over my physical
reactions.

"See how she comes apart for me," Kazuul announces proudly as the first orgasm
crashes through me, my body convulsing visibly around his massive length.

The second climax follows quickly after, then athird, each one wringing sounds from
my throat | never imagined making in public. Through tear-blurred vision, | see the
approving nods of oni leaders, hear their murmured comments about "proper omega
training" and "remarkable adaptation.” One leader leans forward for a better view of



where Kazuul's cock disappears into my body, the bulge it creates as it reshapes me
from the inside.

Y et these sting less than the redlization that my body is enthusiastically participating
in its own display. This is no longer forced claiming—my omega biology embraces
Kazuul's possession with eager enthusiasm, craving his knot with an intensity that
overrides any remaining dignity. My back arches, pushing my breasts forward and
my hips higher, the perfect presenting posture | once scorned as submission now
instinctive.

When his knot finally swells, locking us together before his assembled clan, |
experience a final, shattering orgasm that tears the last fragments of my independent
self-image to pieces. A scream rips from my throat as pleasure whites out my vision,
my inner walls clamping down around his expanding knot in rhythmic pulses | can't
control. | am undone, remade, transformed by pleasure | cannot reject.

And the worst part? Some deep, primal part of me loves it—glories in being claimed
so thoroughly, so publicly, before these powerful alphas. The omega instincts I've
suppressed for years sing with satisfaction at being properly claimed, properly filled.
The thought is so foreign, so contrary to everything | once believed about myself, that
tears stream down my face even as aftershocks of pleasure continue to ripple through
me.

Two weeks after the clan gathering, | sit nervously on an examination table as an oni
healer passes specialized instruments over my abdomen. The strange devices glow
with symbols | can't read, emitting soft hums and occasional pulses of warmth against
my skin. Kazuul stands nearby, his massive frame unusually still as he awaits the
results we both suspect.



The healer, afemale oni with unusual pale red skin and smaller, curved horns, finally
steps back with a confirming nod.

"The breeding was successful,” she announces, her voice carrying a musical quality
unlike the male oni. "Pregnancy is confirmed."

Something shifts in Kazuul's expression—a softening I've never seen before, a subtle
change in the set of his massive jaw, the gleam of his golden eyes. His massive hand
reaches out to rest against my still-flat abdomen with surprising gentleness. The heat
of his palm seeps through my thin garment, warming the place where our child
grows.

"Unlike previous attempts with facility omegas, this one shows remarkable stability,"
the healer continues, consulting glowing symbols on her instruments. "The embryo
develops with unusual vigor for this early stage. The hybrid compatibility appears
optimal."

She continues her examination, documenting findings with careful precision, but |
barely hear her. My mind is racing with strategic implications—pregnancy means
increased value, potentially creating both greater protection and greater restriction.
My status will change again, privileges and limitations reshuffling around this new
reality. Perhaps | can leverage this for additional concessions for Haven Valley, for
improved conditions for human settlements throughout the territory.

"You've succeeded where five others failed," Kazuul tells me once we're alone,
something unfamiliar softening his usually commanding tone. His hand remains on
my abdomen, fingers splayed possessively over the place where new life takes root.
"This changes everything."

| want to ask how—want to calculate what this means for Haven Valley, for my
position, for potential leverage in future negotiations. My strategic mind immediately



searches for advantages this new development might provide. The possibilities unfold
like atactical map, options branching in multiple directions.

But beneath these practical considerations, something primitive stirs—omega
instincts responding with unexpected satisfaction at successfully carrying alpha
offspring. A warmth spreads through my chest, radiating outward to my limbs. The
feeling defies rational explanation but cannot be denied. Pride, protection,
purpose—emotions | never anticipated flood through me at the knowledge of the life
growing inside.

My body's final betrayal, it seems, is not just adapting to captivity but finding
fulfillment within it. As Kazuul's massive hand cradles the future growing beneath
my heart, | wonder if anything remains of the resistance fighter who once led Haven
Valley.

Or if she, like my body, has been transformed into something her former self would
never recognize.
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CHAPTER 11
THE brEEDING TRIUMPH

Word of my pregnancy spreads through Crimson Fortress like wildfire. Within hours
of the medical officer's confirmation, the atmosphere around me shifts. | can't figure
out how the news traveled so fast—did Kazuul announce it through some formal oni
channel, or do they ssimply smell these things? Either way, everything changes
overnight.

Servants who previously avoided my gaze now bow deeply when | pass, their eyes
lowered in a deference I've never experienced. Guards stand straighter, their posture
shifting from watchful suspicion to protective aertness. Even Commander Thorne,
who's never bothered hiding his contempt for me, offers a dtiff nod of
acknowledgment when we cross paths in the corridor.

"Your scent has changed,” Vora explains during our morning walk through the
omega gardens. The air is heavy with the fragrance of early blooms, but apparently
I'm adding my own note to the perfume. "It broadcasts your condition to every oni
within fifty feet. Their sense of smell is far more acute than ours—they can detect the
hormonal shift, the extra blood flow, the new life taking form."

| resist the urge to cover myself, as if | could somehow contain this intimate
announcement my body is making without my permission. "Great. Even my smell is

betraying me now."

Voraslips quirk in asmall smile. "Consider it protection. No oni would risk harming



asuccessfully breeding omega, especially the warlord's."

"But why does everyone suddenly care so much?' | ask, genuinely confused by the
dramatic shift in treatment. "Surely I'm not the first omega to conceive in this
fortress."

Voras scarred fingers trace patterns on the garden bench between us, her eyes
scanning our surroundings before she speaks. "You've transformed from vauable
anomaly to reproductive success,” she explains, voice pitched low despite the
garden's isolation. "In oni culture, breeding legitimacy equals leadership strength. A
warlord who cannot produce offspring is vulnerable to challenge, regardiess of battle
prowess."

The implications hit me like a physical blow. "Kazuul couldn't produce offspring
before?'

"Five attempts with facility omegas, all failures,” Vora confirms, the lines around her
eyes deepening. "A carefully guarded vulnerability in his authority structure—one
you've now eliminated.”

The knowledge settles uncomfortably in my stomach, mingling with the strange
fluttering sensations of early pregnancy. I've inadvertently strengthened the warlord's
position, probably making escape even more impossible than before. But I've aso
secured my own value beyond the temporary usefulness of my strategic mind.

With my new status come unexpected privileges. The door to my
chambers—previously locked from the outside at night—now remains unlocked. My
movements within the fortress, while still monitored, face fewer restrictions. Guards
maintain respectful distance rather than looming presence.

It's not freedom, not by any stretch of imagination, but the invisible walls of my cage



have expanded substantially.

Even the physical claiming sessions shift in both frequency and quality. Kazuul still
comes to me nearly every night, his massive form blocking all light when he enters
my chambers. His crimson skin still radiates unnatural heat that warms the air around
us. His cock still stretches me beyond what any human male could, still creates that
visible bulge in my abdomen when fully seated.

But something fundamental has changed in his approach.

"Tell meif this causes discomfort,” he instructs on the third night after confirmation,
his massive hands positioning me with unexpected gentleness. His golden eyes study
my face with an intensity that feels different from his previous assessing gazes.

The consideration catches me off guard. Since when does the mighty Warlord of the
Crimson Fortress care about my comfort during claiming?

He adjusts his rhythm and depth, never pushing too deep where before he would
clam me completely regardless of my winces or gasps. His massive hand splays
across my lower abdomen, the warmth of his palm seeping into my skin as if
checking on the life growing beneath. The vibrating nodule that once served
primarily as a mechanism of control now buzzes against my clit with deliberate
precision, his focus shifting from demonstrating my submission to ensuring my
satisfaction.

Most surprising is how he introduces new elements focused specifically on my
pleasure. His massive fingers find sensitive spots with surprising delicacy, stroking
and circling with precision that makes resistance increasingly difficult. When he turns
me onto my side, curling his massive body around mine to enter me from behind, the
new angle sends sparks of pleasure up my spine that draw embarrassing sounds from
my throat.



The first time he kneels between my thighs, I'm so shocked | nearly kick him in the
face.

"What are you doing?' | gasp, propping myself up on my elbows to stare down at
him. The sight is jarring—his massive crimson form, those curved obsidian horns, the
tribal markings across his shoulders and chest—positioned in what looks like
supplication between my legs.

Golden eyes meet mine, vertical pupils expanding in the dim light. "Tending to my
breeding omega," he replies smply before lowering his head.

The first touch of his tongue sends a jolt through my entire body, like lightning
striking directly between my legs. | collapse back against the pillows with a strangled
cry. His tongue is nothing like a human's—broader, slightly rougher in texture, and
radiating that impossible oni heat that seems to come from within. It sweeps aong
my folds with deliberate slowness, gathering the dlick that forms instantly at his
touch.

"Oh god—" | can't even finish the exclamation as he finds my clit, circling it with
careful precison. Every muscle in my thighs tenses in response. |'ve never
experienced anything like this—not with the handful of beta males I'd been with
before the Conquest, certainly not with Kazuul during our previous encounters.

His massive hands slide beneath my hips, lifting me dlightly to adjust the angle. The
strength in those fingers could crush my pelvis without effort, yet they cradle me with
surprising gentleness. His tongue delves deeper, exploring with meticulous attention
that suggests he's cataloging every response, learning what makes me gasp and what
makes me moan.

"You taste of sweetness and fertility," he murmurs against me, the vibration of his
words creating another layer of sensation that makes me whimper. His hot breath fans



across my sensitive flesh, carrying that unique scent of smoke and metal and
something primal | can't name. "Y our body knows what it carries."

| should hate this. Should fight it. Should maintain at least the pretense of resistance
that has defined our encounters until now. Instead, my hands find their way into his
hair, fingers sliding between the base of hishornsas | arch against his mouth.

He growls in approval, the sound reverberating through my core and sending another
flood of dlick that he laps up with evident satisfaction. His tongue focuses on my clit
now, alternating between broad strokes and focused attention that builds pressure low
in my belly with shocking speed. Meanwhile, one massive finger circles my entrance,
testing, teasing, before dliding inside with careful restraint that speaks of conscious
control | didn't know he possessed.

The dual sensation—nhis hot tongue on my clit and the thick finger stretching me
open—steals my breath. A second finger joins the first, both moving in counterpoint
to his tongue's rhythm. The stretch burns dlightly, but in away that only heightens the
pleasure building at my center.

"Oh god," | whisper, hands fisting in the furs beneath me. My head thrashes from side
to side as | lose control of my responses. My hips move against his face without
conscious direction, seeking more pressure, more friction, more of everything he's
giving me.

His fingers curl inside me, finding a spot that makes stars burst behind my eyelids. |
cry out his name—not "Warlord" or "alpha" but "Kazuul"—the sound tearing from
my throat before | can stop it.

He responds by intensifying everything—tongue moving faster, fingers pressing
deeper, a third digit joining the others to stretch me wider. The pressure builds
beyond anything I've experienced before, a tightening coil of sensation that winds



tighter and tighter until | think | might shatter.

When the climax hits, it's different from the overwhelming force of the vibrating
nodule—more gradual but somehow deeper, waves of pleasure rippling outward from
my core rather than crashing through me all at once. My inner walls clench around
his fingers in rhythmic pulses as my back arches off the bed. I'm distantly aware of
making sounds I've never heard from my own throat—half-sobs, half-moans that
echo off the stone walls.

As the last tremors fade, he rises above me, his massive frame blocking out the light
from the ceiling. His face glistens with my arousal, an image so primal and intimate it
sends another aftershock of pleasure through me. His golden eyes are nearly black
with dilated pupils, his breathing heavy as he positions himself between my thighs.

He enters me with careful attention to my sensitivity, his cock stretching me in the
now-familiar burn that my body has learned to accept—and worse, to crave. The
ridges along his shaft catch against my sensitive inner walls, sending fresh waves of
pleasure through my still-trembling body.

"Beautiful,” he murmurs, one massive hand cradling my face with unexpected
tenderness. His thumb traces my lower lip, still swollen from biting it during my
release.

| hate that the word makes something flutter in my chest—something dangerous that
has nothing to do with fear or resistance. Something that feels disturbingly like
connection.

The most significant transformation occurs in our non-sexual interactions. Where
before my strategic input was valued but limited to specific projects, Kazuul now



includes me in higher-level governance discussions where territorial policy takes
shape.

"The western irrigation systems require complete redesign,” | explain to a council of
oni officials who once viewed me solely as the warlord's breeding vessel.

We're gathered in Kazuul's strategic chamber, a room I've only glimpsed before
today. The massive stone table dominating the center is carved from a single slab of
blood-red rock, its surface covered with agricultural production charts and water flow
diagrams. Six oni administrators watch me with expressions ranging from skepticism
to curiosity as | trace my finger aong the problematic areas.

"Current channels waste nearly forty percent of available resources while creating
unnecessary flooding in these sectors,” | continue, focusing on the data rather than the
intimidating audience. "The engineering is fundamentally flawed, based on pre-
Conquest designs that don't account for your increased agricultural scale.”

| pause, waiting for the dismissive responses I've come to expect from those who
resent my place at this table. Instead, the agricultural administrator—a massive oni
with burnt-orange skin and elaborately curved horns—leans forward with genuine
interest.

"Y our solution?"' he prompts, no trace of condescension in his gravelly voice.

| blink in surprise before continuing. "Redirected channels here and here," | indicate
on the map, "with collection reservoirs at these junction points. The design would
reduce waste by thirty percent while increasing accessible farmland by nearly twelve
thousand acres."

The room falls silent as oni officials study my proposal. | can practically hear the
calculations running through their minds—increased production, reduced labor



requirements, expanded territorial resources.

"The human settlements in these regions would benefit most directly,” | add, unable
to stop myself from emphasizing this point. "Their productivity would increase
substantially with proper water allocation."

Kazuul, who has remained silent throughout my presentation, finally speaks.
"Implement these changes,” he commands, his deep voice leaving no room for
debate. His massive hand settles briefly on my shoulder in a gesture visible to
everyone present. Not possessive, as I'd expect, but... appreciative?

This scene repeats in various forms over the following weeks. My recommendations
regarding agricultural distribution systems gain implementation across the territory.
My suggested patrol adjustments become standard practice. My revisions to resource
allocation protocols receive not just approval but enthusiastic adoption.

Each success creates measurable improvements that strengthen Kazuul's position
while simultaneously benefiting human settlements under his control. Villages that
once faced food shortages now receive regular supplies. Communities struggling with
inadequate water access find reliable resources. Labor requirements adjust to more
sustainable levels.

Thislimited agency creates uncomfortable recognition | struggle to reconcile with my
resistance background. My captivity is producing tangible benefits for humans
beyond ssmply my own community. The narrative of universal oni oppression | once
embraced without question now faces challenge through empirical results my
strategic mind cannot ignore.

Some oni territories truly are brutal hell scapes where humans exist as little more than
slaves or food sources. But here, under Kazuul's governance—influenced now by my
own contributions—something different has emerged. Not freedom, certainly not



equality, but a system where human survival and even limited prosperity become
possible within the constraints of conquest reality.

"The delivery schedules to the eastern settlements have been adjusted as you
suggested," Kazuul informs me one evening as we review territory maps in his
private study.

The massive desk between usis piled with reports showing marked improvementsin
production across multiple sectors. A fire burns in the stone hearth, casting flickering
shadows across the walls decorated with ancient oni weapons and battle trophies. The
domestic scene feels surreal given our circumstances.

"Nutrition quality has improved significantly according to health indicators,” he
continues, dliding a parchment toward me containing figures that confirm his
statement.

| can't help the surge of satisfaction this news brings, though | try to hide it behind a
neutral expression. "The previous system was inefficient,” | say with deliberate
casualness. "It made strategic sense to correct it."

Kazuul's golden eyes see more than | wish they could. "You care about their
wellbeing," he observes, his deep voice gentler than usual. "This is not weakness,

Emi.

The use of my name—not "omega' or "pet" or any of the other dehumanizing terms
I've heard from other oni—catches me off guard.

"They're my people,” | respond without thinking, then freeze as | redize what I've
said. My people. As though | still lead Haven Valley rather than sitting in captivity,
swollen with the warlord's child.



"Yes," he agrees, surprising me. "And now they benefit from your service here."

The word 'service' should sting more than it does. But as | study the production
numbers, seeing concrete evidence of improved conditions for communities | once
worried would starve without my leadership, | can't summon the appropriate outrage.

The changes aren't just abstractions on paper. During a supervised visit to a hearby
farming settlement—my first journey outside Crimson Fortress since my claiming—I
see the results firsthand. Children with healthy color in their cheeks. Storehouses
filled with adequate supplies. Fields yielding abundant crops through irrigation
systems | designed.

"The warlord's omega saved us," | overhear one older woman tell another as they
bow respectfully during my inspection. "The tribute requirements were killing us
before she convinced him to adjust the quotas.”

| didn't expect the surge of emotion their words trigger—pride and shame tangled
together in my chest. Pride at making tangible difference in their lives; shame at
finding satisfaction within a system built on conquest and subjugation.

That night, as Kazuul's massive body covers mine in what has become our nightly
ritual, 1 find myself responding with a confusing mixture of resignation and
anticipation. His scent—smoke and metal and something uniquely him—no longer
repels me but triggers automatic arousal my body can't hide.

His hand traces the dlight curve of my abdomen, the first visible sign of my changing
body. The tribal markings across his crimson skin seem to shift in the firelight,
creating patterns that draw my eye despite myself. When he enters me, the stretch is
still profound but no longer painful—my body has adapted to his size in ways | once
thought impossible.



"Your mind saves many," he murmurs against my neck as he establishes a rhythm
that somehow manages to be both powerful and restrained. "Thisis worthy service."

The words sink deeper than they should, touching something in me that craves
purpose beyond mere survival. As the vibrating nodule against my clit sends the first
waves of pleasure through my core, | wonder if this is how captivity truly claims
you—not through chains or force, but through finding meaning within its confines.

| close my eyes against sudden tears, unsure if they come from physical pleasure or
the gradual erosion of everything | once believed about resistance and collaboration.
The child growing within me represents more than biological success—it embodies
all the contradictions of my new existence.

Valued but owned. Influential but controlled. Making difference while reinforcing the
very system | once fought to overthrow.

As Kazuul's massive hand settles protectively over my dlightly rounded abdomen, |
wonder what's |eft of the resistance fighter | once was—and whether what's replacing
her might accomplish more than that woman ever could.
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CHAPTER 12
IMPERIAL INTEREST

Four months into my pregnancy, | barely recognize myself anymore. Each morning, |
study my reflection in the polished metal surface that serves as a mirror in my
chambers. The changes in my body are undeniable—the slight rounding of my
previously athletic abdomen, fuller breasts preparing for their nurturing role, a subtle
softening of my facial features that makes me look less like awarrior and more like...
amother.

The transformation goes beyond the physical. My scent has changed too, a sweet
undertone mixing with my natural omega fragrance that makes the oni guards inhae
deeply when | pass. My skin glows with an unfamiliar vitality, and my hair has
grown thicker, falling in heavy waves past my shoulders. The omega biology I've
fought so hard to suppress is now flourishing, triumphant in its intended purpose.

| trace the curve of my belly with hesitant fingers. The child moves sometimes now,
tiny flutters like butterfly wings inside me. Each time it happens, something shifts in
my chest—a fierce, protective surge | don't want to name because naming it makes it
real. Makes it mine.

These external transformations mirror an internal evolution | find far more disturbing.
I'm growing attached to this developing life regardless of the circumstances
surrounding its conception. The strategic part of my mind tries to dismiss this as
simple biology—omega instincts programmed for reproduction—but it feels like
more than that. It feels like betrayal of everything | once stood for.



Worse still are my changing responses to Kazuul's presence. They transcend ssimple
physical reaction now. When he enters aroom, | don't just respond with the automatic
dlick and accelerated pulse my body's been conditioned to produce. | fedl... relief.
Security. A sense of rightness that contradicts every resistance value | once held
absolute.

His scent—that smoky, metallic aroma threaded with something primal | still can't
name—doesn't repel me anymore. Instead, it settles something restless inside me,
especially when his massive hand rests against the swell of my abdomen, his
unnatural heat seeping through the fabric to warm the child within.

I'm gradually identifying with my position in this household in ways that would have
horrified the Haven Valley leader | once was. The strategic advisor role suits my
analytical mind. The breeding omega status feels less like a cage and more like a
place |... belong. Sometimes days pass where | don't think about escape at all.

These uncomfortable realizations circle in my mind one morning as | dress in the
elaborate garments befitting my elevated status. The deep crimson fabric—marking
me as Kazuul's—drapes differently now across my changing form. Vora has just
finished helping me arrange my hair, her practiced fingers weaving small golden
ornaments through the braids, when a sharp knock breaks the routine.

Kazuul enters without waiting for response, his massive frame filling the doorway.
Something in his expression immediately puts me on alert—a tension around his
golden eyes, atightnessto hisjaw that I've learned to recognize as concern.

"What'swrong?' | ask, rising to my feet.
He crosses the room in three massive strides, the stone floor vibrating dightly with

each step. His heat radiates toward me before he even reaches my side, and the scent
of him carries an acrid undertone of... worry?



He holds out a scroll bearing elaborate imperial seals, the black and red wax
markings intricate and threatening. "Communication from the Imperial Capita."

| take the heavy parchment, fingers tracing the ornate script. The paper itself feels
different from what we use in Crimson Fortress—thinner, almost oily to the touch,
carrying afaint scent of something bitter.

"Emperor Goran Bloodfang requests the presentation of your successfully bred
omega at the upcoming seasonal ceremony,” | read aloud, brow furrowing as |
decipher the formal language. "Why would he care about me?"

"It is not you he cares about,” Kazuul rumbles, his deep voice vibrating in his chest.
His golden eyes narrow, vertical pupils contracting to thin dlits. "It is what you
represent.”

The official documentation conceals the political maneuver beneath ceremonial
language, but my strategic mind quickly grasps the implications. The emperor's
interest represents both recognition of Kazuul's achievement and potential threat to
the independent power base this successful reproduction might create.

"He sees me as evidence of your increased power," | state, not a question but a
conclusion.

Kazuul nods once, sharp and controlled. The tribal markings across his crimson skin
seem to darken with his mood. "The failure to produce offspring created vulnerability
In my position. Y our pregnancy resolves this weakness."

"And threatens his control over you,” | finish the thought. The complexity of oni
politics is becoming clearer to me with each passing day. "He can't ignore your
success, but he can't allow it to strengthen you too much."



"We must attend," Kazuul says, though his tone suggests he'd rather do anything else.
One massive hand clenches into a fist a his side, the knuckles paling to a lighter
shade of crimson. "Refusing imperial summons would constitute direct challenge we
are not yet prepared to make."

The word "yet" hangs between us, heavy with implications of future possibilities
neither of usis ready to discuss.

"When do we leave?' | ask, already mentally listing preparations needed for such a
journey.

"Three days." His massive hand settles on my rounded abdomen in what has become
a habitual gesture. The warmth of his pam seeps through the fabric, and | could
swear the child stirs in response to his touch. "The heaers will accompany us to
ensure your condition remains stable throughout the journey."

| sense the tension radiating from his massive frame—protective instincts visibly
battling the political necessity that requires presenting his breeding success before the
imperial court. The muscles in his forearms tighten, the tribal markings stretching
across his skin as he struggles with instincts far older than politics.

For the first time, | find myself reaching out to touch his arm in a gesture meant to
reassure rather than resist. His skin burns hot beneath my fingertips, the strange
texture both smooth and dlightly rough, like sun-warmed stone.

"WEe'll manage this carefully," | say, surprising myself with the steadiness in my
voice. "I'm not fragile."

His golden eyes meet mine, something unreadable shifting in their depths. "No," he
agrees, the rumble of hisvoice gentler than usual. "Y ou never have been."



The journey itself provides my first opportunity to observe territories beyond
Crimson Fortress since my claiming. The massive caravan departs at dawn—dozens
of oni warriors, multiple healers, servants, and supplies all traveling in formation
around the central wagon where | ride in relative comfort.

My traveling quarters are lavish by human standards—furs lining the wooden bench
seats, cushions providing support for my changing body, water and fruit always
within reach. Kazuul rides aongside rather than inside, his massive form too large for
the confined space, but he checks on me frequently throughout each day's travel.

The first few days take us through Kazuul's domain, giving me a bird's-eye view of
the agricultural systems I've helped develop. Organized fields stretch to the horizon in
perfect geometric patterns, their colors rich with healthy crops. Irrigation channels
carry water precisely where needed, the sun catching on the surface and turning
ordinary water into ribbons of light. Storage facilities stand at strategic intervals, their
solid construction promising protection against weather and pests.

Human workers pause in their tasks to bow as we pass, their faces showing genuine
respect rather than mere fear. Their clothes, while ssmple, appear clean and sturdy.
Their bodies, while marked by labor, don't show signs of starvation or abuse.

"The western quadrant crop yields have increased forty percent since implementing
your distribution adjustments,” Kazuul comments as we pass particularly vibrant
fields of grain that sway in the breeze like a golden sea. Pride colors his voice, though
whether it's pride in the achievement or in my contribution to it remains unclear.

| can't deny the satisfaction | feel seeing theory transformed into thriving reality.
These improvements mean real difference in human lives—better nutrition, reduced
labor burdens, increased sustainability.



But as we cross from Kazuul's territory into lands controlled by other oni clans, the
contrast becomes jarringly apparent. Fields grow patchy and undernourished,
yellowing in places where water fails to reach. Irrigation exists but in haphazard
patterns that create mud pits in some areas while leaving others parched. Human
settlements appear decrepit, with sagging roofs and crumbling walls, the people
moving in exhausted shuffles rather than purposeful strides.

"The Bloodmane clan controls this region,” Kazuul explains when he notices my
focused observation. His tone carries something like contempt. "They prioritize
immediate resource extraction over sustainable development."

| bite my tongue to keep from offering immediate suggestions for improvement.
These are not my lands to change. Still, my mind works automatically, identifying
inefficiencies and cal culating the human cost of such mismanagement.

The pattern repeats as we pass through territories controlled by different oni clans.
Some approach Kazuul's level of organization, most fall woefully short. Human
conditions vary dramatically—from reasonable accommodation to what amounts to
slave labor camps where emaciated workers stagger under impossible burdens, their
backs bent by more than heavy loads.

The scent of these neglected territories changes too—fear pheromones hanging in the
air, mixing with the stench of inadequate sanitation and untreated illness. The sounds
differ as well—fewer voices, more whips and shouts of overseers demanding
impossible quotas.

"Why such differences?’ | finally ask on our fifth night, as we sit in the relative
privacy of our traveling tent. The evening meal has been cleared away, and the

sounds of the camp settling for the night filter through the thick fabric walls.

"Different governance philosophies,” Kazuul answers, his massive form settling



beside me on our shared sleeping platform. The furs beneath us barely compress
under his weight, the frame specially reinforced for his size. "Some see humans as
resources to be consumed. Others recognize value in sustainable management.”

The words should offend me—"resources’ and "management” applied to human
beings, as if we were crops or livestock. Y et the evidence before my eyes complicates
my reaction. Kazuul's governance approach, while still fundamentally based on
conguest dominance, creates materially better conditions for human populations than
systems implemented by other oni leaders.

"And the emperor?' | ask, thinking of our destination. My hand rests unconsciously
on my abdomen, the protective gesture becoming habitual.

Kazuul's expression darkens, the shadows accentuating the curve of his horns against
the tent wall. "Emperor Goran believes in exploitation rather than development. His
territories show the results of this approach.”

As we draw closer to the imperial center over the following days, | witness the truth
of his assessment. Fields lie fallow or burned out from overuse, cracked earth
showing where crops once grew. Human settlements become increasingly squalid,
with guards posted to prevent escape rather than protect inhabitants. The people we
pass look hollow-eyed and desperate in ways | haven't seen since the early Conquest
days, when survival meant submission.

The air carries a miasma of despair that grows stronger as we approach the imperial
seat of power. Guards at checkpoints wear elaborate armor but treat humans with
casual cruelty | never witnessed in Kazuul's territories. A small boy, no more than
seven, receives alash across his back for ssimply crossing aroad too slowly in front of
our caravan. The oni guard responsible laughs when the child falls.

Kazuul's growl is barely audible, but | feel the vibration of it through the wagon floor.



His eyes track the guard, and something in his expression makes me wonder if the
man will live to see the next sunrise.

These observations provide both strategic intelligence and uncomfortable perspective.
The evidence suggests a reality 1've been reluctant to accept—that not all oni ruleis
equal. That Kazuul's approach, while still based on a system | fundamentally oppose,
creates conditions under which humans can at least survive and sometimes thrive.

This recognition further erodes the absol utist resistance ideology that once framed my
understanding. Black and white morality gives way to contextual complexity my
analytical mind cannot simplify regardiess of emotional preference. If | must live
under oni rule—and for now, that seems unavoidable—there are demonstrably better
and worse versions of that reality.

"You're troubled," Kazuul observes as we prepare for sleep on our final night before
reaching the imperia capital. The lamp oil burns low, casting his massive form in
amber shadows that make the tribal markings across his shoulders seem to move with
each breath.

| hesitate, unsure how to articulate the complex ethical calculus happening in my
head. "l was taught that all oni are equally the enemy,"” | finally say, my voice soft in
the enclosed space. "That resistance was the only moral choice.”

He waits silently for me to continue, his golden eyes watchful in the dim light,
vertical pupils expanded in the darkness.

"But what I've seen..." | gesture toward the tent wall, indicating the territories we've
passed through. "There are differences that matter. Real differences in human

suffering.”

"Yes," he agrees simply. No justification, no defense, just acknowledgment of the



truth 1've witnessed.

"My community eats because of your governance," | continue, the words difficult to
form. "Children grow healthy rather than starving. This doesn't erase the Conquest or
make subjugation right, but..."

"But context complicates absolutism,” he finishes when | trail off.

| nod, frustrated by my inability to resolve the moral paradox. The resistance fighter |
was would have seen any collaboration as betrayal. The pregnant omega |'ve become
sees nuance where once there was only certainty.

"Rest," Kazuul says, his massive hand settling over my rounded belly where our child
grows. The heat of his palm penetrates the thin sleeping garment, a warmth that has
become strangely comforting rather than threatening. "The imperial capital
challenges even those born to itsintrigues. Y ou will need your strength."”

He extinguishes the lamp with a gesture, plunging the tent into darkness. In the
shadows, he seems even larger, his body radiating heat that keeps the night chill at
bay. When he settles beside me, the sleeping platform creaks but holds steady,
engineered to support his weight.

As | drift toward sleep, | feel the child move within me—stronger now, more definite
than the butterfly flutters of earlier weeks. A life that will be neither fully human nor
fully oni, but something new. A bridge between worlds, just as | have become in
ways | never anticipated.

Tomorrow we face the emperor and whatever machinations he has planned. But
tonight, cradled in the strange security of Kazuul's protective presence, | allow myself
to acknowledge that the path forward may not be what the resistance taught me, nor
what oni conquest dictated, but something neither side could have imagined.



A new way forged through circumstance and necessity—and perhaps, though I'm not
ready to name it, something like connection.
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CHAPTER 13
THE CLAIMING GARDENS
Nothing could have prepared me for the Imperial Capital.

Even with mental preparation—even knowing it would be imposing—the sheer scale
of it hits me like a physical blow. Crimson Fortress seemed massive until now, but
this... this makes Kazuul's domain look like a child's sandcastle by comparison.

Black stone with blood-red veining rises from the landscape like an open wound
against the earth. The walls, impossibly tall, cast shadows that stretch for miles as the
morning sun struggles to penetrate the gloom they create. Everything about the
architecture screams dominance—not just over humans but over nature itself. The
central palace towers from an artificially elevated plateau, as though the earth itself
has been forced to bow in submission.

"They excavated an entire mountain to create the foundation," Vora explains quietly
as our procession approaches the massive gates. Her voice carries an undertone of
remembered horror. "Thousands died in the construction. Mostly human laborers who
collapsed from exhaustion, though some were sacrificed during completion rituals.”

| believe it. The air itself feels charged with despair, the kind that seeps into stones
over decades. Everything about the design feels deliberately oppressive, calculated to
make visitors feel small and vulnerable. The towering spires, the sharp angles of the
battlements, the immense scale of every doorway and arch—all of it triggers
instinctive submission responses | have to consciously fight against.



My hand drifts to my rounded abdomen as we pass under the main gates, the weight
of stone above making me feel impossibly fragile. The child shifts within me, as
though sensing my discomfort. | force myself to focus on details rather than letting
the overwhelming sensory experience crush my analytical mind.

The guard formations follow precise hierarchical patterns—positions indicating rank
and affiliation through subtle variations in stance and armor design. Administrative
officials greet our procession with elaborate protocols, their gestures so specific and
measured they seem choreographed to establish dominance relationships rather than
simply welcome visitors.

Subtle signals suggest Kazuul's position within imperial hierarchy carries both
significant authority and potential vulnerability. The officials bow deeply enough to
show respect but maintain eye contact in a way that indicates he's not untouchable.
Warriors from other clans watch our Bloodcrest guards with calculated assessment
rather than automatic deference.

The scent here is different too—a sharp, metallic tang beneath the smoke of countless
fires, mixed with something bitter | can't identify. It's nothing like the earthy warmth
of Crimson Fortress. This place smells of ambition and fear.

"The emperor's cousin,” Kazuul explains when he notices my observation of a
particularly elaborate greeting from a high-ranking official with jade ornaments
woven into his horns. "He wishes to signal both kinship and dominance through
ceremonial approach pattern.”

The complex dance of oni politics makes Haven Valley leadership issues seem
adorably ssmple by comparison.

Our procession finally stops at an ornate structure near the palace's eastern wing.
Carved beasts with multiple heads guard the entrance, their stone eyes seeming to



follow our movements.

"Your chambers,"” announces the imperial steward, a lean oni with unusually pale
orange skin and elaborately polished horns that curve in spirals beside his ears.
"Prepared according to protocol for visiting territoria leaders and their...
companions.”

The dight pause before "companions' isn't accidental. I've heard enough political
speech to recognize deliberate dlight when | hear it. Everything here carries
weight—even word choice designed to remind me of my place.

The chambers themselves revea further political calculations beneath ceremonial
courtesy. Everything about them screams luxury—multiple rooms decorated with
expensive textiles in deep crimson and black, furniture carved from rare woods,
fixtures of polished metals that gleam in the light from crystal lamps. The slegping
chamber features a massive platform covered in furs from animals | don't recognize,
while the bathing area contains a heated pool large enough for Kazuul's frame.

"The accommodations honor your status,” Vora comments as we inspect the rooms,
Her fingerstrail over atapestry depicting an oni battle scene, the threads appearing to
shift and move in the flickering lamplight.

But | notice details beyond the surface opulence. The strategic placement of guard
posts outside indicates surveillance rather than protection as primary purpose. The
windows, while large and ornate, feature subtle reinforcements that would prevent
escape—decorative metalwork too strong to break, openings too small for even a
child to dip through. Servants appear with suspicious frequency, always finding
reasons to check if we need anything, their eyes carefully scanning our possessions.

We're honored prisoners, not respected guests.



Most unsettling is the messenger who arrives shortly after our instalation in the
chambers. His crimson skin bears the imperia insignia—a stylized crown of
horns—tattooed across his forehead. He delivers news of a scheduled examination by
imperial medical officers—a procedure presented as ceremonial preparation but
clearly intended to verify my pregnancy claims while assessing hybrid viability
according to imperial standards rather than territorial priorities.

Kazuul's reaction reveals more than words could. His massive body tenses visibly,
muscles rippling beneath crimson skin as though preparing for combat. A low growl
builds in his chest that he barely suppresses in the messenger's presence, the sound
vibrating through the floor beneath my feet. Once we're aone, his protective instincts
emerge fully—his frame positioning between me and the door as though expecting
immediate threat, horns lowered slightly in unconscious defensive posture.

"You anticipated this," | observe, watching his controlled agitation with newfound
understanding. The tribal markings across his shoulders seem to darken with his
mood, the pattern shifting as muscles tense beneath his skin.

"Yes," he acknowledges, massive hands clenching and unclenching, the claws at his
fingertips extending dlightly before retracting. "But anticipation does not make it
acceptable.”

For the next hours, | watch a fascinating transformation. In public spaces, Kazuul
displays the formal deference his position requires—proper greetings to imperial
officials, ceremonial acknowledgments, careful adherence to court protocols that
seem deliberately designed to subordinate territorial leaders. Y et at every opportunity,
his massive body positions between me and imperial representatives, his heat and
scent creating an envelope around me that marks me as claimed, protected.

This protection transcends simple possession. It's not just his property he's guarding
but something more complicated—me, our child, perhaps even the connection that's



forming between us despite all odds. When an imperial official stands too close,
Kazuul's growl is barely audible, but | feel it through the stone floor. When the
medical officer mentions tomorrow's examination, Kazuul's hand finds the small of
my back, heat radiating through the fabric in silent reassurance.

"Will they try to keep me here?' | ask that night as we prepare for sleep in our
luxurious cage. The imported oils from the bath still cling to my skin, their floral
scent unable to fully mask the metallic tang that seems to permeate everything in the
imperial capital.

His golden eyes meet mine across the chamber, vertical pupils narrowing in the dim
light to thin dlits that reflect the lamplight like twin flames. "They will try,” he
admits, voice pitched low enough that even listening devices wouldn't capture it. "But
they will not succeed."

The certainty in his voice shouldn't comfort me as much as it does. When he joins me
on the sleeping platform, his body curls protectively around mine, one massive arm
draped over my side with his hand resting on my rounded belly. The child kicks
against his palm, as though recognizing the touch.

For the first time since our claiming, we sleep without mating—his presence purely
protective rather than possessive. It feels like an unspoken promise.

The following morning brings my first direct exposure to the infamous Claiming
Gardens. Vora helps me dress in elaborate garments that display my pregnancy while
maintaining appropriate formality for court appearance. The silken fabrics cling to
my rounded abdomen, highlighting rather than concealing the evidence of successful
breeding.



"The garden ceremonies begin at midday," she explains, arranging my hair with
practiced efficiency. Her fingers weave small golden ornaments into the braids,
symbols of fertility and clan affiliation that tell my status to anyone with knowledge
of oni customs. "Our presence is expected as honored witnesses."

"Witnesses to what?' | ask, though | suspect | already know.

Voras hands pause momentarily. "New imperial claimings,” she confirms, voice
neutral though her eyes carry shadows of memories she doesn't share. "The emperor
has acquired several unclaimed omegas for distribution to favored officials."

My stomach tightens with dread that has nothing to do with morning sickness.

The Claiming Gardens are the most disturbing place I've encountered since my own
claiming ceremony. As Kazuul walks me through the ornate entrance gates, I'm
struck by how wrong everything feels.

Beautiful courtyards stretch out before us, filled with contradictions. Gorgeous
flowers I've never seen before spill down stark stone walls in shades of deep red,
black, and purple. The blooms look too perfect, amost artificial. Fountains bubble
musically, but they can't quite drown out the sounds coming from deeper in the
garden—cries that might be pleasure or might be pain.

The smell hits me like a physical blow—sweet flowers mixed with the heavy scent of
aroused aphas and the sharp, sweet smell of frightened omegas. My stomach churns

as memories of my own claiming flood back, memories I've tried to forget.

It's a pretty cage designed for an ugly purpose—beautiful on the surface but cruel at
its core.

"Thisway," Kazuul guides me along a marble path toward a central courtyard where



a gathering has already formed. His massive hand remains at the small of my back,
the heat of his pam radiating through my garments like a brand of protection. His
scent intensifies slightly, marking me more thoroughly as we enter spaces filled with
other alphas.

We're positioned on a viewing platform with other territorial leaders and their
clamed omegas. The elevated space offers clear sight lines while maintaining
appropriate separation between clans that might otherwise challenge each other. From
this vantage point, | have unobstructed view of specialized platforms where public
mating ceremonies will occur before court witnesses. The elevated stages ensure
optimal visibility while simultaneously creating physical vulnerability through
exposure and restricted movement.

| study the assembled crowd with strategic detachment—imperial officials in
elaborate regalia denoting rank and favor, territorial representatives displaying clan
colors and markings, court followers seeking entertainment or political advantage.
The atmosphere carries an uncomfortable mixture of ceremonial solemnity and
anticipation, as though witnessing both sacred ritual and blood sport simultaneously.

Then the unclaimed omegas are brought in.

There are five of them—all female, al human, al looking terrified beyond measure.
Their eyes dart frantically around the garden, seeking escape where none exists. Their
thin white garments do little to preserve dignity while showcasing the bodies about to
be claimed. They're positioned on the ceremonial platforms, arranged in presentation
posture that |eaves them completely exposed to the watching crowd.

Female attendants approach with ceremonial oils, applying them to the omegas
exposed skin with practiced efficiency that speaks of countless previous ceremonies.
The scent of the oil reaches me even at this distance—something musky and sweet,
designed to enhance natural omega pheromones and trigger alpha response.



The claiming alphas enter next—imperial oni of various ranks, their massive forms
generating murmurs of approva from the crowd. They appear freshly bathed and
oiled themselves, skin gleaming in the midday sun, their arousal evident in the tenting
of ceremonia loincloths. The official speaker delivers ritualistic phrases about
dominance and submission, breeding and ownership, power and surrender—words |
remember from my own claiming.

And then it begins.

The first scream sends ice through my veins. It's high and desperate, edged with true
terror rather than mere discomfort. The imperial omega's face contorts in genuine
agony as her assigned apha forces his massive length inside her unprepared body.
There's no adjustment period, no gradua stretching—just brutal penetration that
makes her body arch in pain, her hands clawing uselessly at the platform beneath her.

More screams follow as the other claimings proceed simultaneously. Each platform
becomes site of conguest rather than connection, the omegas terror palpable even
from our viewing distance. The smell of blood reaches me, metallic and sharp
beneath the scent of ceremonial oils.

But something's missing.

The screams contain only pain without the pleasure undertones | remember from my
own claiming. These omegas writhe in genuine agony rather than confused mixture
of hurt and unwanted arousal. Their bodies fight the invasion rather than gradually
yielding to it. No flush spreads across their skin, no slick glistens on their thighs
beyond the ceremonial oils—only tears and blood.

With shocking clarity, | realize what's different: imperial oni lack the vibration
adaptation Bloodcrest clan developed. These omegas are experiencing only pain
without the compensatory pleasure that made my own submission physically



irresistible if mentally rejected.

The revelation hits me with unexpected force. The vibrating nodule | once viewed
solely as humiliation mechanism, as control device to break my will—it actually
spared me the pure agony these women are experiencing now. What | considered the
ultimate violation of my autonomy was, in context, almost... considerate.

My body responds to this realization in ways | can't control. | unconsciously move
closer to Kazuul, the memory of pleasure his unique anatomy provides creating
immediate physical reaction despite the public setting. Slick gathers between my
thighs, my core temperature rising slightly. The scent of my arousal rises subtly,
detectable only to those with oni senses.

Kazuul's nostrils flare, his massive frame shifting dightly to shield me from other
aphas who might detect my reaction. His hand at my back tightens possessively,
pulling me against his side in gesture that communicates ownership to any watching.
The heat of him seeps through my garments, his scent intensifying further to mask
my own.

"This is barbaric,” | whisper, unable to tear my eyes from the claiming ceremonies
continuing before us. One omega has gone limp entirely, either unconscious or
dissociating from the trauma being inflicted on her body.

"Yes," he agrees smply, voice pitched for my ears alone. "This is why Bloodcrest
clan evolved differently. Pain creates resistance. Pleasure creates acceptance.”

The pragmatic assessment should offend me. Instead, | find disturbing logic in
it—and uncomfortable gratitude toward biological adaptation | once cursed. The
vibrating nodule that broke my resistance through unwanted pleasure now seems
amost... merciful... compared to what these imperial omegas are experiencing.



One platform holds my attention particularly—a smaller omega, barely more than a
girl realy, her screams growing weaker as her claiming continues with brutal
intensity. Blood stains the platform beneath her, her body too small to accommodate
her alphas size without tearing. Her eyes have gone glassy and unfocused,
consciousness retreating from what her body cannot escape.

"Will she survive?' | ask, stomach churning with nausea that isn't entirely pregnancy-
related.

"Perhaps,” Kazuul replies, his tone revealing rare criticism of imperial practices.
"They care more about the display than the outcome."

| feel the child move within me, arestless shifting as though disturbed by the violence
we're withessing. My hand moves to soothe it automatically, a gesture that draws
attention from nearby observers. | notice several imperial officials watching me with
calculated interest—not just my pregnant form but my controlled reaction to the
spectacle before us.

As the claiming ceremonies reach their conclusion, | catch Emperor Goran Bloodfang
watching me from his elevated position. Until now, I've only glimpsed him from a
distance, but even that was enough to recognize the power he embodies. His
obsidian-black skin with blood-red tribal markings creates precise opposite of
Kazuul's coloration—a deliberate visual signal of their political opposition. His
multiple small horns form a crown-like pattern that sets him apart from other oni. But
it's his eyes that unnerve me most—horizontal pupils instead of vertical, red instead
of gold, calculating intelligence watching my reactions to the spectacle before us.

The message in the emperor's stare is clear: This is power. This is control. This is
what happens to omegas who aren't properly valued by their alphas.

| return his gaze steadily, one hand resting protectively on my rounded abdomen. The



child within me moves again, a firm kick against my palm that feels strangely like
defiance. | refuse to lower my eyes despite the pressure of the emperor's stare—a
small resistance when | can offer nothing more to the women on the platforms below.

Tomorrow | face imperial medical examination and whatever other machinations the
emperor has planned. But tonight, | carry new understanding—that the circumstances
of my claming, while still violation, contained elements of adaptation and
consideration completely absent in the brutality |'ve witnessed today.

The revelation doesn't erase what happened to me. Doesn't justify the conquest
system that took my freedom. But it adds complexity to a narrative | once thought
simple, introducing shades of gray to moral calculations | once saw only in black and
white.

And most uncomfortably, it creates genuine gratitude toward Kazuul—not just for
physical pleasure that made violation bearable, but for consideration | once mistook
for merely more sophisticated control.

When we return to our chambers, | find myself reaching for his hand—a gesture
initiated by me for the first time. His massive fingers engulf mine, the heat of his skin
warming my suddenly cold fingers.

"Your clan's adaptation,” | begin, struggling to articulate the complex emotions
churning inside me. "Isit... was it deliberate?’

His golden eyes study me with unexpected gentleness. "Yes," he admits. "Centuries
ago, our ancestors recognized that willing omegas bred more successfully than those
claimed through pure force. The adaptation evolved from that understanding.”

Not altruism then. Not compassion. Just pragmatic recognition that pleasure produces
better results than pain. Yet somehow, that honesty means more than any pretty lie



about oni concern for human comfort.

“Thank you," | say finally, the words strange on my tongue. "For not being like
them."

His massive hand settles on my abdomen, the warmth penetrating the fabric to
comfort the restless child within. "Sleep,” he says simply. "Tomorrow brings its own
battles."

As | drift toward uneasy sleep, the screams from the Claiming Gardens echo in my
memory. For the first time since my own claiming, | don't fight when Kazuul's arm
drapes protectively around me. In this place of calculated cruelty, his particular brand
of possession feels amost like safety.



Page 14

Source Creation Date: July 21, 2025, 4:00 am

CHAPTER 14

COURT POLITICS

The imperial court session isworse than all my nightmares combined.
| thought | was prepared. | wasn't.

The throne room aone is an exercise in psychological warfare. Everything about it is
designed to make visitors feel small and powerless, from the impossibly high ceilings
to the way sound echoes off polished black stone. The architecture itself seems to
whisper, You are nothing here .

Hundreds of oni nobles and officials line the massive chamber, their varied skin tones
creating a sea of crimson, orange, and black flesh marked with tribal patterns that tell
stories | can't read. The throne sits atop twenty steps, forcing supplicants to climb
toward imperial judgment while everyone watches.

And on that throne sits Emperor Goran Bloodfang.

His presence is overwhelming. Where Kazuul's skin is deep crimson with black
markings, the emperor displays the exact opposite—obsidian black skin with blood-
red tribal patterns that seem to shift in the torchlight. Instead of two dominant horns
like most oni, multiple smaller horns form a crown-like pattern around his head.

But it's his eyes that truly unsettle me. Red instead of golden, with horizontal pupils
rather than vertical. That alien gaze seems to evaluate everything at once without



revealing a single thought behind them.

"Remember to breathe," V orawhispers as we wait our turn. "He feeds on fear."

| nod, grateful for her steadying presence. We're positioned behind Kazuul, our place
in the procession showing his significant but not supreme rank. I'm dressed in
elaborate garments that display my pregnancy while maintaining ceremonial
propriety, the silk fabric clinging to my rounded belly in a way that leaves no doubt
about my condition.

As formal presentations begin, | recognize the performance aspects beneath the
ceremony. Thisisn't just ritual—it's theater with life-or-death stakes.

Each territorial representative displays achievements and resources, establishing their
position through physical tributes and verbal declarations. A northern warlord
presents rare minerals from his mountains. A southern commander offers exotic
plants with medicinal properties. Each gift and speech carefully calibrated to
demonstrate value without suggesting threat.

| study the attendees with strategic focus, noting how clan markings create visual
mapping of alliances and rivalries. Positioning reveals political affiliations—who
stands near whom, who maintains distance, who exchanges subtle signals during
presentations.

When our turn comes, Kazuul ascends the steps with measured dignity, each
movement carefully controlled to display proper deference without submission. |
follow three steps behind, exactly as protocol dictates, my eyes properly lowered
though my peripheral vision misses nothing.

"Warlord Kazuul Bloodcrest," the imperial herald announces, "Lord of the Crimson
Fortress and Eastern Agricultural Territories."



Kazuul presents physical tribute—exceptional harvests from his territories, rare
metals from his mountains, crafted weapons of superior quality. His formal address
strikes a perfect balance between respect and confidence, acknowledging imperial
authority while subtly emphasizing histerritories productivity and strength.

Then comes the moment we've been dreading.

"I present my successfully bred omega,” Kazuul states, gesturing for me to step
forward. "Evidence of Bloodcrest clan's continued prosperity and growth."

Emperor Goran's reaction combines formal acknowledgment with subtle challenge.
"A temporary achievement at this stage,” he notes, ritual congratulations delivered
with a tone suggesting uncertain outcome rather than established success. "Many
promising pregnancies fail before full term.”

The implied threat sends ice through my veins. Would he try to harm our child simply
to undermine Kazuul's position?

"| anticipate a healthy delivery,"” Kazuul responds, keeping his voice even despite the
tension | can feel radiating from him. "My healers have been monitoring her progress

carefully."

The emperor's horizontal pupils study me with disturbing intensity. "We shall see," is
all he says before dismissing us to continue the presentations.

As we return to our position, | catch whispered comments from nearby territorial
representatives.

"Four months already..."

"Previous attempts al failed..."



"Emperor won't allow independent power base..."

The political currents swirling around my pregnancy make me instinctively place a
protective hand over my abdomen. The child shifts inside me, as though sensing the
danger surrounding us.

The true threat emerges during our private audience following the court session.

We're escorted to imperial chambers scaled for even larger oni forms than the public
spaces. The ceilings soar higher, the furniture built for beings of mythic proportions.
Emperor Goran reclines on a massive seat constructed from what appears to be the
bones of massive creatures—or perhaps defeated rivals.

"Warlord Bloodcrest,” he acknowledges as we enter. Only three attendants remain
with him—high-ranking officials whose presence suggests this isn't merely informal
conversation.

"Emperor,” Kazuul responds with a precisely calibrated bow—deep enough for
respect, not deep enough to suggest subservience.

The small talk lasts only moments before Emperor Goran reveals the actual purpose
behind our ceremonial invitation.

"I believe your omega would be better placed in the imperial breeding center,” he
states, massive fingers gesturing toward me like I'm already his property. "Pregnant
omegas should be in our central facilities where we can properly monitor the
offspring's devel opment.”

The implication hits me like a physical blow. He wants to take me from Kazuul. To



place me in imperia breeding facilities—the horrible places I've heard whispered
about where omegas are kept perpetually fertile, claimed by multiple alphas, children
removed immediately after birth.

Kazuul's muscles visibly tense despite his diplomatic control. "The pregnancy has
been stable because of the specific care she's receiving in my territory," he counters,
his massive form subtly shifting to position between me and the emperor. "Moving
her now would put the baby at risk."

The implied refusal hangsin the air between them, dangerous as a drawn blade.

"Y our concern is noted," Emperor Goran responds, his face unreadable. "But imperia
needs come before territorial concerns.”

"Of course, Emperor," Kazuul agrees without actually agreeing. "And a healthy child
serves the empire best. That's why keeping her in my territory makes sense right
now."

The verbal sparring continues, each statement layered with meanings beyond the
words themselves. The imperial transfer request carries weight beyond typical
administrative adjustment—it's a direct chalenge to Kazuul's territorial authority,
using reproductive success as political leverage.

| listen to them discussing me as though I'm not present, my mind racing. The
emperor sees me as a threat to his control over Kazuul. A successfully bred
omega—especially one who also provides strategic value—creates an independent
power base that imperial authority cannot easily dominate.

"Let's hear from the omega,” Emperor Goran suddenly suggests, those unnerving red
eyes shifting to me. "Your medica exam showed some unusual hormone patterns.
Why do you think you're carrying successfully when others failed?"



The direct address catches me off guard. | wasn't expecting to be treated as a
participant rather than property.

| choose my words with extreme care. "My lord emperor, | believe the specialized
care I'm recelving in Warlord Bloodcrest's territory has been key to my pregnancy's
success," | say carefully. "The consistent environment, special diet, and personal
monitoring have created stability that would be hard to maintain if | were moved

now.

My answer balances medical plausibility with subtle reminder that moving me might
risk the very success they're fighting over.

"A smart little breeder,” Emperor Goran remarks, with something like amusement in
hisvoice. "Y our background makes you quite interesting."

The conversation continues its dangerous dance, with Kazuul offering various
compromises—regular medical reports sent to imperial healers, visits from imperial
specialists to observe development protocols, even future child visitation to imperial
court once safely delivered.

When we finally leave the imperial chambers, | feel like I've been holding my breath
for hours.

"Will it work?" | ask Kazuul once we're alone in our assigned quarters.

"Perhaps,” he answers, massive hand settling protectively over my rounded abdomen.
"He has not given adirect order. Yet."

This political confrontation changes how | see things. Where once | viewed al oni
authority as equally terrible, | now recognize significant variations in governance
with real consequences for humans under different leaders.



The emperor's central breeding faciliies—where omegas are treated as
interchangeable resources—represent a fundamentally different approach than
Kazuul's territorial system where my individual characteristics receive specific
accommodation. The thought of being removed from Crimson Fortress to imperial
breeding chambers fills me with genuine dread.

Neither system offers freedom. | remain a claimed omega, a breeding vessdl, a
conquered prize. Yet the differences between these systems create meaningful
distinction my strategic mind cannot dismiss despite resistance principles that once
framed my understanding.

That night, as Kazuul's massive body curls protectively around mine, | find myself
drawing comfort from his presence in ways that would have horrified the resistance
fighter 1 once was. His hand splays possessively across my pregnant belly, heat
radiating through my skin to warm the child growing within.

"He will not take you," Kazuul murmurs, the rumble of his voice vibrating against my
back. Not a question or hope—a statement of absolute certainty.

"The emperor has greater forces," | feel compelled to point out, ever the strategist.

"And | have greater motivation," he counters, pulling me closer against him.

The conviction in his voice shouldn't reassure me. Shouldn't make something warm
unfurl in my chest. I am not his to protect—I| am his because conquest made me so.
Any possessiveness should fedl like further captivity rather than security.

Yet as| drift toward sleep, my body nestled against the massive frame of the warlord
who claimed me against my will, | can't deny the truth that resistance ideology never
prepared me for. Given choice between different versions of captivity, | choose his,
Not just for the child we've created, not just for Haven Valley's security, but for



reasons I'm still not ready to name even to myself.

Tomorrow brings another day of imperial politics and the constant threat of
separation. But tonight, in this strange pocket of safety created by the very alpha who
once represented everything | fought against, | allow myself a moment of peace in a
world where true freedom no longer exists.
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CHAPTER 15
THE GIFT

The imperial banquet hall glitters with savage opulence. Gold and obsidian fixtures
catch the firelight, casting dancing shadows across walls adorned with battle trophies.
Every element of the room—from the towering doorways to the massive banquet
tables—feels designed to make me feel small and out of place.

| adjust the formal garment provided for tonight's feast, the silken fabric cut to
emphasize my pregnant form like I'm both display and trophy. My hand drifts to the
curve of my abdomen in a now-familiar protective gesture. The child growing within
me represents so many things—my captivity, my surrender, but also a strange new
future | never imagined.

Kazuul sits beside me at the high table, his massive crimson form dwarfing even the
oversized imperial furniture. Despite the polite conversation, tension ripples beneath
his controlled exterior. His posture shifts whenever Emperor Goran looks our way,
his body angling to place himself between me and his half-brother without being
obviously defensive.

"The Bloodcrest territories seem to be doing well with their crops,” Emperor Goran
observes from his elevated position at the center of the high table. His obsidian skin
with blood-red markings creates a stark visual contrast to Kazuul's coloration.
"Though | hear you've been having... troublesin other areas.”

The implication hangs in the air. Every oni official within earshot stiffens slightly,



recognizing the political barb. Kazuul's successful breeding of a human
omega—me—nhas elevated his status, but the Emperor clearly intends to undermine
that advantage tonight.

"My lands thrive because | pay attention to everything," Kazuul responds, his deep
voice vibrating through my chest despite his controlled volume. " Some focus only on
appearances, others on what truly matters."

The subtle counter-attack doesn't go unnoticed—severa oni officials shift
uncomfortably while others hide what might almost be smirks.

| keep my expression neutral even as my mind races. This verba sparring is merely
preamble—the Emperor wouldn't have insisted on our presence for ssmple diplomatic
exchanges.

The meal progresses through traditional oni courses, each dish designed to display
imperial abundance. The meat portions would feed four humans, the spices imported
from distant territories, the presentation emphasizing dominance over nature itself. |
eat the small portions my human stomach can handle, aware that every bite is being
observed by dozens of calculating eyes.

When the formal meal concludes, Emperor Goran rises to his full height, towering
even over the other oni lords present. The multiple small horns forming his crown-
like protrusion catch the firelight as he gestures toward a side entrance with theatrical
precision.

"To honor Warlord Bloodcrest's impressive management of his territory,” he
announces, voice carrying throughout the massive chamber, "I'd like to present a gift

that recognizes his achievements while helping ensure his continued success."

The side doors open to reveal a small procession of imperia attendants. In their



center walks a female omega who embodies everything | am not. Where | stand
nearly six feet tall with a soldier's build, she can't be more than five feet with delicate
limbs and soft curves. Her movements display the careful training of someone raised
specifically for breeding purposes—each step a display of submission, eyes properly
lowered, hands folded before her in perfect imperial etiquette.

My stomach clenches with what | refuse to call jealousy.

"This is Lina, chosen from the imperial breeding program for her excellent
compatibility with oni," the Emperor continues, satisfaction evident in his horizontal
pupils as they track our reactions. "She's been trained in everything a proper breeding
omega should know. She comes from generations of careful selection.”

The implications hit like a physical blow. By presenting this "gift," the Emperor
forces an impossible choice: reject her and commit a profound diplomatic insult, or
accept her and undermine my position despite my pregnancy. It's a cruelly elegant
trap, designed to create problems regardless of the outcome.

Kazuul's massive hand tightens on the armrest of his chair, the only visible sign of his
tension. "The Emperor is aways... thoughtful,” he responds, words carefully
measured.

The girl—Lina—steps forward, her movements like flowing water compared to my
soldier's stride. She performs a formal presentation posture, displaying herself for
Kazuul's inspection in a way that makes my teeth clench despite my diplomatic
training.

"Shelll give you more options for breeding,” Emperor Goran explains with false
politeness. "Make sure you keep having successful pregnancies.”

The imperial court watches with predatory interest. | feel the weight of their



stares—assessing, comparing, judging. The whispers have already started at the edges
of the hall, speculation about my replacement beginning among those who see
omegas as interchangeabl e breeding vessels.

Something shifts inside me, a clarity cutting through months of adaptation and
compromise. I've survived the Conquest, built a community, navigated oni politics,
and carried this child against medical expectation. | won't be discarded through
political maneuvering.

Before Kazuul can formulate his response, | stand. The movement draws every eyein
the hall—omegas simply don't insert themselves into Imperial proceedings uninvited.
The protocol violation itself creates momentary silence heavy enough to hear the
crackling of the massive fire pits.

"Thank you for your generosity, Emperor,” | say, my voice carrying without seeming
confrontational. "But our healers have discovered that Warlord Bloodcrest's success
with me isn't just about omega qualities. It's about how he and | specifically work
together."

| feel Kazuul's surprised attention alongside the shocked stares of the court. An
omega speaking on breeding policy—directly addressing implied criticism of
territorial management—represents a protocol breach that would normally result in
immediate discipline.

"Adding another omega now would disrupt what's making this pregnancy work when
others failed,” | continue, keeping my focus on practical concerns rather than the
obvious political maneuver. "Our heaers have found that our specific pairing creates
stability that a new omegawould threaten. It's too risky."

The Emperor's expression shifts from satisfaction to calculation. My strategic
deflection has transformed his "gift" from a ssmple status play into a potential



medical liability. If he insists now, he accepts responsibility for any pregnancy
complications that might arise.

"Your omega seems to have quite a lot to say for herself,” he observes, his tone
making the statement both acknowledgment and challenge.

"In my territory, | listen to smart voices wherever | find them,"” Kazuul responds,
rising to stand beside me. His massive form creates a living barrier between me and
the Emperor, a positioning that communicates volumes to everyone present. "That's
why my lands produce the most in the Imperium."

The confrontation balances on a knife's edge. | maintain my composed expression
despite the tension vibrating through the chamber, aware that every oni officia is
recalculating political alignments based on this unexpected development. I've
effectively transformed myself from breeding trophy to administrative asset in the
eyes of the court, a category shift the imperial hierarchy doesn't accommodate.

Emperor Goran's multiple small horns catch the firelight as he inclines his head
dightly. "You certainly do things differently, don't you,” he says with cold
calculation. "Perhaps Lina would be better placed elsewhere until we can look more
closely at your... medical situation.”

The retreat is tactical rather than genuine—I can see the calculation behind his blood-
red eyes—but it provides the necessary diplomatic framework to resolve the
immediate crisis. Lina is escorted from the chamber with the same ceremonial
precision that introduced her, though the whispers following her exit contain
significantly different speculation than those that accompanied her entrance.

As we return to our assigned positions at the banquet table, | feel Kazuul's massive
hand brush briefly against my lower back—a gesture concealed from most observers
by our relative positions, but unmistakable in its meaning. The touch contains none of



the possessive dominance that characterized our early interactions, instead conveying
something closer to appreciation.

The remainder of the banquet proceeds with renewed attention to diplomatic protocol,
the confrontation submerged beneath layers of formal courtesy. Yet beneath the
surface, something fundamental has shifted. My voice has entered the political
calculation in away previously unimaginable, the pregnancy | once viewed primarily
as biological capture now transforming into unexpected leverage.

Later, in the relative privacy of our assigned chambers, the tension that has built
throughout the evening finds physical expression. Kazuul secures the massive doors
before turning to me, his golden eyes glowing with an intensity that makes my pulse
quicken. The carefully controlled restraint he's maintained throughout the imperial
visit evaporates like morning mist.

"No one speaks up in the Emperor's court without being asked,” he says, his deep
voice rumbling through the chamber as he approaches. "Especially not an omega.”

"You said you listen to smart voices," | reply, throwing his own words back at him
with a hint of chalenge. My body responds to his approach with embarrassing
eagerness, slick already gathering between my thighs despite the public confrontation
weve just navigated. Months of conditioning have created associations | can't
control—his proximity alone triggers physical responses beyond my conscious
control.

"You put yourself at risk tonight." His massive form towers over me, radiating heat
that seems to penetrate my formal garments. "Goran doesn't forget challenges.”

"He aso doesn't forget being outsmarted,” | counter, refusing to lower my gaze
despite the dominance display his posture communicates. "1'm not just some breeding
omega he can use to control you."



Something shifts in his expression—pride mingled with possession in a combination
that would have enraged me months ago but now creates a confusing warmth
alongside the physical response. His massive hand cups my face with surprising
gentleness.

"No," he agrees, "you never were."

His lips find mine with unexpected tenderness, the kiss deepening as his hands work
to remove the forma garments that separate us. My own fingers fumble with the
ceremonial clasps of his attire, the task made difficult by the size difference and my
growing eagerness. When my hands brush against his exposed skin, the heat radiating
from him feels like standing too closeto afire.

"Mine," he growls against my throat, the word vibrating through my skin and settling
deep in my core.

My back meets the massive bed as he lowers me onto the furs, his crimson form
looming above me in the dim light. The contrast between our bodies has never
seemed more stark—nhis massive frame could crush me without effort, yet his touch
remains controlled despite the desire evident in his golden eyes.

He spreads my thighs with careful purpose, exposing the slick already gathering there
in humiliating abundance. The scent of my arousal fills the space between us, my
omega biology broadcasting a readiness | once fought but now embrace with
confusing eagerness.

"Already wet for me," he observes, one massive finger tracing the sensitive folds with
deliberate lowness. "Y our body knows what it wants."

The touch sends sparks racing along my nerves, pleasure building with embarrassing
speed. When that massive finger pushes inside me, my back arches off the bed



involuntarily, a gasp escaping before | can contain it.

"Please," | whisper, the word falling from my lips without conscious permission. The
negotiator who once faced down oni officials without flinching now reduced to
begging by a ssimple touch. "l need you."

His chest rumbles with satisfied growl as he positions himself between my spread
thighs, the massive head of his cock pressing against my entrance with purpose that
brokers no refusal. The first stretch burns despite my body's abundant
preparation—nhis size still overwhelming despite months of regular claiming.

| bite my lip to contain the cry that threatens to escape as he pushes inside, the
impossible fullness creating pressure that hovers on the edge between pleasure and
pain. My body yields to his invasion with practiced adaptation, internal muscles
relaxing to accommodate dimensions that once seemed impossible but now feel
necessary.

“Look at me," he commands, golden eyes fixed on my face as he seats himself fully
inside me.

| force my eyes open, meeting his gaze as the visible bulge in my abdomen confirms
the depth of his penetration. The vibrating nodule at the base of his cock makes
contact with my clit, the specialized oni anatomy beginning its maddening rhythm
that guarantees my pleasure regardless of my will.

The vibrations spread through my core like liquid fire, transforming the stretch into
undeniable pleasure that crashes through my rational thoughts. My hands clutch at his
massive arms, fingernails digging into crimson skin that yields to pressure like warm
stone.

"That's it," he encourages as my body responds to the vibrations with instinctive



movement, hips rising to increase contact with the nodule that sends waves of
pleasure through me. " Show me how much you need this."

The taunting words would have enraged me once, but now they feel like permission
to embrace the response | can't control anyway. My body moves in counterpoint to
his thrusts, the vibrations against my clit building pressure that tightens low in my
abdomen with increasing urgency.

When he shifts angle dlightly, the head of his massive cock presses against a spot
deep inside that makes stars explode behind my eyes. The combination of internal
pressure and external vibration pushes me toward climax with unstoppable
momentum.

"Please,” | gasp again, the word barely coherent as pleasure builds beyond my
capacity to process. "Please don't stop."

His rhythm intensifies, each thrust pushing me closer to the edge while golden eyes
watch my face with fascination that transcends ssmple dominance. The vibrating
nodule increases its rhythm against my overstimulated clit, guaranteeing my pleasure
whether | want it or not.

The orgasm breaks over me like a storm, muscles clenching around the massive
intrusion as waves of pleasure crash through me with overwhelming intensity. My
vision narrows to pinpoints of light as my body convulses beneath his, the surrender
complete and undeniable.

Before the first climax fully subsides, the vibrations trigger a second wave that tears a
sob from my throat—pleasure so intense it borders on pain washing through me in
relentless pulses. My fingers dig into his arms hard enough to leave marks even on
oni skin, anchor pointsin a sea of sensation threatening to drown my conscious mind.



"Mine," Kazuul growls again, his thrusts becoming more forceful as his own pleasure
builds. The vibrating nodule continues its merciless stimulation against my
oversensitive clit, forcing my body toward a third climax that seems impossible yet
approaches with unavoidable certainty.

When his knot begins to swell, the additional stretch creates burning pressure that
somehow transforms into another dimension of pleasure. The knot locks us together
as his release floods my womb with burning heat, quantity so great it distends my
abdomen further.

The third orgasm shatters what remains of my conscious control, my body arching
beneath him as pleasure whites out rational thought entirely. His name escapes my
lips as a desperate cry, acknowledgment of connection | once rejected but now
embrace with my entire being.

We remain locked together by biology, his massive form curved protectively around
mine as our breathing gradually steadies. His hand spreads across my distended
abdomen where our child grows, the gesture possessive yet somehow protective in a
way that would have seemed impossible months ago.

"The Emperor will try again,” | murmur against his chest, strategic assessment
automatic despite post-claiming lethargy.

"Yes," Kazuul agrees, his voice a rumble | feel through my skin. "But he won't
succeed."”

The simple declaration contains acknowledgment of both immediate victory and
ongoing challenge. We've survived today's confrontation, but the political landscape
continues evolving around us. What remains uncertain is exactly what we're fighting
to protect—my position, his authority, our child's future, or something more
fundamental.



What | know with uncomfortable certainty is that | would make the same choice
again—stepping forward to defend this strange connection that began through force
but has evolved into something neither of us expected. The redlization shifts my
understanding of myself in ways my resistance training never prepared me for, the
strategic leader | once was merging with the claimed omega I've become to create
someone new |I'm only beginning to recognize.
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CHAPTER 16
RETURN TO FORTRESS

The imperial city shrinks behind us as our procession winds through the outer
territories. With each mile that passes, my shoulders lower incrementally, atension |
hadn't fully acknowledged beginning to release. Compared to the suffocating
atmosphere of Emperor Goran's court, even the open road feels like freedom.

| watch the landscape change from the covered transport wagon Kazuul arranged for
me. The imperial territories we first pass through show clear signs of neglect—fields
harvested to exhaustion, settlements with crumbling buildings, hollow-eyed humans
whose gazes drop instantly when our oni escort passes.

"They look half-starved," | murmur, not really expecting a response.

Kazuul, riding alongside the wagon rather than in the lead position his rank would
typically demand, turns his massive head toward me. "Goran thinks fear works better
than contentment. His results say otherwise."

"Fear only breeds desperation,” | counter, gesturing toward a field where the crops
grow stunted and yellowed. "And desperate people make poor farmers."

His golden eyes track my gaze, the vertical pupils contracting dlightly in the bright
sunlight. "A lesson my half-brother refuses to learn, despite the evidence right in
front of him."



The border between imperial central territory and Kazuul's domain isn't marked by
any official boundary stone, but the change becomes evident within just a few miles.
The fields grow more orderly, irrigation systems maintain proper moisture levels, and
most tellingly, the humans working the land stand straighter. They still bow
respectfully as our procession passes, but their movements lack the bone-deep terror
visible in the imperial territories.

| lean forward, studying the differences with the same strategic precision that once
served resistance planning but now catalogs governance effectiveness. The buildings
in Kazuul's territories show recent repairs, the roads receive regular maintenance, and
most significantly, the food storage facilities appear well-constructed and properly
sealed against vermin.

"Your people don't starve," | observe, the words emerging more question than
statement.

"Hungry humans can't work effectively,” Kazuul replies, the practical assessment
somehow more meaningful than any mora claim could be. "Proper food ensures
better harvests. It's smple math, even if others can't seeit.”

What goes unspoken between us is the comparison to Emperor Goran's
approach—the taking without giving back, the domination without stability, the fear
without productivity. The realization settles uncomfortably in my chest: Kazuul's
conguest-based governance, while still fundamentally built on human subjugation,
creates measurably better conditions than the alternatives I've now withessed
firsthand.

The journey takes three days, our pace slowed by the formal escort requirements and
regular stops at inspection points throughout the territory. Each stop provides further
evidence supporting my initial observations—the oni administrators maintain strict
control, but within that framework, human settlements function with a stability absent



from imperial territories.

On the third evening, the familiar silhouette of Crimson Fortress appears on the
horizon, the massive structure carved into the mountainside glowing blood-red in the
setting sun. Six months ago, | approached those walls with dread so thick | could
taste it, my suppressants failing and my community's survival hanging by a thread.
Now, something closer to relief floods my system as we approach the main gates.

The redlization stops me cold. When did my prison become a sanctuary?

The welcome ceremony proceeds with oni formality—guards standing at attention,
officials presenting reports, household staff arranged in precise formation. What
differs from my initia arrival is my position within this carefully orchestrated
display. No longer a supplicant or captured prize, | walk beside Kazuul as he receives
the formal greetings, my pregnant form drawing respectful acknowledgment from the
assembled oni officials.

Vora awaits us in the inner courtyard, her petite frame and perfectly maintained
appearance contrasting sharply with the journey-worn state of our traveling party.
The senior omega's eyes assess me with calculation partially disguised by her
welcoming bow.

"The household welcomes your return, Warlord," she says before her attention shifts
to me. "Y our new quarters are prepared, honored consort."

The title catches me off guard, though | maintain the neutral expression years of
negotiations have made second nature. "New quarters?’

"V ora can show you herself,” Kazuul suggests, his massive hand briefly touching the
small of my back in a gesture that would have once felt like possession but now
carries adifferent weight. "I have matters awaiting my attention."



"Commander Thorne has your reports ready,” V ora confirms with another small bow.
"The northern situation has devel oped as he predicted.”

Kazuul's expression darkens momentarily before his formal mask returns. "Of course
it has." His attention shifts back to me, golden eyes conveying something | can't quite
decipher. "Join me for the evening meal once you've rested.”

It's not quite a request, but neither is it the direct command that would have been
issued months earlier. The space between order and consultation represents a shift
neither of us has formally acknowledged but both recognize has occurred.

| follow Vora through the fortress corridors, noting subtle changes implemented
during our absence. Additional guards stand at key junctures, surveillance positions
have been reinforced, and most tellingly, the path we take avoids areas most
vulnerable to outside approach.

" Security measures?’ | ask quietly as we walk.

Voras expression remains perfectly composed, but her voice drops to ensure privacy.
"After your encounter with the Emperor? Absolutely. Thorne has been fixing our
weak spots since word of the confrontation reached us.”

What remains unspoken hangs between us—the political implications of our
confrontation with Emperor Goran, the potential for imperial retaliation, the need for
enhanced protection now that | carry Kazuul's offspring. The strategic assessment
runs automatically through my mind, calculating risks and contingencies with the
precision Haven Valley's survival once demanded.

When we reach the living quarters, I'm surprised to find we're headed not toward the
claimed omega section where | previously resided, but toward the upper levels
typically reserved for oni officials of significant rank. VVora notices my confusion but



offers no explanation until we reach a massive doorway carved with Bloodcrest clan
markings.

"Y our new chambers,”" she announces, pushing open the heavy door to reveal a space
that steals the breath from my lungs.

The quarters are easily triple the size of my previous accommodation, with ceiling
heights that accommodate oni stature while furniture includes pieces properly scaled
for human proportions. Large windows overlook the agricultural territories stretching
toward the horizon, providing both natural light and strategic visibility of approaches
to the fortress.

Most surprising are the personal touches evident throughout—a small collection of
maps and territorial surveys arranged on a desk sized for my use, a bookshelf
containing both oni tactical manuscripts and human historical texts, and most
shockingly, a small wooden carving reminiscent of artwork produced in Haven
Valley.

"The Warlord had these quarters arranged before we left for the imperia city,” Vora
explains, her careful neutrality not quite concealing her assessment of my reaction.
"He felt your role in running things warranted being closer to the governance
chambers rather than staying with the other omegas.”

The strategic implications register immediately—positioning me physicaly within
the administrative section rather than the omega quarters represents formal
acknowledgment of my role beyond breeding function. The message this sends
throughout the household hierarchy couldn't be clearer if Kazuul had issued a formal
proclamation.

"Has this created problems within the household?' | ask, knowing Vora will
understand the underlying question about resistance from traditional oni officials.



"There were objections, naturally," she replies with measured candor. "Commander
Thorne's support quieted most complaints. Few wish to challenge his position on the
matter."

Tranglation: There was resistance, but Kazuul's senior military commander publicly
backed the decision, effectively silencing opposition. The political maneuvering that
must have occurred during our absence suddenly clarifies—alliances shifting, power
structures realigning, my position within the hierarchy elevating beyond what anyone,
including myself, anticipated when | first arrived at these gates.

"There's one additional modification you should see," Vora adds, moving toward a
side door | hadn't initially noticed.

The connecting doorway opens into a chamber that momentarily stops my heart. A
nursery, prepared with meticulous attention to both oni tradition and human
practicality. The cradle, sized to accommodate the larger dimensions hybrid offspring
typicaly develop, stands beneath a protective canopy embroidered with Bloodcrest
clan symbols alongside patterns | recognize from pre-Conquest human tradition.

My hand moves instinctively to my abdomen, where the slight curve has begun to
show more prominently in recent weeks. The child growing within me—product of
forced claiming that has evolved into something neither conquest ideology nor
resistance principles adequately define—now has physical space prepared for its
arrival. The reality of my transformation from resistance leader to territorial consort
has never felt more concrete.

"He picked everything himself,” Vora notes, watching my reaction with careful
assessment. "The craftsmen worked through the night because he insisted it be

finished before your return.”

| trace my fingers over the cradle's edge, the smooth wood bearing subtle carvings



that combine oni strength symbols with human protection patterns. "l didn't expect
thislevel of involvement.”

Voras carefully maintained neutrality slips momentarily, something closer to genuine
emotion crossing her features. "The Warlord has changed since you arrived. His
behavior surprises even those who have served him longest." She hesitates before
adding, "l believe it unsettles him aswell."

Before | can formulate a response to this unprecedented candor, a soft chime sounds
through the chamber—the traditional signal for omega bathing time following travel.
Vora's formal mask returnsimmediately.

"The attendants await your convenience," she states, reverting to proper protocol.
"The warlord has requested your presence for evening meal in two hours."

After she departs, | stand alone in chambers that represent everything | never
expected to possess within conquest hierarchy—acknowledged position,
administrative authority, physical comfort reflecting individual preference rather than
generic accommodation. The contrast with the imperial treatment of omegas |
witnessed firsthand creates cognitive dissonance my strategic mind struggles to
reconcile.

The bathing ritual proceeds with efficiency that speaks to Voras organizational
precision. Attendants who once maintained careful distance now respond with
genuine attention to my preferences, the subtle shift in their behavior reflecting my
elevated status within the household hierarchy. As they help me dress in garments
that accommodate my pregnancy while maintaining the formal standards Kazuul's
position requires, | assess the political implications of each interaction, cataloging
changes that indicate restructured power dynamics throughout the fortress.

When | join Kazuul for the evening meal, the setting further confirms my



observations. Rather than the formal dining hall used for official functions, he's
arranged for a private meal in his strategic planning chamber—a space typically
reserved for territorial governance discussions with his highest-ranking officers. The
table, while still scaled for his massive form, includes accommodations for my human
proportions that speak to deliberate consideration rather than afterthought.

"The northern irrigation adjustments you designed have exceeded expectations,” he
states as | take my seat, the conversation beginning with governance matters rather
than personal concerns. "Thorne reports harvests nearly twenty percent above what
we predicted.”

The acknowledgment of my strategic contribution creates warming satisfaction I've
grown less adept at suppressing. “"The system will work even better once the
secondary channels settle properly. Give it another growth cycle.”

Kazuul's golden eyes study me with intensity that once triggered fear but now creates
a different kind of acceleration in my pulse. "When | claimed you, | never expected
your mind would bring so much value to my territories. It's been an unexpected
benefit."

The meal progresses with discussion of territorial matters—supply chains, settlement
development priorities, training protocols for administrative staff—creating a
framework where my input receives consideration alongside reports from oni
officials. The transformation from captive omega to strategic partner unfolding in
ways neither conquest protocol nor resistance training prepared me to navigate.

When the formal reports conclude and the attendants withdraw, leaving us alone in
the massive chamber, the atmosphere shifts perceptibly. Kazuul's massive form leans
forward dightly, golden eyes focusing with predatory intensity that sends heat
flooding through my core despite years of resistance conditioning.



"Our imperia visit has created security concerns,” he states, massive hands clasped
before him on the table. "Thorne has strengthened our defenses throughout the
territory."

"I noticed the additional checkpoints during our return journey,” | confirm, my
strategic mind automatically assessing defensive positioning while my body responds
to his proximity in ways I've stopped trying to fight. "The northern approach shows
significant reinforcement."

"Goran rarely forgets a challenge," Kazuul says, his tone carrying genuine concern
beneath the measured assessment. "He'll respond, though when and how remains
unclear."

The protective undertone in his voice registers with surprising clarity. His concern
extends beyond territorial security or possession protection to something more
fundamental neither of us has fully articulated. The realization sends unexpected
warmth through my chest, emotion I've grown increasingly unable to
compartmentalize since my pregnancy began changing both body and perspective.

"I looked over the security protocols,” | offer, leaning slightly forward as heat pools
in my lower abdomen. "The coverage seems thorough, though the western ridge
could use more surveillance.”

His massive hand reaches across the table, engulfing mine with careful restraint that
belies his overwhelming strength. "This is why | value your perspective. You find
weak spots others miss."

The contact sends electricity racing aong my nerves, my body responding with
embarrassing eagerness to simple touch. Slick gathers between my thighs as my pulse
accelerates, omega biology embracing claimed status my mind has evolved to accept
rather than simply endure.



"There are other matters we should discuss," Kazuul continues, his voice dropping to
aregister that vibrates through my chest despite the distance between us. "Y our new
position in the household will challenge certain traditional expectations.”

The measured words barely disguise the possession beneath—the alpha claiming that
transcends political arrangement despite evolution beyond simple ownership. My
body responds instantly, nipples tightening beneath the formal garment as heat floods
my core.

"The quarters are well-suited to my needs” | respond, maintaining outward
composure despite the growing dampness between my thighs. The scent of my
arousal fills the air between us, omega pheromones impossible to conceal from oni
senses regardless of verbal restraint.

Kazuul's nostrils flare slightly, golden eyes darkening as pupils expand to register my
physical response despite our ostensibly practical conversation. "Y our comfort wasn't
my only consideration in the arrangement.”

The statement hangs between us, laden with meanings that extend far beyond
chamber arrangements or household hierarchy. When he rises from his seat, massive
form straightening to full height that still inspires instinctive awe despite months of
proximity, my body responds with pavlovian anticipation.

His scent reaches me before he does—that distinctive combination of heated metal
and spice that signals his arousal. My own body answers with embarrassing
eagerness, dlick gathering between my thighs as my core temperature rises. The
changes in my pregnant form have only heightened my sensitivity to his presence, my
breasts fuller and more responsive to even the anticipation of his touch.

"Come," he says, extending one massive hand toward me. Not a command, not quite
a reguest—something between the two that acknowledges our evolving dynamic.



| rise from my seat, my fingers meeting his with deliberate intention that would have
been unthinkable months ago. His golden eyes darken as he registers my willingness,
the vertical pupils expanding with predatory focus. The walk to my new chambers
passes in charged silence, his massive form radiating heat that seems to penetrate my
formal garments without physical contact.

When the heavy door closes behind us, sealing us in the privacy of quarters that
represent my elevated status, Kazuul's controlled restraint begins to slip. His massive
hands frame my face with surprising gentleness, tilting my head back to meet his
gaze directly.

"In the imperial court," he says, voice dropping to a rumble that vibrates through my
chest, "you spoke when no omega has ever dared to speak."

"I spoke the truth,” | respond, refusing to lower my eyes despite the display of
dominance his posture communicates. "The emperor needed to understand I'm not
interchangeable.”

Something flashes in his golden gaze—pride mingled with possession. "No," he
agrees, one massive thumb tracing the curve of my bottom lip, "you never were."

The kiss that follows contains none of the brutal force that characterized our early
encounters. His lips claim mine with purpose but also with care, acknowledging the
precious cargo | carry while stoking the fire building in my core. My hands move to
his chest without conscious thought, fingers splaying across the ridged muscle
beneath ceremonial garments.

"Your scent has deegpened with the pregnancy,” he murmurs against my throat,
inhaling deeply at the junction where my claiming mark stands out in stark relief
against my skin. "Richer. More potent.”



My head falls back instinctively as he explores the sensitive skin with lips and teeth,
exposing my throat in biological submission that now feels like choice rather than
capitulation. A small sound escapes me when his teeth graze the claiming mark—the
area having developed heightened sensitivity that sends jolts of pleasure straight to
my core.

His massive hands make quick work of my formal attire, the garments falling away to
leave me bare before his heated gaze. The changes in my body are more evident
naked—fuller breasts with darkened nipples, the slight roundness of my abdomen
where our child grows, the flush of arousal spreading across my skin.

"Mine," he growls, the word holding different significance than it once
did—possession tinged with something closer to reverence than dominance.

"Show me," | challenge, surprising myself with the boldness that would have been
unthinkable before our imperial confrontation.

His pupils contract to vertical dits at the invitation, a rumbling growl vibrating
through his massive chest. When he sheds his own garments, the familiar sight of his
arousal still inspires momentary apprehension despite months of regular claiming.
His crimson skin gleams in the chamber's soft light, the tribal markings across his
chest and arms seeming to shift with his movements as massive muscles flex beneath
his skin.

The intimidating dimensions of his cock stand in stark contrast to my human
form—thicker than my wrist and proportionally long, with the specialized vibrating
nodule near the base that ensures omega pleasure regardless of initial consent. The
sight of it sends a fresh rush of dlick between my thighs, my body's paviovian
response to months of conditioning I've stopped trying to fight.

Instead of immediately claiming me as he usually would, Kazuul surprises me by



kneeling before the bed. The position should diminish his dominance, yet somehow
his massive form still radiates power even as he positions himself between my thighs
with clear intent.

"| want to taste how pregnancy has changed you," he rumbles, his hot breath fanning
against my inner thighs, making me shiver in anticipation.

The first swipe of his tongue draws a gasp from my throat. The texture is rougher
than a human's, the heat several degrees warmer, creating sensations that send sparks
racing aong my nerve endings. His hands grip my thighs, keeping them spread as he
explores my most intimate places with deliberate thoroughness.

When his tongue finds my clit, the jolt of pleasure is so intense | nearly come off the
bed. A moan escapes before | can contain it, my hands grasping the furs beneath me
as anchor points against the onslaught of sensation. The combination of texture and
heat creates stimulation unlike anything I've experienced, building pressure at my
core with shocking speed.

"Y ou taste even sweeter,” he murmurs against me, the vibration of his words adding
another layer to the overwhelming pleasure. "Pregnancy has ripened you."

His tongue delves deeper, exploring every fold with thorough attention that speaks to
both possession and genuine desire to please. When he adds a finger alongside his
tongue, the stretch burns in the most delicious way, my body accepting the invasion
with eager welcome that would have mortified me months ago.

A second finger joins the first, both curling to find a spot inside that makes stars
explode behind my eyelids. The dual sensation—his tongue circling my clit while his
fingers press against that secret place—pushes me toward climax with unstoppable
momentum.



"Kazuul," | gasp, his name falling from my lips without hesitation now. My hips
move against his face of their own accord, seeking more of the pleasure only he can
provide.

He responds by intensifying his efforts, tongue moving with greater purpose as his
fingers establish a rhythm that matches the unconscious movement of my hips. The
pressure builds beyond what seems bearable, coiling tighter and tighter until it finally
breaks in awave that crashes through my entire body.

The orgasm washes over me with stunning intensity, my inner walls clenching around
his fingers as pleasure radiates outward from my core. My vision blurs at the edges as
my back arches, a cry tearing from my throat that would have mortified me once but
now feels like liberation.

As | lie catching my breath, Kazuul rises and looks down at me with an intensity that
makes my heart race. Instead of mounting me as expected, he pulls me to my feet
with surprising gentleness.

"Turn around,” he commands softly, guiding me to face the massive bed. "Hands on
the furs."

This is new. We've always faced each other, his weight carefully distributed above
me. | place my palms on the soft furs, the position making me feel exposed in away |
haven't been before. He moves behind me, his heat radiating against my back without
touching me.

"Your body has changed,” he says, one large hand tracing the curve of my spine
down to where it meets my hips. "This position will be more comfortable for you and

the child."

His consideration catches me off guard, the practical care for my pregnant form



triggering an unexpected swell of emotion. Before | can respond, his hands grip my
hips, thumbs spreading me open as he positions himself at my entrance.

"Is this acceptable?’ he asks, another surprise that makes me glance over my shoulder
at him.

In the dim light, his golden eyes watch me with unusual intensity, waiting for my
response. This request for consent, however small, represents yet another shift in our
dynamic.

"Yes," | whisper, the word faling from my lips with deliberate choice rather than
resignation.

He enters me with careful slowness, the angle creating entirely new sensations as he
fills me from behind. The stretch still burns at first, his size overwhelming despite my
body's abundant preparation, but the position allows him to penetrate deeper without
putting pressure on my abdomen.

"You fed different like this," he growls, his voice rough with pleasure. "Tighter."

His hands explore my body as he begins to move, one dliding around to cup my
breast, the other dipping between my thighs to find my still-sensitive clit. The multi-
point stimulation makes me gasp, pleasure building again with surprising swiftness
after my first climax.

"I can feel every shudder,” he murmurs, his rhythm steady but restrained. "Every
pulse inside you."

The vibrating nodule activates against my clit, but the angle creates a different kind
of stimulation, more teasing than the direct contact of our usua position. | find
myself pushing back against him, seeking more, my body asking for what my pride



would never allow meto voice.

Understanding my wordless request, Kazuul shifts dlightly, adjusting the angle until
the head of his cock brushes against a spot inside me that makes my knees buckle.
Only his strong grip on my hip keeps me upright as pleasure ricochets through me.

"There," | gasp, another barrier falling as | actively direct our coupling. "Please, right
there."

His chest rumbles with approval a my boldness. "Show me what you need," he
encourages, his pace slowing to allow me control I've never had before. "Take your
pleasure from me."

The invitation stuns me momentarily—this powerful oni warlord, asking me to use
his body for my satisfaction. It's such a reversal of our beginning that | almost can't
process it. But my body has no such hesitation, already moving in a rhythm that
maximizes my pleasure.

| find myself setting a pace that builds slowly, savoring the tension coiling in my core
rather than rushing toward release. His massive hands support but don't control,
allowing me to experiment with subtle shifts in angle and depth that reveal new
dimensions of sensation.

"You're beautiful like this," he murmurs, voice tinged with something almost like
awe. "Taking what you want."

The praise sends an unexpected thrill through me, another layer of pleasure added to
the physical sensations overwhelming my senses. The vibrating nodule hums against
my clit as | move, the combination of internal fullness and external stimulation
building toward another peak.



When | feel his knot beginning to swell, | change the angle again, grinding back
against him to take him deeper. The pressure of his growing knot against my entrance
creates an exquisite edge between pleasure and pain that sends me hurtling toward
climax.

"That's it," he growls, his restraint beginning to fracture as his own pleasure builds.
"Take al of me."

My second orgasm hits with unexpected force, my inner walls clamping down around
his massive length as waves of pleasure crash through me. The rhythmic pulsing of
my climax triggers his own, his knot swelling fully to lock us together as his release
floods me with burning heat.

The sensation of being filled so completely while still in the throes of my own
pleasure extends my climax, drawing it out until I'm trembling with the intensity. A
sob escapes me, not from pain but from overwhel ming sensation.

With careful strength, Kazuul guides us both to lie on our sides, his massive body
curled protectively around mine as his knot keeps us joined. His arm drapes over me,
hand splaying possessively over the slight swell of my abdomen.

"This is the first time you've truly participated,” he observes quietly, his voice a
rumble | feel against my back. "Not just responded, but led."

The observation strikes at a truth I've been avoiding—my gradual shift from
unwilling captive to willing participant. | could blame it on hormones or omega
biology, but the reality is more complex. I've changed, just as he has,

"It feels different when it's a choice," | admit, the words barely audible but heavy
with meaning.



His arm tightens dlightly around me, acknowledgment without words. We remain
locked together by biology, the intimate connection mirroring the more complex
bonds forming between us.

"The emperor will try to separate us again,” | murmur, strategic assessment automatic
despite the languid satisfaction flowing through my veins.

"Let him try,"” Kazuul responds, his certainty like a physical presence between us.
"What we have now is stronger than his schemes.”

The simple declaration contains acknowledgment of both vulnerability and
determination. We've survived the first imperial challenge, but the political landscape
continues evolving around us. What remains uncertain is exactly what we're fighting
to protect—my position, his authority, our child's future, or something more
fundamental that neither conquest protocol nor resistance ideology adequately
defines.

What | know with uncomfortable certainty is that | would make the same choices
again—not just standing up in the imperial court, but all of it, beginning with my
original journey to the Crimson Fortress. The realization shifts my understanding of
myself in ways my resistance training never prepared me for. The strategic leader |
once was and the claimed omega I've become are merging into someone new,
someone |I'm only beginning to recognize.
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CHAPTER 17
RESISTANCE TIES

The carriage hits another pothole, sending a jolt of pain through my lower back. At
five months pregnant, finding a comfortable position seems impossible. | shift on the
cushioned seat Kazuul insisted on for my journey to Eastbridge Trading Post, trying
to ease the pressure on my spine.

"Well arrive shortly, honored consort,” the driver calls back, his tone carefully
respectful.

It still feels strange being addressed this way by other humans. Just months ago, | was
their leader. Now they bow and speak to me with the same deference they show oni
officials. My hand drifts to the swell of my belly where the baby kicks and rolls
beneath my palm. Each day its movements grow stronger, more defined. The oni
healers seem both impressed and puzzled by how quickly this half-human, half-oni
child develops.

My own body has changed too. My temperature runs hotter, my sense of smell has
sharpened, and according to the healers, even my blood chemistry has shifted to
nourish the hybrid life inside me.

The carriage slows as we reach Eastbridge's checkpoints. Through the window, |
watch the guards—both human and oni—move with practiced coordination.
Commander Thorne's new security protocols are clearly working.



"The Warlord's consort approaches!" The announcement triggers a flurry of activity
as guards and officials rush to form a proper welcome line.

| fight the urge to roll my eyes at the display. These visits used to mean something
entirely different to me. Once, | would have been cataloging guard rotations,
memorizing patrol patterns, looking for weaknesses to exploit. Now I'm here to
inspect the very systems | once planned to sabotage.

The officials greet me with deep bows as | step from the carriage, my rounded belly
impossible to hide beneath my formal garments.

"We're honored by your presence,” Administrator Chen says, her back ramrod
straight as she hands me the first of many reports I'll review today. "The distribution
Improvements you recommended last quarter have shown remarkable results.”

| scan the numbers as we walk. "Transport losses down thirty percent. That's better
than expected.”

Chen nods, clearly relieved by my approval. "Your security recommendations have
been particularly effective for the northern routes.”

"What about the western sector? Those numbers still ook high."

"We added more oversight last week," she assures me, her fingers tightening on her
tablet. "Next month's report should show improvement.”

We spend the morning inspecting everything—storage facilities, distribution centers,
processing plants. Officials follow me like anxious shadows, carefully noting every
suggestion | make. My position as Kazuul's "honored consort" gives me authority
over human settlements throughout his territory—power | never imagined a claimed
omega could hold.



It's during our midday inspection of the central granary that | see it. Just a smple
marking carved into a support beam. To anyone else, it would look like a decorative
pattern, but | recognize it instantly—a resistance signal. Contact requested. Operative
present. Priority message.

My heart slams against my ribs.

| keep my expression neutral, my eyes moving past without lingering. Years of
resistance training kick in automatically. I continue my conversation with Chen while
my mind races, scanning for potential contacts among the warehouse workers, noting
surveillance blind spots, calculating risks.

What catches me off guard is the sudden twist of fear in my gut. Not fear of
discovery, but something more primal. My hand moves to my belly before | can stop
myself, a protective gesture that feels completely foreign to the resistance leader |
once was.

"Honored consort?' Chen's concerned voice breaks through my thoughts. "Is
something wrong?"

| smooth my features. "The baby's just active today," | say, the truth serving as
perfect cover. "Please continue.”

The rest of the inspection feels endless. Part of me focuses on my official duties,
while another part identifies the most likely resistance operative—a maintenance
worker with the hard hands and watchful eyes of someone with combat training. But
there's a third part of me now, one that keeps evaluating threats not to myself, but to
the child growing inside me.

When we reach the water purification facility, | make my move.



"I'd like to examine the filtration controls more closely,” | tell Chen. "Continue to the
next inspection point. I'll catch up shortly."

Once the administrative group moves ahead, | approach the control panel where the
maintenance worker is making adjustments. He looks up, his eyes meeting mine for a
split second—just long enough for understanding to pass between us.

"The flow metrics have improved fifteen percent since your last visit," he says at
normal volume. "Though the pressure still needs manual adjustment occasionally."

"Show me the control sequence,” | say, stepping closer as he opens the access pand.

His body blocks any surveillance cameras as he leans in, his voice dropping to barely
awhisper.

"Haven Valley sends regards. We've established extraction tunnels in the north. Three
claimed omegas rescued last month."

My chest tightens. Haven Valey—my home, my people—still fighting, still
operating despite my absence. | should feel proud. Instead, | feel a strange mix of
longing and apprehension.

"Y our leadership has been missed," he continues, pretending to adjust controls. "Y our
replacement keeps things running, but lacks your vision."

| make notes on my tablet, maintaining our cover. "Current focus?'
"Extracting omegas from breeding facilities and forced claims. We've developed

medical procedures for pregnancy termination with full omega recovery.
Reintegration protocols are working well."



Pregnancy termination.

The words hit me like a physical blow. My hand flies to my belly where the baby
kicks, as if sensing my sudden tension. Five months ago, | might have celebrated this
development—a way to free omegas from the biological chains of forced breeding.
Now, the very thought fills me with horror.

“Transportation window tonight during shift change," he continues, oblivious to my
reaction. "Twenty minutes to reach the tunnels. Medica intervention within three
hours of arrival. Full reintegration within five days."

He's not just giving me information. He's offering me extraction. A way out. A way
back to my old life.

"Haven Valley has kept your position open,” he adds, disguising his words as
technical data. "Your strategic knowledge of oni territory would be invaluable,
especially after your timein captivity."

The choice before me is impossible. Return to the resistance, help save omegas from
the fate I've endured, end this pregnancy that began with force—or remain in my new
position, continue improving life for humans in Kazuul's territory, and protect the
child that, despite everything, I've grown to love.

"System assessment complete,” he announces at normal volume, closing the control
panel. "Pressure regulation is functioning within parameters.”

His eyes meet mine briefly, waiting for my answer. | keep my face composed, though
my heart pounds so hard I'm amazed he can't hear it.

"Continue regular monitoring," | say evenly. "I'll check the complete metrics next
quarter.”



Disappointment flickers across his face before his professional mask returns. He
understands what 1'm not saying—I'm neither accepting nor rejecting, just delaying.
He nods and steps back, maintaining our cover despite the complication |'ve become
to hismission.

| rgjoin the administrative group, walking with measured steps despite the trembling |
feel inside. The baby moves again, pressing against my ribs. The fierce protectiveness
that sweeps through me is like nothing I've felt before. This child—created through
force but now cherished—has become more important than ideologies or old
loyalties.

| finish the ingpection on autopilot, giving recommendations and reviewing protocols
while my mind churns with the weight of the choice I'm facing. Administrator Chen
and her staff bow deeply as | depart, promising to implement every suggestion I've
made—changes that will genuinely improve life for the humans living here.

As my carriage rolls back toward Crimson Fortress, the full weight of what's
happened finally hits me. The resistance | once led now represents a threat to what |
hold most dear. Their "solution" to my pregnancy—offered with the best
intentions—fills me not with hope but with dread.

| spread my hand across my belly, feeling the strong movements beneath. Whatever
the circumstances of conception, this child is mine. The choice crystalizes with
sudden clarity—I will not sacrifice thislife, not even for the cause | once lived for.

The realization should fedl like betrayal, and in some ways it does. I've become what
| once scorned—a claimed omega accepting her place, protecting her half-oni child,
choosing stability over freedom.

Yet | can't deny that my position in Kazuul's administration has created real
iImprovements for human settlements that years of resistance activities never



achieved. Food reaches hungry mouths. Medicine saves lives that would have been
lost. Protection exists where there once was only exploitation.

And most unsettling of al, Kazuul himself has become someone | never
expected—not just a captor but a partner whose approach, while still built on
conquest, creates better conditions than what | saw in the Emperor's domains.

As Crimson Fortress appears on the horizon, its massive structure glowing red in the
sunset, | face the truth of what I've become. The resistance leader who once saw these
walls as the ultimate symbol of oppression now returns to them with something close
to relief. The omega who began as a sacrifice now wields influence she never thought
possible.

The baby kicks again, strong and determined. My path forward seems suddenly clear.
| will protect this child. | will use my position to help those | can. | will find amiddie
way between resistance ideals and conquest reality.

It feels like both betrayal and growth, uncomfortable yet necessary. As we pass
through the massive gates of the fortress, | straighten my back and prepare to tell
Kazuul about the security breach. The conversation ahead will test the partnership
we've built, but | no longer dread facing him as| once did.

The warlord who claimed me as his prize has become an ally in protecting something
neither of us expected—a future that doesn't fit neatly into the categories of
conqueror and conquered, but offers something new that neither side imagined
possible.
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CHAPTER 18
HEART'S SURRENDER

Morning sunlight streams through my windows, casting golden patterns across the
bed where I've been stuck for the past twenty minutes. Not because anyone's forcing
me to stay here, but because my own body has decided that basic movement is now a
tactical operation. Six months pregnant, and my once athletic frame has transformed
into an awkward vessel that needs a strategic plan just to roll from my side to my
back.

"Enough," | mutter, bracing one hand against the headboard while using the other to
support my rounded belly. The baby inside immediately responds to my voice with a
series of kicks and turns that ripple across my stretched skin. " Settle down. We're just
getting up.”

My feet find the floor as | finally manage a sitting position, the cool stone sending a
pleasant shock up my legs. Even this simple feeling has changed—my body runs
severa degrees hotter than normal now, adapting to accommodate the oni baby
growing inside me. The medical officers watch these changes with fascination during
my weekly check-ups, treating every new adaptation like it's groundbreaking data
they need to record obsessively.

| catch sight of myself in the mirror as | stand, and the image still startles me despite
months of gradual change. My belly sticks out in a perfect half-moon, skin stretched
tight over the growing baby. The doctors keep telling me the size is normal for a
hybrid, though much larger than a human baby would be at this stage. What's stranger



are the faint shadowy lines appearing beneath my skin—they follow my veins and
darken dlightly when the baby moves, like its oni heritage is trying to show through
my human flesh.

The changes go beyond just my belly. My breasts have swelled to feed a baby that
will need more than a human infant would, and my hips have widened for a birth that
will require both oni strength and human adaptability. Even my scent has
changed—Kazuul mentions it more and more often—becoming richer and triggering
protective responses from oni guards who used to treat me with mere formal respect.

| pick out a garment from the special wardrobe Vora arranged once my regular
clothes stopped fitting. The fabric feels impossibly soft against my oversensitive skin,
another change the medical team has noted with scientific excitement—apparently
increased touch sensitivity helps protect both mother and baby. Everything about my
body now serves the life growing inside me, my biology completely reconfigured for
this child that began as a violation but has become something else entirely.

A knock interrupts my morning routine, the pattern telling me it's Vora before she
enters with a tray holding my specia breakfast. Standard human food stopped being
enough somewhere around month four.

"The doctors tweaked your morning formula,” she says, setting the tray on the small
table by the window. "Added some extra minerals for bone development based on
yesterday's scan.”

| eye the thick, reddish liquid with dread. "Does it dtill taste like dirt mixed with
copper?’

Voras carefully maintained composure cracks a little, the hint of a smile touching her
lips. "They swear they've improved the flavor. Though their idea of 'improvement' is
questionable at best."



This unexpected bit of humor creates a moment of connection between us that goes
beyond our formal roles—senior omega and territorial consort sharing the experience
of medical oversight that treats our bodies like fascinating lab specimens rather than
actual people. | take the glass and drink the mixture in practiced gulps that minimize
contact with my taste buds.

"Dirt mixed with copper and now a hint of ... tree bark?' | say, suppressing a shudder
as| finish.

"The warlord wants to see you in the eastern tower once you're ready," Voratells me,
efficiently collecting the empty glass. "The doctor will do today's check-up there
instead of the medical chambers."

This change in routine immediately makes me wonder—is there a security issue
requiring different movement patterns? Some administrative development needing a
good vantage point? Maybe visitors whose reception needs the right setting? | still
automatically analyze every little change, my resistance training so deeply ingrained
it happens without me even trying.

"Has Thorne reported anything new from the northern border?' | ask, thinking of
security concerns that have been increasingly important since my encounter with that
resistance operative at Eastbridge three weeks ago.

"Nothing that needs immediate attention,” V ora responds carefully, revealing nothing
beyond what protocol allows. Despite our occasionally warmer moments, she
maintains clear boundaries around what information she shares—her position
requires balancing service to Kazuul against protection of omega concerns.

The walk to the eastern tower gives me a welcome chance to stretch muscles that
increasingly complain about being confined. The baby shifts as | move, responding to
my movements in what feels disturbingly like play—pressure against my ribs when |



turn right, fluttering kicks when | climb stairs, momentary stiliness when | pause to
look at the territory visible through the fortress windows. These patterns have become
more and more distinct over recent weeks, creating an eerie sense of communication
that goes beyond ssmple biology.

| find Kazuul waiting at the top of the eastern tower, his massive form outlined
against the morning sky as he looks out over farmlands stretching toward the horizon.
Even after months of regular proximity, his physical presence still makes me pause
instinctively—nine feet of crimson-skinned power with curved horns that catch
sunlight like polished obsidian. Y et my body's response has completely transformed,
my omega biology now registering his presence as safety rather than threat, my pulse
quickening with anticipation instead of fear.

Heturns as| enter, golden eyes immediately focusing on the pronounced curve of my
belly with possessive intensity that hasn't lessened with time. "You're wearing the
blue," he observes, satisfaction evident in his voice.

“It's just practical for the medical exam,” | reply, though we both know that's only
half-true. The deep blue happens to be his preferred color, my choice reflecting an
unconscious accommodation |'ve stopped trying to analyze too carefully.

"The doctor will be here soon,” he says, his massive hand extending toward me in
invitation rather than command. "l wanted you to see something first."

| join him at the observation point, curiosity overriding the wariness that once defined
our every interaction. From here, the fertile plains surrounding Crimson Fortress
stretch out in carefully managed agricultural zones that have flourished under the
resource systems we've jointly implemented over recent months. The productivity
visible in those neat fields shows tangible proof of governance improvements that
neither resistance strategy nor traditional oni domination would have achieved alone.



"There," Kazuul points toward the northwestern sector where new construction rises
near the river junction. "The hybrid education facility you proposed last month."

My breath catches at the sight. What started as a theoretical proposal during an
administrative planning session has materialized with unexpected speed—foundation
already completed and main structure taking shape with an efficiency that showsit'sa
priority. The facility represents the first formal acknowledgment of hybrid children as
a category needing specialized support rather than just an oni resource or human
burden—a fundamental shift in conquest hierarchy that began with theoretical
proposals but now exists in physical form.

"You didn't tell me construction had started,” | say, feeling something tighten in my
chest as | realize what this means. The facility will serve hybrid children throughout
the territory, but its very existence anticipates our child's future needs with planning
that goes far beyond mere biological reproduction.

"Some things are better shown than explained,” Kazuul replies, his massive hand
coming to rest against the small of my back in a gesture that communicates both
possession and support.

The baby chooses this moment to execute a particularly vigorous movement, arolling
shift that visibly distorts my stretched skin. Kazuul's reaction is immediate—his hand
moving to cover the spot where motion remains visible.

"Strong,” he murmurs, wonder tempering the possessive satisfaction in his voice.
"Already fighting to come out."

Beneath his massive palm, the baby moves again, seemingly responding to the heat
and pressure of its father's touch. The movement creates a connection that goes
beyond words—three beings linked through physical contact that bridges worlds |
once thought forever separate.



The moment breaks when the physician arrives, an oni female whose specialized
training in hybrid development has made her a regular presence in my life since my
pregnancy was confirmed. Her clinical efficiency remains unchanged as she directs
me to the examination couch specially built to accommodate both human comfort and
oni medical access.

"The baby's bones are developing faster than expected,” she notes as specialized
instruments track the development through my stretched skin. "Muscle formation
about thirty percent greater than a human baby would have at this stage.”

I've gotten used to these examinations—the clinical assessment of changes in my
body that once would have horrified me as evidence of contamination but now
fascinate me as proof of biological adaptation neither species fully understood before
the Conguest. The baby tolerates the examination with unusual stillness, its
movements suggesting focused attention rather than distress.

"Brain development is consistent with advanced patterns we've seen in other viable
hybrids," the physician continues, her attention shifting to equipment tracking neural
activity. "Response to external stimuli shows signs of enhanced sensory processing.”

Kazuul watches the entire process with intense focus, absorbing each detail with
attention that goes beyond mere ownership verification. His massive form stays
positioned where the baby can sense his presence, showing an instinctive
understanding of developing offspring needs that contradicts the brutal warrior image
traditional oni hierarchy presents to outsiders.

When the formal examination ends, the physician leaves with efficiency that speaks
to her clear understanding of her role within the complex power dynamics our
relationship represents. The massive doors close behind her, leaving us aone in the
tower observation room with morning sunlight streaming through tall windows.



Kazuul approaches with deliberate movement that acknowledges my changed
physical state, his massive form kneeling to bring himself level with my seated
position. Without words, his hands move to frame the curve of my belly, heat
radiating through the thin fabric to warm my stretched skin.

"In oni tradition," he begins, his voice dropping to aregister that vibrates through his
hands against my skin, "offspring recognize their parents' voices before they're born."

The statement carries an implicit request | immediately understand. Without
conscious thought, my hands come to rest atop his, creating a layered connection
between the three of us—oni father, human mother, hybrid child floating in protected
space between worlds.

"What should we say?' | ask, the question coming from a place of genuine
uncertainty rather than resistance. This ritual exists beyond political calculation or
strategic advantage, touching something primal that transcends the circumstances
bringing us together.

"Among oni, we speak of strength and territory,” Kazuul explains, his golden eyes
meeting mine with unexpected vulnerability. "But this child is more than just oni."

The acknowledgment creates an opening | never anticipated when | first approached
Crimson Fortress with desperate negotiation plans and failing suppressants. Without
planning or strategic calculation, words form that reflect neither resistance training
nor conguest adaptation but something uniquely created between us.

"Your world will be different than either of ours,” | find myself saying, my voice
directed toward the curved space where our baby grows. "Neither fully human nor

fully oni, but something new with possibilities neither side could create aone.”

Beneath our joined hands, the baby responds—deliberate pressure against my palm



followed by a shifting position that creates a visible ripple across my stretched skin.
Kazuul's expression transforms with wonder that belies his fearsome warrior
appearance, his massive thumbs tracing the movement with reverence that would
shock hisimperia brother if he could witness such vulnerability.

"Strong and clever," he adds, his deep voice resonating through his hands against my
skin. "Like your mother."

The unexpected word creates a tightening in my chest entirely different from physical
discomfort or strategic concern. Between one heartbeat and the next, an impossible
realization crystallizes with stunning clarity: | love this baby. Not with abstract
maternal instinct or biological imperative, but with fierce protective devotion that
would sacrifice anything—including former principles, including my former self—to
ensure its safety and future.

The emotion crashes through my carefully maintained barriers with a force that
leaves me momentarily breathless. This child, created through claiming that began as
a violation rather than choice, has somehow become more essential to me than the
resistance cause or personal freedom or any principle | once held absolute.

Kazuul's golden eyes register the shift in my expression, his pupils contracting to
vertical dlits that indicate intensified focus. His massive hand rises to cup my face
with surprising gentleness, his thumb brushing moisture from my cheek | hadn't
realized was there.

"You fed it now," he says, not a question but a confirmation. "The connection
beyond biology."

| should deny it—maintain my distance, preserve emotional boundaries. Instead, the
truth emerges with simplicity that defies years of resistance training.
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The single word acknowledges a transformation that no resistance ideology prepared
me for—going from awarlord’ s prize to awilling participant.

Somewhere between strategic sacrifice and this moment, what began as my body's
betrayal has become my greatest commitment—attachment to a life created through
circumstances | would never have chosen but now cannot imagine rejecting. The
realization brings neither shame nor triumph, but ssmple clarity: this child, neither
fully oni nor fully human, represents a future that goes beyond the categories that
once defined my understanding of the conquered world.

As Kazuul's massive form leans forward, his forehead coming to rest against mine in
a gesture of connection, | surrender to a simple truth both frightening and liberating:
I've become something neither resistance fighter nor claimed omega, but something
new that neither side anticipated when this journey began.
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CHAPTER 19
SHARED GRIEF

The agricultural charts spread before me blur into meaningless patterns of green and
brown. | blink hard, trying to focus. My back aches from standing too long, the
weight of my seven-month belly pulling my spine into an unfamiliar curve. | shift my
position, one hand automatically cradling the underside of my swollen abdomen as |
lean forward to get a better view of the northern quadrant projections.

"The irrigation modifications have exceeded expectations,” Commander Thorne says,
his orange skin catching the morning light that streams through the high windows of
Kazuul's strategic chamber. "Yield is up twenty-three percent from last growing
season.”

Pride flickers through me. Those modifications were my design, implemented despite
initial resistance from traditional oni agricultural overseers. The success represents
something beyond simple resource optimization—proof that human insight carries
value within conquest hierarchy, that my position has evolved beyond breeding
function to genuine territorial partner.

"The distribution through western settlements still shows inconsistency,” | note,
pointing to the uneven pattern visible in the harvest records. The child shifts inside
me as | move, a rolling sensation beneath my ribs that has become familiar over
recent weeks. | pause, momentarily distracted by the small foot or elbow pushing
against my side.



Kazuul notices, his golden eyes flicking to my belly with the possessive attention that
has only intensified as my pregnancy progressed. The massive oni stands at the head
of the table, his crimson skin and curved horns catching the light as he leans forward
to examine the charts.

"Show me the western discrepancies,” he directs, but his gaze remains on me for a
moment longer, something softer than possession flickering in his vertical pupils.

| trace the pattern on the map, my finger following the river systems that feed the
agricultural zones. "If we adjust the secondary channels during the dry season, we
could balance the?—"

A knife twistsin my gut.

That's my first thought—that someone has stabbed me from behind. The pain is so
sudden, so sharp that my words cut off with a gasp. My fingers clutch the edge of the
massive table, knuckles whitening as fire spreads through my lower abdomen.
"Consort?' Thorne's voice sounds distant, as though coming through water.

The pain recedes for a moment, leaving me breathless. Sweat breaks out across my
forehead, cold against suddenly hot skin. "It's nothing,” | manage, the words
automatic from years of never showing weakness. "Just a muscle cramp."

But it's not. Something deep inside me knows thisiswrong. Very wrong.

Kazuul moves around the table, his massive form covering the distance with
unexpected speed. His nostrils flare as he approaches, scenting the air in the way |'ve

learned means he's detecting what human senses cannot.

"Something iswrong," he says, and the fear in his voice makes my blood run cold.



Before | can respond, the pain returns—not a wave but atidal surge that drops me to
my knees. A cry tears from my throat before | can swallow it back. Warmth spreads
between my thighs, and when | look down, crimson blooms across the light fabric of
my garment.

Blood. So much blood.

The room erupts into motion. Oni advisors back away with military precision, their
movements revealing more about oni hierarchy in criss than any officia
documentation ever could. Commander Thorne barks orders, his voice cutting
through the sudden chaos with authority that brooks no hesitation. But it's Kazuul's
reaction that shatters something in my chest.

His face transforms, warlord authority cracking open to reveal raw terror beneath.
I've seen him in battle rage, in diplomatic calculation, in possessive dominance—but
never this. Never fear stripped bare of all pretense or control.

"Get the healersl" The roar tears from him with such force that the windows seem to
vibrate, the sound primal and desperate. "NOW!"

Strong arms lift me before | can collapse further, my body suddenly weightless
against Kazuul's massive chest. The scent of him engulfs me—hot metal and spice,
familiar yet somehow sharper in my heightened awareness. Another wave of pan
crashes through me, and | press my face against him, trying to muffle the sounds |
can't control. The fabric of his ceremonia garment grows wet beneath my
cheek—tears | didn't realize | was shedding.

"The baby," | whisper, my voice breaking on the words. " Something's wrong with our
baby."

His arms tighten around me, heat radiating from his skin as he moves with urgent



purpose through the fortress corridors. My vision blurs with each step, gray edges
creeping in as pain and fear battle for dominance in my failing body.

"Hold on,” Kazuul says, his deep voice stripped of its usual command, replaced by
something raw and pleading that I've never heard from him before. "Stay with me,
Emi. Both of you, stay with me."

The sound of my name—so rarely used by him instead of titles or possessives—cuts
through the haze of pain more effectively than any command could have.

Servants flatten themselves against stone walls as we pass, their faces blurring into
streaks of color in my wavering vision. The scent of blood grows stronger, metallic
and wrong, mixing with the salt of tears and the distinctive heat that radiates from
Kazuul's skin. Each heartbeat sends fresh pain spiraling through my abdomen,
growing stronger rather than weaker as we move through the fortress.

The medical chamber glows with harsh brightness when we enter, the specialized
lighting designed for precise work in a space that combines traditional oni healing
with adapted human medical techniques. The oni physician—her name is Nira,
though I've never heard Kazuul address her as anything but "healer"—already moves
with urgent efficiency, preparing equipment | recognize from previous examinations
but never wanted to see in emergency context.

"Put her here," she directs, indicating the specialized platform designed for hybrid
birthing. Her professional tone cannot quite mask the concern in her eyes as she takes
in the blood soaking my garments. "Careful with her positioning."

Kazuul lowers me onto the platform with gentleness that belies his overwhelming
strength, his massive hands lingering as though reluctant to break physical contact.
The platform feels cold beneath my overheated skin, the specialized material molding
slightly to support my curved spine and swollen belly.



Nira approaches with diagnostic equipment, her movements precise as she places
monitoring devices against my abdomen. | flinch as another wave of pain tears
through me, my back arching off the platform before | can stop it. The taste of copper
fills my mouth—I've bitten my lip hard enough to draw blood.

"The bleeding is significant,” Nira states, her eyes narrowing as she reads the
monitors. "The placenta connection is weakening. We need to stabilize it
immediately."

"Fix it," Kazuul demands, his massive form looming over the physician with intensity
that would terrify most beings. "Whatever it takes."

One of the assistants—a young female oni with lighter red skin than most—steps
forward with courage | would admire under different circumstances. "Warlord, you
must leave the birthing chamber. By tradition?—"

"| stay." The words cut through protocol like a blade through flesh, brooking no
argument despite centuries of oni cultural practice that excludes males from birthing
spaces. Kazuul moves to position himself beside me, his massive hand engulfing
mine with careful pressure that serves as anchor in storm of pain threatening to sweep
me away. "l stay with her."

Nira and her assistants exchange glances, some unspoken communication passing
between them before the physician gives a short nod.

"Prepare the blood replenishment formula,” she instructs her team. "And the uterine
stabilizing herbs. Quickly."

The next hours blur together in a haze of pain and desperate intervention. Heated
stones placed at specific points along my spine, their weight both comfort and burden
against cramping muscles. Bitter herbs that burn my throat and churn in my stomach.



Chanted words in ancient oni language that vibrate through the air with power | can
feel but not understand. Sharp needles delivering medications that dull some pain
while leaving me conscious enough to follow whispered instructions.

Through it all, Kazuul remains. His massive form kneels beside the platform—a
position no warlord would ever adopt before subordinates under normal
circumstances, a posture of supplication rather than dominance that contradicts
everything conquest hierarchy established between our species. His hand never leaves
mine, the heat of his skin burning against my increasingly cold fingers as blood
continues to seep from my body despite all efforts to halt it.

"Fight,” he whispers when the medical team moves away briefly to prepare fresh
treatments. His golden eyes lock with mine, vertical pupils contracted to thin dlits that
indicate extreme emotional distress. "Y ou're stronger than this. Both of you. Fight."

| try. | gather every scrap of strength that kept me alive through the Conquest, that
helped me build Haven Valley from desperate survivors, that navigated oni politics to
carve out unprecedented territory for a claimed omega. | direct all that stubborn will
toward the child inside me, visualizing it staying safe within the haven of my body,
imagining our shared blood continuing to flow between us asit should.

But my body betrays me one final time—not through submission to claiming or
response to pleasure or adaptation to oni possession, but through simple biological
failure no willpower can overcome.

"The bleeding isn't stopping,” | hear Nira murmur to her senior assistant, their voices
low but not low enough to escape my enhanced hearing. "The hybrid structure is
detaching despite the stabilizers."

"Could we attempt the ancient binding ritual ?' the assistant asks, desperation edging
into her professional tone.



"The human physiology won't withstand it," comes the grim response. "We risk
losing both."

Kazuul's fingers tighten dlightly around mine, the only indication he's heard their
exchange. His eyes never leave my face, as though he could hold me in this world
through the force of his gaze aone. The desperation there cuts deeper than any
physical pain—this powerful being who conquered territories and commands armies
now helpless against the simple biological reality unfolding between us.

Another wave of pain crashes through me, sharper than the others. Something shifts
inside me, a terrible sliding sensation that feels fundamentally wrong. A sound tears
from my throat, primal and agonized, beyond my ability to control.

Nira rushes back, her hands moving with urgent precision over my swollen abdomen.
The monitors emit warning tones that need no interpretation. Her professional mask
cracks for just a moment, genuine sorrow breaking through clinical detachment as she
meets my eyes.

"I'm sorry," she says, the words falling into sudden silence. "The child cannot be
saved."

The truth crashes into me with physical force, stealing the breath from my lungs. A
sound escapes me—not a cry or scream but something more broken, more
fundamental. Something torn from depths | didn't know existed inside me until this
child created them.

The grief rises so suddenly and completely that it sweeps away every defense I've
built over years of survival. My body convulses with it, each sob tearing through me
with force that rivals the physical pain still gripping my abdomen. Hot tears stream
down my face, soaking into the platform beneath my head.



Through blurred vision, | see Kazuul's face transform. The warlord facade shatters
completely, revealing raw anguish no oni would willingly display before subordinates
or enemies. His massive body shudders with emotion he makes no attempt to conceal,
golden eyes bright with moisture he doesn't try to hide.

"Leave us," he commands, the words rough-edged with grief.

The medical team withdraws to the chamber's edges, continuing to monitor my
condition while providing what privacy they can in this moment of shared
devastation. In this strange pocket of space, Kazuul presses his forehead against
mine, his skin burning hot against my cooler flesh. The gesture creates connection
that transcends the hierarchical distance conquest created between our species—alpha
and omega, captor and captive transformed into simply two beings united in loss.

“I'm sorry," | whisper, the words inadequate for the hollow emptiness spreading
through my chest. "I couldn't hold on to our baby."

"No," he says fiercely, his massive hand cupping my face with careful gentleness that
belies his overwhelming strength. "Thisis not your failing. Thisis not weakness."

The birth, when it comes, is mercifully quick but no less devastating for its brevity.
The pain peaks in one final surge, my body expelling what it can no longer sustain.
The tiny form that dips from me is pefectly formed yet too small to
survive—delicate fingers and miniature horns, skin neither fully crimson nor fully
human pink, a child of both worlds who couldn't remain in either.

Nira wraps the tiny body in soft fabric, the gesture performed with reverence that
acknowledges personhood rather than mere biological material. When she offers the
bundle to us, her eyes contain compassion | never expected to see directed from oni
to human.



Kazuul's hands shake as he accepts our child, his massive fingers dwarfing the small
bundle. His face, when he looks upon what we've lost, contains such naked pain that |
have to look away. This is not the calculated disappointment of reproductive failure,
not the frustration of ownership denied. This is grief in its purest form—parent
mourning child never to be known.

We hold our baby together, my smaller hands alongside his massive ones, creating
brief family circle that should have had decades rather than moments. The weight of
what might have been settles into my bones, heavier than any physical burden I've
carried.

The medica team eventually returns, performing their necessary work with quiet
efficiency. They clean away blood and ensure my physical stability while respecting
the emotional wounds they cannot heal. By the time they finish, exhaustion has
pulled me toward unconsciousness, my body demanding rest to begin recovery even
asmy heart feelslike it will never heal.

"Sleep,” Kazuul murmurs, his massive hand still holding mine as though afraid | too
might slip away if he releases his grip. "I'll be here when you wake."

| drift into darkness, carried on waves of grief too vast to comprehend.

The physical recovery begins before the emotional one has even taken shape. My
body, accustomed to survival against overwhelming odds, knits itself back together
with efficiency that belies the devastation within. The bleeding stops. The pain
recedes to dull ache. Strength returns to limbs temporarily weakened by blood loss
and trauma.

But the emptiness remains. | wake each morning with hands automatically moving to



the curve of belly no longer there, reaching for child no longer growing within. The
phantom sensations of movement—kicks and turns | had grown so accustomed
to—haunt me in quiet moments, cruel reminders of life that briefly existed between
two worlds before returning to neither.

Three days pass in hazy succession, marked by regular visits from medica staff and
quiet attendance by Vora, whose normally careful neutrality has softened into
genuine compassion that asks nothing in return. She brings special teas to aid healing,
arranges cushions to ease remaining discomfort, and most importantly, allows silence
when words would only cause more pain.

| wake on the fourth morning to find Kazuul entering my recovery chamber, his
massive form adorned not in his usual warlord attire but in ceremonial garments |'ve
never seen before. Deep crimson fabric embroidered with ancient patterns covers his
chest, while ritual markings have been freshly applied to his arms in black ink that
stands out starkly against his red skin. He carries himself differently—not with the
dominant power of a territorial leader, but with solemn purpose that transforms his
usual intimidating presence.

"What's happening?' | ask, my voice still rough from days of disuse and dried tears.

"The Mourning Rite," he answers, approaching my bedside with measured steps. "For
our child."

The significance of his words doesn't register immediately, until V ora appears behind
him with formal garments laid across her arms. Her expression contains an openness
I've never seen directed toward me, as though grief has temporarily dismantled the
careful barriers that usually separate senior omega from territorial consort.

"Thisis the ritual garment for the blood mother," she explains, laying the clothing at
the foot of my bed. "If you feel strong enough to participate.”



Understanding blooms with bittersweet clarity. The Mourning Rite—ancient oni
tradition performed only for offspring considered legitimate heirs rather than merely
bred property. This public ceremony will declare to every oni in the territory, every
human in the settlements, that our child held status no hybrid offspring has been
granted since the Conquest began.

"I want to be there," | say, pushing myself upright despite the protest of still-healing
muscles and the hollow ache in my womb. "Help me prepare.”

The garments feel heavy against my sensitized skin, the deep crimson fabric
matching Kazuul's own ceremonial attire. Subtle patterns woven into the material
indicate both maternal connection and honored status within oni hierarchy—symbols
I've learned to recognize during months navigating fortress politics from position of
claimed omega to territorial consort. Vora helps me dress with careful movements
that minimize discomfort, her hands gentle against skin still tender from trauma both
physical and emotional.

"It's not standard practice," she tells me quietly as she secures the final fastenings,
"“for humans to participate in the Mourning Rite."

"Nothing about this has been standard practice," | reply, the words emerging with
more bitterness than intended.

"No," she agrees, surprising me with directness usually absent from our carefully
diplomatic exchanges. "Which iswhy it matters that you stand beside him today."

The walk to the central courtyard tests my recovering strength, each step requiring
concentration that temporarily distracts from grief still raw and bleeding beneath
physical healing. Kazuul matches his pace to mine, massive form positioned to
support without obvious assistance that would diminish me before witnesses
gathering for the ceremony.



The courtyard opens before us, morning sunlight casting long shadows across ancient
stones worn smooth by centuries of oni ceremonies pre-dating the Conquest. The
entire fortress household has assembled in formal formation—military officers led by
Commander Thorne, administrative officials in hierarchical arrangement, household
staff positioned according to rank, even human servants standing in respectful
formation along the perimeter.

At the courtyard's center stands a small stone altar, far older than the fortress itself
from the worn nature of its carved symbols. Beside it waits the ritual officiant—an
elderly female oni whose elaborate horn decorations and formal robes mark
ceremonial status I've never encountered in regular fortress operations. Her ancient
eyes watch our approach with expression that suggests she's seen grief in al its forms
across more years than humans typically survive.

Kazuul's hand supports my elbow as we approach, his touch containing none of the
possessive dominance that once characterized our physical contact. When we reach
the altar, he positions himself beside me rather than in front, marking us as equal
participants in shared grief rather than warlord and possession. The gesture isn't lost
on those watching—I can hear the subtle shift in breathing among oni officials, see
the widened eyes of human servants who understand the hierarchical implications
better than any outsider could.

The ritual begins with words spoken in ancient oni language, phrases that carry
rhythmic power even without trandation. The officiant's gnarled hands move in
patterns that seem to trace invisible connections between us, the altar, and the
assembled witnesses. When she produces a ceremonia blade—its handle carved from
bone so ancient it has fossilized to stone—and offersit to Kazuul, the entire courtyard
fallsinto deeper silence.

Without hesitation, Kazuul draws the blade across his palm, deep enough that black-
red blood wells immediately to the surface. He presses his bleeding hand against the



altar stone, leaving clear imprint visible to all witnesses.

"Blood of my lineage," he states, voice carrying throughout the courtyard without
obvious effort. "Honor to the child who carried it, though briefly."

The blade passes to me next, its weight surprisingly substantial in my hand. The
handle feels warm against my skin, as though the bone retains heat from countless
hands that have held it through centuries of both joy and sorrow. | draw it across my
palm with steady movement, years of survival training preventing hesitation despite
the pain. My crimson blood—fully human despite months carrying a hybrid
child—joins Kazuul's on the ancient stone as | press my palm beside his print.

"Blood of my body," | say, the ritual words coming naturally despite never having
heard them before. "Honor to the child who grew from it, though lost too soon."

The officiant raises her hands toward the sky, speaking final blessing that seems to
vibrate through the air itself. The mingled blood on the altar—oni and human joined
as our child had been—qglistens in the morning light, testament to life created between
worlds and loss that bridges species division more effectively than conquest ever
could.

When the officiant lowers her hands, something in the atmosphere
shifts—acknowledgment of shared grief creating connection that transcends conquest
hierarchy and species division. The ritua concludes without further words, the
silence more powerful than any formal declaration could be.

As we turn from the altar, hands still bearing ceremonial wounds, | see expressions |
never expected on the faces of oni officials who once viewed me solely as warlord's
claimed breeding property. Recognition. Respect. And most surprising, genuine
sympathy that suggests an emotional capacity my resistance ideology never
acknowledged in creatures we classified only as conquerors.



Kazuul's massive form remains beside mine as we walk back through the courtyard,
his proximity communicating protection and shared mourning rather than possession.
Each step requires more effort than the last, my recovering body protesting the
exertion while emotional wounds drain what physical strength has returned. By the
time we reach the private chambers, my legs tremble with exhaustion | can no longer
hide.

That night, as the palace staff maintains the respectful distance required by mourning
protocols, Kazuul sits beside my recovery bed rather than returning to his separate
chambers. His massive hand still bears the ceremonial wound, deliberately left
unhealed as avisible reminder of the loss.

“In oni tradition,” he says, his voice uncharacteristically soft in the chamber's quiet
darkness, "a child lost before birth is believed to return to the spirit realm to grow
stronger before attempting the journey again."

The concept creates an unexpected comfort, the image of our child waiting in some
unknown space between worlds, gathering strength for a future journey. Whether true
or merely comforting fiction, the idea soothes raw edges of grief still pulsing through
my chest.

"Do you believe that?' | ask, my hand finding his across the space between us.

His massive fingers engulf mine with careful gentleness that belies his overwhelming
strength. The heat of his skin burns against the ceremonia wound on my palm, pain
mingling with comfort in way that feels appropriate for grief that will never fully heal
but might eventually become bearable.

"I never did before,” he admits, golden eyes reflecting firelight from the chamber's
hearth. "But | find myself wanting to now."



The way his voice breaks when he speaks those words—the mighty warlord letting
me see his uncertainty—touches something in me that all his power and dominance
never could. This isn't about claming or being claimed anymore. We've found
something in our shared pain that makes all those labels—conqueror, captive, apha,
omega—feel hollow and meaningless. For the first time, we're just seeing each other
aswetruly are.

Our hands stay linked through the long night, my smaller one nestled in his massive
palm, both marked with cuts that will scar us in matching ways. The blood has dried,
but the wounds still throb in time with our heartbeats. It feels right somehow. The
child we made together, the one we lost together, has tied us to each other in ways
neither of us could have imagined when this all began. Not through duty or biology or
force, but through something no resistance manual or conquest handbook could have
prepared usfor.

Our shared grief has transformed us both, turning what began as possession into
something | don't yet have a name for—but | know it's something I'll fight to protect
just asfiercely as| once fought against it.
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CHAPTER 20
WHISPERS OF WEAKNESS

The whispers follow me through the fortress corridors. They cling to the shadows,
hover in doorways, and hang in the air after conversations abruptly end when | enter a
room.

Breeding weakness.

Two simple words that carry the weight of an execution order in oni culture. I've
learned enough about their hierarchy to understand what the loss of our child means
beyond our private grief. In this world of giants where strength determines
everything, failure to produce viable offspring isn't just a personal tragedy—it's a
political death sentence.

| pause near the strategy room, my hand resting on the cool stone wall as a wave of
emptiness washes over me. The physical pain of the miscarriage has mostly subsided
over the past few weeks, but the hollow ache inside remains constant. |1 find my
fingers drifting to my abdomen, touching the space where life once grew, now empty.
What | didn't expect was how the grief would be compounded by fear—not for
myself, but for Kazuul and everything he's built.

The fortress that once represented my prison now feels like a sanctuary under threat.

"Y ou should be resting."



| don't need to turn to recognize Voras voice. The senior omega moves beside me
with silent efficiency, her small form a stark contrast to the massive oni architecture
surrounding us. The ritual scarification on her arms catches the torchlight, telling
stories of survival I'm only beginning to understand.

"I've rested enough,” | say, straightening my spine. "The walls of my chambers have
memorized my face."

Voras mouth twitches in what might amost be a smile. A subtle scent of concern
emanates from her — something | wouldn't have detected before my claiming, but my
omega senses have sharpened considerably. "Kazuul has called for you. Commander
Thorne has returned with... concerning information."

My pulse quickens as we walk together toward Kazuul's private council chamber.
Voras careful neutral tone tells me more than her words—something significant has
happened. The stone beneath my feet seems to vibrate with tension, or perhaps it's
just my heightened awareness of danger.

When we enter, the atmosphere in the room hits me like a physical force. Kazuul
stands at the head of the massive table carved from a single slab of black stone, his
crimson skin darkened with stress, curved horns catching the light from the overhead
braziers. The tribal markings across his massive shoulders seem more pronounced
against the tightened muscles beneath, black patterns shifting as he breathes. A faint
scent of smoldering metal and spice — his anger — reaches me before his words do.

Commander Thorne's leaner orange form occupies the space to his right, his single
broken horn a stark reminder of battles survived. His posture is tight, coiled with
potential energy.

Neither speak as | enter, but Kazuul's golden eyes lock with mine, pupils contracting
to vertical dlits. The raw emotion there catches me off guard—a vulnerability I've



only glimpsed in our most private moments, now barely contained beneath his
warlord facade.

"Leave us," Kazuul orders, his deep voice vibrating through my chest despite its
controlled volume. The rumble triggers an involuntary response in my body — a
warmth that spreads outward from my core, my omega biology still responsive to his
alpha presence despite our shared grief.

The other advisors file out quickly, though Commander Thorne hesitates, his vertical-
pupiled gaze diding from Kazuul to me and back again. There's something in his
expression | can't quite read—concern, perhaps, but directed at both of us rather than
merely reporting to his superior.

When the heavy doors close with a resonant thud that | feel in my bones, Kazuul's
massive shoulders drop fractionally.

"Emperor Goran has begun moving against us,” he says without preamble, the
temperature around him seeming to rise with his agitation.

| take a seat at the table, the chair sized for oni making me look even smaller than |
am. The cool stone beneath my fingers grounds me as my mind processes the
implications. "Because of the miscarriage?'

"Because of the opportunity it presents.” Kazuul's massive hand pushes forward a
collection of scrolls and communication devices, his claws scraping lightly against
the stone. "Thorne has uncovered evidence of imperial agents operating within our
territory. They're gathering information, seeking vulnerabilities, testing defenses.”

| scan through the intelligence reports with practiced efficiency, my military academy
training clicking into place as | organize the data points into patterns. The
methodology is familia—similar to what | would have implemented during my



resistance days—but with resources and reach | never could have commanded.

"They're focusing on our northwestern agricultural settlements,” | note, pointing to a
cluster of reported sightings. My finger looks absurdly small against the massive
map. "Particularly around the export routes."

Kazuul nods, moving closer until his massive form towers over me. The heat
radiating from his body warms my skin, his unique scent — earth and fire and
something metallic — enveloping me. Once, this proximity would have triggered fear.
Now, | feel only the comfort of his protective presence, my omega instincts
responding with a surge of calm rather than terror.

"Goran aims to strangle our resource distribution,” he confirms, a low growl
underlying his words. "Create food shortages, trigger human discontent, then offer
imperial 'assistance' that places hisloyalistsin key positions.”

The strategy is elegant in its simplicity. | trace the trade routes with my finger, mind
racing through countermeasures. "He's using our model against us. The same
approach you've used to maintain stability—ensure food security and the populace
remains compliant.”

"The difference being | provide what | promise,” Kazuul growls, his massive fist
clenching on the tabletop, creating a small tremor that ripples through the stone.
"Goran will bleed them dry once his position is secured.”

This statement hangs between us, heavy with the unspoken acknowledgment of how
my perspective on Kazuul's governance has shifted. What once seemed like brutal
conquest has revealed layers of pragmatic stability that, while far from freedom,
offers protections | never expected. The communities under his rule — including
Haven Valley — thrive compared to those I've glimpsed under other Prime control.



"We need to implement a comprehensive response,” | say, straightening in my chair.
"Not just military, but distributional, informational, and structural.”

Kazuul's golden eyes study me with an intensity that still makes my skin warm, slick
threatening to gather between my thighs despite the serious circumstances. My body's
response to him remains immediate and beyond my control, a constant reminder of
our biological connection. "Y our thoughts?"

The question isn't perfunctory. It's a genuine request for my strategic assessment, and
the realization sends an unexpected thrill through me. Not so long ago, | was merely
an omega trophy displayed to demonstrate his virility. Now...

| rise from my chair, moving to the map table with newfound purpose. My heartbeat
quickens not with fear but with determination. "We need to decentralize our storage
facilities immediately. Small caches in multiple locations rather than central
warehouses. Harder to target, easier to defend.”

Kazuul moves beside me, the heat of his massive body radiating against my side,
making me acutely aware of our size difference. His arm brushes mine as he leans
forward, triggering a cascade of awareness through my sensitized skin. "The
administrative reorganization would be substantial.”

"Worth the disruption,” | counter, not backing down. The resistance leader | once was
merges with the strategic advisor 1've become. "We also need to establish secondary
communication networks. The imperial agents are likely intercepting our standard
dispatches.”

| spend the next hour outlining a detailed counterintelligence strategy, drawing on
both my resistance experience and the administrative knowledge I've gained since my
claming. The words flow with confident precision, my mind clearer and more
focused than it's been since the miscarriage. Kazuul questions me at key points, not



challenging but refining, our minds working in unexpected harmony despite our
different backgrounds.

When Commander Thorne returns, he finds us bent over the maps together, my small
hand occasionally guiding Kazuul's massive finger to specific locations as we finalize
defensive positioning. The contrast is stark — my pale human skin against his deep
crimson, my five fingers dwarfed by his four massive ones, complete with retractable
claws now sheathed.

Thorne's expression flickers with something like surprise before smoothing into his
usual disciplined neutrality. "Warlord, the first patrols are ready for deployment per
your instructions."

Kazuul straightens to his full nine-foot height, his horns nearly brushing the ceiling.
"Implementation will follow Emi's strategic framework." He gestures toward me with
unmistakable respect, his deep voice carrying absolute authority. "Her assessment of
imperial methodology is more accurate than our initial projections.”

Thorne's eyes widen fractionally before he nods, a quick glance at me holding new
evaluation. "I'll adjust the patrol patterns accordingly."

The commander doesn't question this decision, doesn't even hesitate. The realization
strikes me forcefully—my position has transformed in ways | never anticipated when
| first entered this fortress. From claimed omega to strategic advisor whose judgment
carries real weight in matters affecting thousands of lives.

As Thorne exits to implement our plans, Kazuul's massive hand gently cups my
shoulder, his touch warmer than human normal, his palm large enough to encompass
half my upper back. The claiming mark at the junction of my neck and shoulder
tingles with awareness, our physical connection reinforcing the newfound
partnership.



"Y ou understand what this means?' he asks quietly, his voice dropping to a rumble
only | can hear. "By publicly acknowledging your strategic role, | place you directly
in Goran's sights.”

The danger is real. Imperia agents will now target me not just as Kazuul's claimed
omega, but as a key advisor influencing territorial governance. The risk has
multiplied exponentially. | should be terrified, but instead | feel strangely centered,
more myself than |'ve been in weeks.

"I understand,” | say, lifting my chin to meet his golden gaze. My omega scent likely
broadcasts my determination, my refusal to cower. "But | won't hide while you face
these threats."

Kazuul studies me, something complex and unreadable moving behind his predatory
eyes. His thumb brushes the claiming mark at the junction of my neck and shoulder,
the touch sending electric awareness through my body despite the seriousness of the
moment. Slick gathers between my thighs, my body's pavlovian response to his touch
impossible to suppress.

"Why?' he asks ssimply.

The question contains multitudes. Why help him secure the territory that was once
my prison? Why protect the power structure | once fought against? Why risk my life
to defend the oni warlord who claimed me against my will?

| could give many answers—practical ones about survival, about protecting human
settlements that would suffer under Goran's crueler rule, about maintaining the

stability that keeps my former community fed. All true, but incomplete.

But the truth rises unbidden, surprising me with its clarity.



"Because thisis our territory now," | say quietly, the words feeling like they're being
pulled from someplace deep within me. "What you've built, what we're creating
together... it's worth defending.”

The admission feels like crossing an invisible line. In acknowledging this shared
purpose, |'ve moved beyond strategic adaptation into something more profound. My
loyalty has shifted—not completely, not without complications, but
undeniably—toward protecting this domain and the oni warlord who rulesiit.

Kazuul's eyes flare with golden intensity, his pupils dilating with emotion. His
massive body radiates a wave of heat that wraps around me like a physical embrace.
His alpha scent spikes with something primal and possessive that makes my omega
instincts quiver in response. His hand moves from my shoulder to gently cradle the
back of my head, the size difference making the gesture both overwhelming and
strangely tender.

"Our territory,” he repeats, the possessive rumble in his voice containing new layers
of meaning. No longer just his property, but something we share responsibility for—a
partnership neither of us could have imagined when | first entered his fortress as a
desperate negotiator.

As we turn back to the defense plans, working side by side to protect what we've
built, | feel myself crossing another threshold in this complex evolution from captive
to partner. The resistance fighter who once defined herself by opposition to oni rule
now commits her strategic mind to protecting oni territory—because somewhere
along this unexpected journey, it became mine too.

Not through conquest, but through choice.

And that choice, made within the constraints of a world | cannot change, feels more
like freedom than anything I've known since the Conquest began.
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CHAPTER 21
BLOOD AND CHOICE

Two months after the miscarriage, and my body feels like a stranger's. The physical
wounds have healed, but | catch myself pressing my palm against my flat belly,
searching for something that isn't there anymore.

Tonight, the fortress feels especially quiet. | sit by the window in my chamber,
watching snow drift down over the mountains. The cold seeps through the glass and
settlesinto my bones, a chill | can't seem to shake no matter how close | sit to thefire.

My fingers trace absently over the embroidered flowers on the blanket V ora brought
me last week. The tiny blue blooms remind me of the wildflowers that grew near
Haven Valley, of alife that seems to belong to someone else now. The woman who
led those people feels distant, like a character in a story | once heard rather than the
person | used to be.

| don't hear him coming. For someone nine feet tall and built like a mountain, Kazuul
moves with uncanny silence when he wants to.

The knock startles me.
"Enter," | call, expecting Vorawith her evening tea.

The door swings open, and my body betrays me instantly. Heat floods between my
thighs. My nipples tighten against silk. My heart hammers in my chest as his scent



hits me—hot metal and smoke and something uniquely him that makes my omega
instincts flare to immediate, embarrassing life.

Kazuul fills the doorway completely, his massive frame blocking the light from the
corridor. He ducks to clear the frame, curved horns nearly brushing the top despite
the doorway being built for oni proportions. The polished obsidian curves catch the
firelight, making them gleam with deadly beauty.

"You weren't at dinner," he says, his voice rumbling through the chamber like distant
thunder. The sound vibrates in my chest, stirring something primal that makes slick
gather between my thighs.

| swallow hard, trying to ignore the way my body responds to him. "I wasn't hungry."

His nostrils flare as he tests the air, and | know he can smell everything—my
lingering sadness, my confusion, and most humiliatingly, the slick already gathering
between my thighs. His golden eyes gleam in the firelight, pupils contracting to
vertical dlitsthen widening again as they adjust to the dimmer light of my chamber.

He's barely dressed—just loose black pants riding low on his hips, his massive
crimson chest bare. The tribal markings etched into his skin seem to shift in the
firelight, living shadows that tell stories of battles won and enemies defeated. The
patterns follow the defined muscles of his torso, accentuating the inhuman power
contained in his massive frame.

"Y our scent has changed,” he says, stepping inside and closing the door behind him.
This is new. Since claiming me, he's always summoned me to his quarters. The
reversal feels significant, as though some invisible barrier has been crossed.

My hand instinctively presses against my stomach. "The healers say I'm fully
recovered.”



"Physically," he agrees, moving closer. The temperature in the room seems to rise
with each step he takes, his oni body radiating heat that my human senses can detect
from several feet away.

The mattress dips dramatically when he sits beside me, his weight pulling me toward
him until our thighs nearly touch. The heat radiating from his body makes my skin
prickle with awareness, atrail of goosebumps rising despite the warmth.

"The loss changes nothing regarding your position,” he says, formal words at odds
with the way his massive hand reaches for mine. His four fingers are bigger than my
entire hand, yet he handles me with a delicacy that still surprises me. "But everything
regarding approach to potential future offspring.”

My breath catchesin my throat. "What do you mean?"

"The healers believe conception remains possible.” His thumb traces circles on my
palm, the dlightly rough texture of his skin creating electrifying friction against mine.
"If youwishit."

If I wishit.

"Y ou're asking my permission?’ The question comes out barely above a whisper.
"Yes." One simple word that changes everything between us.

| should think strategically. Should consider what this means for Haven Valley, for
my position, for potential leverage in the future. Instead, | find myself leaning toward

him, drawn by something beyond rational thought.

"Yes," | whisper, the word feeling momentous. "I want to try again."



The air between us shifts instantly. His scent thickens, becoming headier, more
potent. His pupils dilate until the gold of his eyesisjust athin ring around bottomless
black. The temperature around him spikes, his crimson skin almost seeming to glow
with internal heat.

"Omega," he growls, the single word vibrating through me like a physical touch.

As if in response, a wave of heat crashes through my core, spreading outward until
my skin feels too tight. Slick gathers between my thighs, soaking through my silk
nightdress. My claiming mark at the junction of my neck and shoulder pulses with
heightened sensitivity.

"What's happening?' | gasp, though some primal part of me already knows.

"Your heat," he says, nostrils flaring as he breathes in my changing scent. His chest
expands with a deep breath, and | watch transfixed as the tribal markings stretch and
shift across his muscles. "It's starting early. Responding to my presence.”

Horror and excitement war within me. Heat cycles were mild annoyances before the
Conquest, but since the Primes arrived, they've become biological imperatives
impossible to ignore. And without suppressants...

"| can't—" | start to protest, but another wave of heat washes through me, stealing my
words. My inner walls clench around nothing, a profound emptiness forming in my
core that demands to be filled.

"It's been building," Kazuul says, his voice dropping lower, rougher. The sound
seems to vibrate the very air between us. "Your body has been denied for two
months. The loss disrupted your cycle, but now your omega biology is reasserting
itself.”



He stands suddenly, towering over me. The movement wafts his scent toward
me—now changing too, growing muskier, more dominant. Hints of brimstone and
heated earth emerge, signaling his rut beginning to answer my heat. His golden eyes
have taken on a slight glow in the dim chamber.

"Your heat is triggering my rut,” he says, muscles rippling across his chest as he
struggles for control. A faint shimmer of scales appears along his shoulders — an oni
trait that emerges only during heightened emotional states. "I should go. Let you
decideif thisiswhat you truly want."

The thought of him leaving sends panic racing through me. My hand shoots out,
grabbing his wrist. His skin burns against mine, hotter than human-normal. The
contrast of my pale fingers against his deep crimson skin creates a visual reminder of
our fundamental differences, yet my omega instincts scream that we belong together.

"Stay," | manage, shocked by my own desperation. "Please.”

A rumbling growl buildsin his chest, so deep | feel it through my hand on his wrist.
"Are you certain, little omega? Once this begins, | won't be able to stop. My control
isn't what it usually is during rut."

Another wave of heat crashes through me, making me whimper. Slick trickles down
my inner thighs now, my core clenching around nothing in desperate need. My scent
thickens with omega pheromones designed to entice an alpha, to signal my fertility
and readiness.

"I'm sure," | gasp, beyond pride or calculation. "I need you, alpha.”
Something flashes in his eyes at the title—possessiveness, triumph, tenderness—too

complex to name. With a fluid motion belying his enormous size, he tears my
nightdress from collar to hem, leaving me bare before him.



"Beautiful," he rumbles, golden eyes traveling down my body. The cool air makes my
nipples tighten into aching points, but | don't try to cover myself. His gaze feelslike a
physical touch, leaving heat in itswake. "Mine."

The word sends another rush of slick between my thighs. My omega instincts respond
to his alpha claim with eager submission, my body preparing itself for him in ways
my mind still struggles to accept.

His pants hit the floor next, revealing his massive cock aready fully erect. The
crimson length stands proud against his abdomen, thicker than my wrist and ridged
along its impressive length. The vibrating nodule at its base pulses visibly,
responding to my heat-scent. A bead of pre-fluid gathers at the tip, evidence of his
arousal.

"Look what you do to me," he says, wrapping one massive hand around himself. The
size difference is striking — his hand barely encircles his own girth. "Already so hard
for you, little omega.”

| can't look away. Even after all this time, the sheer size of him remains intimidating.
Yet my body craves him, inner walls clenching with need, slick gathering in
humiliating abundance. My heat drives me past embarrassment, past reservations,
into pure biological want.

He approaches the bed slowly, each step deliberate, predatory. The floorboards creak
beneath hisweight. "Tell me what you want."

"You," | admit, omega biology overwhelming whatever pride | have left. "l want you,
apha"

A satisfied rumble builds in his chest as he joins me on the bed. The mattress dips
dramatically beneath his weight as he positions himself between my thighs. His hands



slide under my hips, tilting them upward as he lowers his head.

"First, I'm going to taste you," he growls, hot breath fanning across my exposed sex.
"Going to make you come on my tongue before | fill you with my cock."

Before | can process his words, his mouth is on me. The first swipe of his
tongue—hotter than human-normal, dlightly rougher texture—tears a cry from my
throat. My hands fly to his horns, gripping the smooth curves as my back arches off
the bed. The polished surfaces are warm beneath my fingers, smooth yet unyielding.

"So sweet," he murmurs against me, tongue delving deeper. His hands keep me
firmly in place as | try to squirm away from the overwhelming sensation. "Sweeter
during heat. Made to drive me wild."

His tongue is longer than a human's, able to reach places inside me that make stars
explode behind my eyelids. When he seals his mouth over my clit and sucks, |
scream, pleasure crashing through me in waves | can't control. My thighs tremble
against his massive shoulders.

"That's it," he encourages, working a massive finger inside me as his tongue
continues its assault on my clit. "L et me hear how much you need this."

A second finger joins the first, stretching me in preparation for his much larger cock.
The burn feels good, right, my body yielding to him with eager hunger. When his
fingers curl upward, finding that spot deep inside that makes me see stars, | come

apart.

"Alphal" | cry out, hips bucking against his face as pleasure whites out my vision.
My inner muscles clamp down around his fingers, trying to pull them deeper.

He works me through the orgasm, gentling his touch as the aftershocks ripple through



me. When he finally raises his head, his chin gleams with my dlick, his golden eyes
glowing with primal satisfaction.

"So responsive,” he purrs, withdrawing his fingers. "But that was just the beginning."

He rises above me, massive body blocking out the light. One hand braces beside my
head while the other guides his enormous cock to my entrance. The blunt head
presses against me, hot and insistent.

"Look at me," he commands, and | force my eyes open to meet his golden gaze. The
vertical pupils have contracted to thin dlits, focusing on me with predatory intensity.
"I want to see your face when | claim you."

He pushes forward slowly, the enormous head of his cock stretching me with
exquisite care. The burn is familiar now, my body recognizing its apha and yielding
to him even as my breath catches at the impossible fullness.

"So tight," he groans, muscles in his neck straining with the effort of restraint. The
tribal markings along his throat pulse with his racing heartbeat. "Even after
everything, you're still so tight around me."

Inch by excruciating inch, he works himself deeper, each ridge aong his length
dragging against my sensitive inner walls. | watch with fascinated horror as my
abdomen visibly distends, the outline of his massive cock visible beneath my skin as
he reshapes me from the inside out.

When he's finally seated to the hilt, his cockhead pressing against my cervix and
creating a prominent bulge just below my navel, he pauses. We both breathe heavily,

adjusting to the overwhelming connection.

"Mine," he growls, one massive hand splaying possessively across the bulge in my



abdomen. The contrast between his crimson fingers and my pale skin is striking.
"Made to take me. Made to carry my young."

The words send a fresh rush of dlick around his invading length, my omega biology
responding eagerly to the breeding talk. "Y ours," | agree, beyond denying it.

He begins to move, withdrawing almost completely before dliding back in with
measured control. Each thrust sends sparks of pleasure racing up my spine, the ridges
along his shaft stimulating nerves | didn't know existed before him.

Then the vibrating nodule at the base of his cock makes contact with my clit, and |
scream. The sensation is overwhelming—the fullness inside, the vibration without,
the heat of him above me. My hands clutch at his massive forearms, nails digging
into crimson skin that's too tough to mark.

"That'sit," he encourages, setting a rhythm that builds the pleasure higher with each
thrust. "Take what your alpha gives you."

Another wave of heat crashes through my core, intensifying every sensation. My skin
feels hypersensitive, every brush of his body against mine sending electric tingles
racing across nerve endings. This is different from regular claiming—heat makes
everything sharper, more intense, more desperate.

"Your cunt is sgqueezing me so tight,” he growls, pace increasing as his own control
frays. Scales shimmer across his shoulders, spreading down his arms as his rut

strengthens. "Trying to milk the seed from me already."

His crude words should offend me, but they only drive my arousal higher. | find
myself meeting his thrusts, hips lifting to take him deeper.

"Please," | whimper, afamiliar pressure building in my core. "Alpha, please."



"Come for me again,” he commands, adjusting his angle to hit that perfect spot deep
inside while the vibrating nodule maintains relentless pressure against my clit. " Show
me how much you need me."

The orgasm hits with brutal force, inner walls clamping down around his massive
length as pleasure explodes through every nerve ending. | cry out his name, back
arching, hands clutching desperately at his arms.

He slows but doesn't stop, working me through the climax with deep, measured
thrusts. As the aftershocks begin to fade, he leans down to nip at my earlobe.

"We're just getting started,” he promises, voice rough with need. "Going to make you
come again and again before | fill you with my seed.”

With surprising gentleness, he withdraws completely. The sudden emptiness makes
me whimper in protest, my body clenching around nothing.

“Turn over," he commands, eyes glowing brighter now as his rut strengthens its hold.
"Present for your alpha.”

Heat floods my face, but my body moves on instinct, turning to my hands and knees.
The position is primal, submissive—the traditional presentation posture for a claimed
omega. | arch my back, head lowered, exposing myself completely to his gaze.

His growl of approval rumbles through the chamber. "Perfect,” he says, massive
hands gripping my hips. His thumbs press into the dimples at the base of my spine.
"Thisis how omegas were meant to be bred."

The blunt head of his cock presses against my entrance again, the new angle allowing
for deeper penetration. With one powerful thrust, he seats himself completely, forcing
acry from my lips as he reaches impossibly deeper than before.



"Feel that?' he growls, grinding against me so | can feel every ridge and vein of his
massive length. His hips press against my ass, the heat of his body warming my skin.
"Feel how perfectly you take me? You were made for this—made to be filled with
my cock, bred with my seed.”

He establishes a punishing rhythm, each thrust driving me forward until | have to
brace against the headboard to keep from being shoved across the bed. The sound of
skin slapping against skin fills the chamber, punctuated by my gasps and his rumbling
growls.

"Say it," he demands, one hand tangling in my hair to pull my head back in a display
of dominance that makes my inner walls clench with shameful excitement. The slight
pain of my scalp tingling sends a surprising jolt of pleasure straight to my core. "Tell
me what you want, omega.”

"Your seed,” | gasp, heat overwhelming any remaining resistance. My claiming mark
pulses at my neck, hypersensitive and yearning for his bite to renew it. "Want you to
fill me. Breed me. Make me yours again."

My admission drives him into a frenzy. His pace increases, hips snapping against
mine with bruising force. | feel the vibrating nodule change its pattern against my clit,
pulsing in time with his thrusts, sending me hurtling toward another peak.

"Going to pump you so full,” he snarls, his voice deeper, rougher as his rut takes
stronger hold. The scales have spread across his back now, catching the firelight.
"Going to flood your womb with my seed until it takes root. Watch you grow round
with my child again."

The explicit breeding talk pushes me over the edge. My third orgasm tears through
me with such intensity that tears spring to my eyes, pleasure bordering on pain as my
body convulses around his massive length.



"That's it," he praises, never slowing. "Sgueeze my cock just like that. Milk every
drop of seed from me."

Just as the aftershocks begin to fade, he withdraws again. Before | can protest, he
flips me onto my back and lifts my legs over his shoulders, bending me nearly in half
as he positions himself at my entrance once more. The display of strength is
effortless, areminder of the power difference between us.

"Want to see your face when | knot you," he explains, pushing back inside with a
single powerful thrust that steals my breath. His eyes glow with intensity in the dim
room. "Want to watch your eyes when you feel my seed flooding your womb."

The new position allows him to reach even deeper, his cockhead pressing directly
against my cervix with each thrust. The slight pain mingles with pleasure, creating a
confused cocktail of sensation that has me gasping his name.

"Alpha," 1| whimper, overwhelmed by the fullness, the heat, the relentless pleasure.
The position makes me feel completely vulnerable, completely at his mercy. "Too
much. | can't?>—"

"You can," he insists, never slowing. One hand splays across my lower abdomen,
feeling himself move within me. "Your body was made for this. Made to take
everything | give you."

His massive hand slides between us, thumb pressing against my clit to join the
vibrating nodul€e's stimulation. The dual sensation is overwhelming, pleasure building
to impossible heights as he drives into me with single-minded determination.

"Going to fill you up,” he promises, voice strained as his own control slips. Sweat
glistens on his crimson skin, the firelight catching on the beads of moisture. "Going
to breed you properly thistime. No more holding back."



| realize with sudden clarity that he had been holding back before. Despite the
brutality of our first claiming, despite the countless times he's taken me since, he's
been restraining himself. Now, with both of us consenting, with rut and heat driving
us toward the same goal, he's finally unleashing his full oni nature.

"Yes," | hear myself beg, beyond shame or pride. My hands clutch at his arms,
feeling the scales there catch against my palms. "Breed me, alpha. Make me yours
completely."

Something snaps in his eyes—the last thread of his control breaking. With a roar that
rattles the stone walls, he drives into me with renewed vigor, his pace becoming
brutal, relentless. The bed frame creaks alarmingly beneath us, and | briefly wonder if
it might collapse under the onslaught.

| feel it then—the beginning of his knot forming at the base of his massive cock. Each
thrust forces the swelling knot against my entrance, stretching me wider with each
pass. The pressure is both terrifying and exhilarating.

"Take it," he commands, golden eyes boring into mine as the knot grows larger. His
face is transformed by rut, features sharper, more predatory. "Take my knot, little
omega.”

With one final, powerful thrust, he forces the knot past my entrance. The stretch
burns exquisitely, pain and pleasure so intertwined | can't separate them anymore. My
body yields to him, accepting the impossible intrusion as the knot expands to full size
inside me, locking us together completely.

The pressure against my inner walls combined with the relentless vibration against
my clit triggers a fourth orgasm so intense | nearly black out. Stars explode behind
my eyes as pleasure crashes through me in merciless waves, tears streaming down my
face as| sob hisname.



His release follows immediately, cock pulsing as he floods me with burning seed.
The quantity is overwhelming—oni produce far more than human males—filling me
so completely that my lower belly visibly distends with it. The knot keeps everything
sealed inside, exactly where it needs to be to take root.

"Mine," he roars, the sound prima and possessive. His hand splays over my
distended abdomen, feeling the evidence of his claim. His seed burns hotter than
human-normal, a warmth | can feel spreading through my core. "Filled with my seed.
Going to grow round with my child."

We remain locked together by biology, his knot ensuring his seed stays exactly where
he's placed it. With careful movements, he adjusts our position so we're lying on our
sides, my back to his chest, his massive body curled protectively around mine. His
warmth envelops me, chasing away the chill I've carried for weeks.

His hand never leaves my belly, stroking possessively over the slight bulge where his
seed fills me compl etely.

"So perfect,” he murmurs against my neck, pressing gentle kisses along my pulse.
The tenderness contrasts sharply with the brutality of moments before. His breath is
hot against my skin, sending pleasant shivers down my spine. "My beautiful omega."

| should feel used, should fedl violated by the claiming. But as the knot pulses inside
me, keeping usjoined, all | feel is a strange sense of rightness. My hand covers hison
my belly, our fingers intertwining.

"If it happens again,” he says quietly, his voice a gentle rumble against my back, "if
we create new life..."

"Then it will be our choice,” | finish for him, understanding flowing between us. "Not
just conquest. Not just biology. Something we decided together."



His arms tighten around me, pulling me more firmly against his massive chest. The
knot will keep us joined for at least an hour, biology ensuring the best chance for
conception. But unlike that first brutal claiming months ago, this connection carries
meaning beyond mere possession.

* * %

Dawn light filters through the high windows, painting the chamber in soft gold. I've
lost count of how many times Kazuul has claimed me through the night as my heat
and his rut drove us beyond exhaustion. My body aches deliciously, marked with
evidence of his possession—finger-shaped bruises on my hips, bite marks along my
shoulders and breasts, my thighs sticky with the combined evidence of our pleasure.

He stands by the window now, his massive form silhouetted against the morning
light. The tribal markings across his crimson skin seem to glow in the dawn,
recording victories and bloodlines in patterns I'm slowly learning to read. The scales
that emerged during the height of his rut have receded, leaving his skin smooth once
more.

| should feel embarrassed by my behavior through the night—the begging, the
submission, the shameless way | yielded to him again and again. But heat has burned
away pretense, leaving only raw truth behind. Within these walls, away from politics
and position, we've found something unexpected.

"Come here," he says, turning from the window. His golden eyes still glow faintly,
his rut not yet fully satisfied despite claiming me repeatedly through the night.

| rise from the bed on shaky legs, my body both exhausted and somehow still hungry
for more. He watches my approach with predatory focus, nostrils flaring as he scents
the evidence of our mating clinging to my skin. His seed marks me inside and out, a
claiming more thorough than any collar or brand.



When | reach him, he lifts me easily, turning to press my back against the cold glass
of the window. The contrast between the icy window and his burning skin makes me
gasp, nipples tightening to painful points as they brush against his chest.

"One more time," he growls, positioning himself at my entrance. "Let the sun see
what belongsto me."

He enters me in a single thrust, the way eased by so many previous claimings. I'm
stretched and sore, yet my body welcomes him eagerly, inner walls clinging to his
massive length as he establishes a rhythm more measured than the frenzy of night.

"You were made for this," he murmurs, one hand supporting my weight while the
other cups my face with surprising tenderness. His thumb traces my lower lip, and |
find myself turning to kiss it instinctively. "Made to take me. Made to carry my
young. But more than that—made to stand beside me."

The admission stops my breath. This is new—acknowledgment of something beyond
biological function, beyond the roles assigned by conquest and claiming. A
partnership | never expected when | first entered his fortress.

"Yes," | agree, arms wrapping around his neck as he claims me against the window.
Anyone looking up from the courtyard would see us silhouetted against the glass,
would witness the warlord claiming his omegain the light of day.

The thought should humiliate me, but instead, it drives my arousal higher. Let them
see. Let them all know that 1've chosen this, that what began as forced claiming has
evolved into something neither of us expected.

His pace increases, each thrust lifting me dlightly against the window. The vibrating
nodule finds my clit with unerring accuracy, sending familiar pleasure spiraling
through my core. My claiming mark pulses with each thrust, the scar tissue



hypersensitive under the morning light.

"Going to fill you again," he promises, voice rough with need. One hand grips my
thigh, supporting my weight effortlessly. "Going to make sure my seed takes root this
time."

One final, powerful thrust seats him completely inside me as his release begins,
flooding me with heat. The knot swells, locking us together, keeping everything
sealed inside where it belongs. The pressure triggers my own climax, gentler than the
explosive peaks of night but no less satisfying.

We remain joined, my legs wrapped around his waist, his forehead pressed against
mine as we breathe each other's air. The intimacy of the moment strikes me more
powerfully than any claiming—this shared breath, this willing connection.

"If it happens again," he whispers against my lips, echoing his words from the night
before. "If we create new life..."

"Then it will be ours,” | finish, the word encompassing everything. "Our child. Our
choice. Our future."

His knot will release eventualy, the biological lock dissolving as it's served its
purpose. My heat will fade in another day or two, his rut subsiding with it. Well
return to our roles—warlord and strategic advisor, alpha and omega, conqueror and
claimed.

But something fundamental has shifted between us, something neither fortress walls
nor conquest law can contain or define. Within the constraints that bind us, we've
found something unexpected—a partnership neither of us anticipated when claiming
ceremony first established our connection.



For now, | rest in his arms, my small body encompassed by his massive one, and
accept the paradox we've become—captive and captor, omega and alpha, partners by
choice within aworld that gave us none.



Page 22

Source Creation Date: July 21, 2025, 4:01 am

CHAPTER 22
BLOOD AND BLADE
Days passin ablur of flesh and fire.

My body falls into a rhythm with Kazuul's that | never thought possible. Every
night—sometimes mornings too—his massive form covers mine, claiming me with
an intensity that grows stronger as his rut deepens in response to my fertility signals.

Today marks seven days since we decided to try again. A week of his seed filling me
each night, locked inside by his knot while his hands trace protective patterns over
my belly. A week of hope taking root alongside whatever might be growing inside
me.

| arch beneath him now, gasping as he drives deeper. His massive cock stretches me
to my limit, the familiar burn giving way to pleasure that borders on madness. The
vibrating nodule at its base hums against my clit with pinpoint precision, sending
electric jolts through my core. The unique oni adaptation that once seemed like a tool
of control now feelslike a gift designed specifically for my pleasure.

"Mine," he growls, golden eyes glowing in the dim light of our chamber. His rut has
intensified over the past few days, making him more possessive, more primal. The
tribal markings across his crimson skin seem to shift and pulse with each powerful
thrust, black patterns darkening with his arousal.

"Yours," | agree, beyond fighting what my body knows to be true. My hands clutch at



his massive shoulders, nails digging into hide too tough to mark. His skin burns hotter
than human-normal, the heat of him seeping into my bones and chasing away the
lingering chill of grief.

Despite the rut-driven urgency of his claiming, Kazuul watches my face carefully,
adjusting his angle when he sees me wince, slowing when the pleasure becomes too
intense. This care—this attention to my responses—still surprises me after
everything. My former captor has become attentive to my needs in ways | never
expected.

"Going to fill you again," he promises, voice dropping deeper as his pace increases.
The rumble vibrates through me where our bodies connect. "Going to make sure my
seed takes root thistime."

Hiswords send arush of slick around hisinvading length. The breeding talk that once
horrified me now drives my arousal higher, omega biology responding eagerly to
alpha promises. My claiming mark pulses at my neck, hypersensitive to his proximity
and intent.

The pressure builds inside me, coiling tighter with each precise thrust. When his
massive hand slides between us to press against my lower belly, feeling himself
moving inside me through the distended skin, | shatter. The orgasm crashes through
me in merciless waves, inner walls clenching around him as | cry out his name. My
vision blurs at the edges, pleasure so intense it borders on pain.

He follows immediately, his own release triggered by my body's response. | feel his
knot swelling, stretching me impossibly wider as it locks into place. The pressure
against my sensitive inner walls triggers aftershocks of pleasure that leave me
trembling. His seed floods me in hot pulses, filling me so completely that my
abdomen visibly distends with the quantity.



We lie joined together, his massive body carefully arranged to avoid crushing me
while maintaining the essential connection. His hand splays possessively across my
belly, feeling the dlight bulge where his seed fills me completely. The contrast
between his crimson fingers and my pae skin creates a visua reminder of our
fundamental differences, yet somehow heightens the intimacy of the moment.

"Do you think it worked thistime?' | ask, the question dlipping out before | can stop
it. I've tried not to voice this hope, afraid of another disappointment, another loss. The
memory of our child slipping away is still raw, awound that hasn't fully healed.

His golden eyes soften as they meet mine, vertical pupils widening dightly. His
expression holds something | never expected to see from an oni warlord —
vulnerability. "Your scent is changing,” he says, tracing gentle patterns across my
skin. His touch leaves trails of warmth that linger pleasantly. "It's too early to be
certain, but there's something different.”

Hope flutters in my chest, fragile and terrifying. | cover his hand with mine, feeling
the heat of him seeping into my skin. We rest together, his knot ensuring we remain
connected in the most primal way possible. The chamber smells of our mingled
scents — his alpha musk and smoky notes blending with my omega sweetness and the
distinct scent of our mating.

Neither of us hears the door open.

The first warning is a soft hissing sound, like air escaping a punctured bladder.
Kazuul's head snaps up, nostrils flaring, but it's already too late. A pale green mist
fills the air around us, clinging to the ceiling before drifting downward in sinister
tendrils.

"Don't breathe," Kazuul orders, his body tensing over mine protectively. But even as
he speaks, | see his muscles locking unnaturally. His eyes widen, vertical pupils



contracting to thin dlits as he recognizes what's happening. "Paralytic. Imperial
formula.”

He tries to move, to pull away, but his knot keeps us locked together in the most
vulnerable position imaginable. Panic surges through me as | realize our
predicament—joined as one, neither able to escape without the other. His massive
weight, normally carefully distributed, becomes a potentia threat as his control slips

away.

Two figures step from the shadows near the door. They wear servant's garb, but their
movements are all wrong—too fluid, too precise. Imperia agents, not household
staff. | recognize the calculated efficiency in their steps from my resistance training.
These are professional killers, not mere assassins.

"The mighty warlord," one says, voice dripping with disdain. His accent carries the
distinctive inflection of the imperial core. "Caught with his knot in his pet. How
convenient.”

Kazuul snarls, fighting against the paralytic with sheer willpower. | can feel his
massive body trembling with effort, muscles straining against the toxin's effects. A
low growl builds in his chest, weaker than normal but still threatening. The mist was
designed specifically for oni biology—targeting their unique respiratory system with
ruthless efficiency.

"It won't kill you," the second assassin explains, drawing a long, curved blade from
beneath his tunic. The metal gleams in the dim light, inscribed with symbols | don't
recognize. "The emperor wants you conscious for this part. Wants you to watch as
your bloodline ends, as your claimed omega dies carrying whatever spawn you've
planted in her."

Cold terror washes through me as the blade catches the light. They mean to kill me



first—to make Kazuul watch as they cut his child from my body before they finish
him. The calculated cruelty is perfectly aligned with everything I've heard about
Emperor Goran. This isn't just assassination; it's psychological torture designed to
break Kazuul before death.

The first assassin steps closer, a smaller blade in his hand clearly meant for me. Its
edge gleams with a substance that makes my skin crawl just looking at it. "Hold her
still," he instructs his companion, as if Kazuul has any choice in the matter. "We need
to be precise about this."

Time slows to a crawl as the assassin approaches. Kazuul struggles beneath me, his
massive body fighting against the paralytic with everything he has. | can feel him
straining, muscles locking then releasing as he battles the toxin. Heat pours from him
in waves, his body temperature spiking as he fights for control. But it's not enough.
Won't be enough.

My gaze fals on the small table beside our bed. The drawer stands dightly gar,
revealing the glint of metal within. Kazuul's personal blade—the one he keeps for
protection but never imagines | know about. | discovered it weeks ago while
searching for something to ease my grief after the miscarriage.

In this moment, everything crystallizes. Five years fighting against oni rule. Five
years hiding my omega nature. Five years leading Haven Valley in quiet resistance.
All of it flashes before me as the assassin takes another step closer, blade raised. The
choices that led me here, the path that brought me from resistance leader to the
warlord's claimed omega.

| make my choice.

With a movement too quick for the assassins to anticipate, | reach for the drawer,
fingers closing around the hilt of Kazuul's blade. The weapon feels strange in my



hand—designed for his massive grip, not my human fingers—but my body
remembers the training from years before the Conquest. The weight is unfamiliar but
not unmanageable.

The assassin lunges for me, but he's not expecting resistance from a claimed omega.
My military academy training floods back, muscle memory taking over as | twist to
avoid his strike. The movement is awkward with Kazuul's knot still locking us
together, but desperation gives me flexibility | didn't know | possessed.

His blade grazes my shoulder, drawing a thin line of fire across my skin. The cut
burns more than it should—poison, most likely. | barely notice the pain. In one fluid
motion, | drive Kazuul's blade upward, finding the gap beneath the assassin's ribs
where death waits. The resistance trained me well for this, though | never imagined
using those skills to protect an oni warlord.

Blood sprays across the bed as | yank the blade free. It's hot against my skin, copper-
scented and visceral. The assassin's eyes widen in shock as he stumbles backward,
hands clutching uselessly at the mortal wound. His mouth opens but only a gurgling
sound emerges as blood fills hislungs.

The second assassin recovers from his surprise, charging toward us with a roar of
rage. But he's focused on me, forgetting the warlord who, despite the paralytic, isn't
completely helpless. His mistake proves fatal.

With a tremendous effort born of desperation, Kazuul manages to move one massive
arm, sweeping the assassin off his feet. The man crashes into the stone wall with
bone-crushing force, momentarily stunned. The impact echoes through the chamber,
dust raining down from the ceiling.

It gives me the opening | need. | lunge forward despite the awkward position,
Kazuul's knot still locking us together, and drive the blade into the second assassin's



throat. Blood fountains from the wound, painting the stone walls crimson as he
struggles briefly before going still. The warmth of it splashes across my face and
chest, mingling with sweat and the remnants of passion.

Silence falls over the chamber, broken only by our ragged breathing. | stare at my
bloodied hands, at the bodies on the floor, at the crimson spray across the bed linens.
The scent of copper fills the air, mixing with the lingering traces of the paralytic and
our interrupted mating.

"Emi," Kazuul manages, his voice strained as he fights against the toxin's effects. His
golden eyes focus on me with effort, concern evident despite the paralysis affecting
his facial muscles. "Are you hurt?"

| shake my head, unable to form words. Something fundamental has shifted inside
me. | just killed two men to protect the oni warlord who claimed me against my will.
Killed to protect the child that might be growing inside me. Killed to defend what
once represented my captivity but has somehow become my choice.

The blade falls from my fingers, clattering against the stone floor. Blood drips from
my hands onto Kazuul's crimson chest, indistinguishable from his natural coloring
except for its metallic scent and viscous texture.

Kazuul's hand finds mine, massive fingers engulfing my bloodied ones with
surprising gentleness despite the paralytic still affecting him. His pam radiates
warmth that steadies me, grounds me in the aftermath of violence.

"You saved us," he says, golden eyes holding mine with an intensity that steals my
breath. The vertical pupils focus on me with effort, fighting against the toxin's effects.

"Y ou could have let them kill me. Could have taken your freedom."

The truth of his words hits me like a physical blow. | could have. Part of me—the



resistance fighter, the leader of Haven Valley—should have. Their attack was the
perfect opportunity to escape, to return to my former life. Yet | didn't hesitate to
defend him, to protect what we've created together.

"I made my choice," | whisper, the weight of those words settling over me like a
mantle. Not just the choice to save him, but everything that choice represents. The
final transformation from captive to partner, from resistance fighter to protector of the
very power | once fought against.

The blood drying on my skin feels like a visible manifestation of this loyalty shift,
marking me as surely as Kazuul's claiming bite. | am no longer the woman who came
to the Crimson Fortress seeking food for her people. No longer ssmply the warlord's
prize.

| have become something new—something neither resistance principles nor oni
tradition prepared me to navigate.

As the paralytic begins to fade from Kazuul's system, his arms tighten around me,
protective even in weakness. His golden eyes never leave mine, filled with something
that might, in a human, be called wonder.

"Mine," he says softly, the word carrying new meaning after what just happened. No
longer just a declaration of ownership, but an acknowledgment of chosen connection.
"As| amyours."

The blood of imperial assassins cools on the stone floor as we remain joined, the
danger passed but its implications just beginning. | have crossed a line | can never
uncross, made a choice that changes everything. The metallic scent of death mingles
with the lingering musk of our interrupted claiming, creating a potent reminder of the
decision I've made.



And strangest of all, | don't regret it. In a world that took all my choices away, this
one—this violent, bloody, irrevocable choice—was entirely mine. There's a strange
freedom in that realization, even as it binds me more tightly to the oni warlord whose
knot still locks us together in the most primal connection possible.

Tomorrow will bring questions, investigations, heightened security. But for now, as
Kazuul's breathing steadies and his muscles gradually regain function, | allow myself

to acknowledge the truth.

| chose him. | chose us. And | would do it again.
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CHAPTER 23
MARKED AND BOUND

Blood still crusts under my fingernails three days after the assassination attempt. No
matter how much | scrub, traces remain—rust-colored reminders of the lives | took to
protect Kazuul. To protect us. I've tried everything from harsh soaps to wire brushes,
but the blood seems determined to stay, like it's become part of me now.

The Bloodcrest clan council has been in emergency session since dawn, the enormous
chamber buzzing with tension as oni officials analyze the recovered evidence.
Imperial seals on the assassins orders. Communications detailing payment
arrangements. Vias of the specialized toxin designed to paralyze oni biology while
leaving the victim conscious—a particularly cruel touch that bears Emperor Goran's
signature.

And here | am, sitting not behind Kazuul's massive chair as tradition dictates for a
clamed omega, but at the table itself. My own char—smaller but no less
ornate—placed at his right hand. The significance isn't lost on anyone in the chamber.
Whispers follow me like shadows, golden eyes tracking my movements with new
assessment. Some hold respect, others skepticism, but none show the dismissal | once
Saw.

"The attack pattern suggests coordination with elements inside our northern border
stations," Commander Thorne says, his orange skin seeming to glow in the torchlight
as he gestures toward the territorial map spread across the massive stone table. His
single broken horn casts an asymmetrical shadow across the parchment.



"Communications were disrupted exactly three hours before the assassins breached
the inner fortress.”

"An inside betrayal," rumbles Elder Voss, his ancient crimson skin so dark it appears
almost black in places. The tribal markings recording his centuries of victories cover
nearly every visible inch of his massive frame, like a living historical document.
" Someone with access to patrol schedules.”

| study the assembled council members, noting their subtle tells—the way Elder
Karax's left horn twitches when he's suspicious, how General Morkul's nostrils flare
when he disagrees but won't speak openly. My months in this fortress have taught me
to read oni body language as a matter of survival, and that knowledge now serves a
different purpose.

Throughout the discussion, Kazuul remains unusually quiet, letting his advisors speak
while his golden eyes occasionally find mine. Something has shifted between us since
| drove his blade into an imperial assassin's throat. Something deeper than strategy or
alliance. When our gazes meet across the table, | feel a pull that has nothing to do
with omega biology and everything to do with shared danger overcome together.

When my turn comes to speak, the chamber falls silent. Just two months ago, these
same officials viewed me as merely the warlord's breeding omega, an unusual prize
with strategic abilities that might prove useful but never essential. Now they wait for
my assessment with serious attention.

"The attack targeted our most vulnerable moment,” | say, forcing myself to meet the
intimidating golden gazes around the table. The scent of tension in the air is thick—a
mix of oni musk and the distinctive metallic note of their agitation. "Not just
physically vulnerable due to Kazuul's knot, but symbolically vulnerable—during
potential conception. This was meant to end both the warlord and his bloodline in a
single strike."



Murmurs of agreement ripple through the council, the low rumbles vibrating through
the stone beneath my feet.

"The assassins knew too much about our chambers, our routines,” | continue, the
military strategist | was before capture resurfacing naturally. "They knew which
servants would be absent during that time frame, which corridors would be
unguarded. They knew about the fertility attempts.”

Kazuul's massive hand finds mine under the table, his heat burning against my skin
like a brand. His palm could envelop my entire hand, yet his touch is surprisingly
gentle, his thumb tracing small circles against my wrist. The gesture feels strangely
intimate amid this discussion of violence and betrayal.

"We need to implement immediate security protocols for all human settlements
within our territory," | say, leaning forward. My voice carries more confidence than |
expected. "If the emperor can reach into the warlord's personal chambers, he can
certainly infiltrate less protected areas. Haven Valley would be particularly
vulnerable given its strategic food production.”

Elder Voss raises a white eyebrow at my use of "our territory," but doesn't challenge
it. Instead, he gives a slow nod of approval, the movement deliberate and weighted
with significance. "The claimed omega speaks wisdom. Her defensive strategies
regarding human settlements should be incorporated into our broader protections.”

The acknowledgment—coming from the most traditional council member—feels like
victory. Not conquest, but recognition. I've earned my place at this table not just
through Kazuul's claim, but through my own actions.

When the council adjourns hours later, Kazuul and | walk together through the
massive corridors of the Crimson Fortress. The setting sun streams through high
windows, painting everything in bloody light that feels ominously appropriate. Our



shadows stretch before us—his enormous, horned silhouette dwarfing my smaller
human one, yet moving in perfect sync.

"The council respects you," he says, his deep voice pitched low for my ears alone.
The rumble vibrates through the air between us, raising goosebumps along my arms.
"Not as my possession, but as a strategist in your own right."

“"They fear what almost happened,” | correct him, aways the pragmatist. “"They
recognize | helped prevent it."

He stops, turning to me with unexpected intensity. His massive frame blocks the
sunlight, casting me in his shadow. The darkness should feel threatening, but instead,
it feels strangely protective. "You could have let them kill me" he says bluntly.
"Could have taken your freedom in the chaos that would follow."

The words hang between us, heavy with implication. He's right, of course. In that
moment of vulnerability, with imperial assassins ready to strike and Kazuul paralyzed
by their toxin, | could have simply stepped aside. Could have reclaimed my freedom
asthe fortress erupted in power struggles after the warlord's death.

"I made my choice," | tell him, the same words | spoke in the immediate aftermath,
but carrying deeper meaning now. "l chose you. Us."

Something flashes in his golden eyes—possessiveness tinged with something softer,
more vulnerable. His pupils dilate then contract to vertical dlits, focusing on me with
predatory intensity. Without warning, he lifts me, carrying me toward his private
chambers with single-minded purpose.

"What are you doing?' | ask, though the heat building in my core suggests | already
know. My body responds to his proximity with embarrassing eagerness, dlick
gathering between my thighs despite the seriousness of the moment.



"Completing what should have happened long ago,” he answers, voice dropping to
that rumbling register that sends shiversracing up my spine.

The ceremonial claiming mark—the permanent bite that should have happened
during our first public claming—has been delayed for months. First pending
pregnancy confirmation, then due to the miscarriage and recovery. According to
traditional oni protocol, it should be performed before witnesses, another public
spectacle cementing ownership.

But when we reach his chambers, no witnesses await us. No clan officials or ritual
attendants. Just the two of us, the massive space illuminated by flickering firelight
that casts dancing shadows across the stone walls.

"Thisisn't traditional,” | note as he sets me on my feet before the enormous bed. The
furs covering it are new—the blood-soaked linens from the assassination attempt long
since removed, though | sometimes still smell copper when | enter the room.

"Nothing about us has been traditional," he replies, one massive hand cupping my
face with surprising gentleness. His palm radiates heat against my cheek, his skin
texture dlightly rougher than human. "This isn't about tradition or protocol. This is
about choice."

My breath catches at the word. Choice—something | never expected to hear within
these fortress walls, certainly not from the oni warlord who claimed me against my
will on a platform before dozens of witnesses.

"The mark is permanent,” he continues, his thumb tracing the junction of my neck
and shoulder where the claiming bite will go. The light pressure sends unexpected
pleasure coursing through me, the skin there already sensitized by months of
attention. "Once done, it can never be undone. It will identify you as mine for the
remainder of your life, visible to any who look upon you."



"I know what it means," | whisper, heat flooding my face. My heart pounds so loudly
I'm certain he can hear it with his enhanced senses.

"Do you?' His golden eyes hold mine, searching for something. "It means more than
possession. The mark connects us—your emotions, your pain, your pleasure. | will
feel echoes of everything you experience. And you will feel mine."

Thisis new information, something never mentioned in resistance briefings about oni
claiming practices. The mark isn't just symbolic—it's literally binding, creating
connection beyond the physical. A biological tether that no human relationship could
replicate.

"Why tell methis?' | ask. "Why not just take what conquest law permits?’

His massive hand slides to the back of my neck, pulling me closer until | can feel the
heat radiating from his body. His scent intensifies—smoke and metal and something
uniquely him that makes my omega instincts hum with recognition. "Because | want
you to choose it," he says ssimply. "To choose me, as you did when you defended us
against the assassins.”

Three months ago, | might have laughed bitterly at the idea of choice within captivity.
Might have pointed out the fundamental absurdity of "choosing" something when all
other options have been systematically eliminated. But now, standing before him, |
understand the difference between compulsion and consent within constraint. There's
freedom to be found even within the narrowest parameters, if you look hard enough.

"Yes," | tell him, the word feeling momentous. "I choose this. | choose you."
A rumbling growl builds in his chest, satisfaction and relief mingling in the primal

sound. With careful movements that belie his enormous strength, he removes my
garments one by one until | stand naked before him. His golden eyes travel down my



body with hungry appreciation, pupils contracting to predatory dlits.

"Mine," he growls, the word familiar yet carrying new meaning.

"Yours," | agree, no longer fighting what my body and heart both know to be true.
Something shifts inside me, a final surrender not to conquest but to connection. "As
you are mine."

His clothes join mine on the floor, revealing the massive crimson body |'ve come to
know intimately over these months. The tribal markings across his chest and arms
seem to shift in the firelight, recording victories and bloodlines in patterns I'm slowly
learning to read. His cock stands fully erect, the vibrating nodule at its base already
pulsing with anticipation.

He lifts me again, placing me on the enormous bed with surprising gentleness before
covering my body with his own. The heat of him burns against my skin, his massive
frame blocking out everything else until my world narrows to just this—just us.

His mouth finds mine in akiss that starts gentle but quickly turns hungry, demanding.
My body responds instantly, slick gathering between my thighs as my back arches to
press more firmly against him. The kiss is nothing like our first claiming—no
violence, no reluctance, just shared hunger that builds with each passing moment.

"Need to taste you first,” he murmurs against my lips before moving lower, trailing
kisses down my neck, across my breasts. Each touch sends sparks racing across my
skin, anticipation building as he works his way down my body. His tongue leaves
trails of heat that linger pleasantly.

When his mouth finally reaches the apex of my thighs, | cry out, hands clutching at
the furs beneath me. His tongue—hotter than human-normal and slightly rougher in
texture—traces through my folds before pressing inside, reaching places that make



stars explode behind my eyelids.

"So sweet," he growls against my sensitive flesh, the vibration of his voice sending
fresh waves of pleasure coursing through me. His massive hands hold my thighs
apart, thumbs gently spreading me to grant him better access. "Already so wet for

me.

| whimper as he continues his relentless assault, tongue and fingers working in
concert to drive me toward the edge. When his thumb presses against my clit,
stroking the sensitive bundle of nerves, | shatter completely. The orgasm crashes
through me in merciless waves, his name torn from my throat as my body convulses
beneath his touch.

Before | can recover, he moves up my body, positioning himself between my
trembling thighs. The massive head of his cock presses against my entrance, hot and
insistent.

"Look at me," he commands, and | force my eyes open to meet his golden gaze. The
firelight reflects in his eyes, creating mesmerizing rings of amber around his vertical
pupils. "Watch as | claim what's mine."

He pushes forward slowly, the enormous head of his cock stretching me with
exquisite care. The burn is familiar now, my body recognizing its apha and yielding
to him even as my breath catches at the impossible fullness.

Inch by exquisite inch, he works himself deeper, each ridge along his length dragging
against my sensitive inner walls. | watch with fascinated horror as my abdomen
visibly distends, the outline of his massive cock visible beneath my skin as he
reshapes me from the inside out.

When he's finally seated to the hilt, his cockhead pressing against my cervix and



creating a prominent bulge just below my navel, he pauses. We both breathe heavily,
adjusting to the overwhelming connection.

"Perfect,” he murmurs, one massive hand splaying possessively across the bulge in
my abdomen. The contrast between his crimson fingers and my pale skin creates a
visual reminder of our fundamental differences, yet somehow heightens the intimacy
of the moment. "Made to take me. Made for this."

He begins to move, withdrawing almost completely before dliding back in with
measured control. Each thrust sends sparks of pleasure racing up my spine, the ridges
along his shaft stimulating nerves | didn't know existed before him.

Then the vibrating nodule at the base of his cock makes contact with my clit, and |
scream. The sensation is overwhelming—the fullness inside, the vibration without,
the heat of him above me. My hands clutch at his massive forearms, nails digging
into crimson skin that's too tough to mark.

"That's it," he encourages, setting a rhythm that builds the pleasure higher with each
thrust. His voice has roughened, dropping to that primal register that speaks directly
to my omega instincts. "Take what your alpha gives you."

Another orgasm builds impossibly quickly, coiling tight at the base of my spine as he
drives into me with increasing urgency. Every thrust pushes me closer to the edge, the
vibration intensifying as his excitement grows.

"Now," he growls, adjusting our position so his mouth hovers over the junction of my
neck and shoulder. His breath burns against my sensitized skin, making me tremble
with anticipation. "Mine."

His teeth break skin just as the orgasm crashes through me, pain and pleasure twining
together until | can't separate them anymore. The claiming bite sends electric jolts



racing through my body, intensifying the pleasure to nearly unbearable heights. Tears
spring to my eyes, not from pain but from the overwhelming sensation of being
claimed so completely, so permanently.

| fedl it then—a strange doubling of sensation. My pleasure, yes, but echoes of his
too. His satisfaction at finally marking me permanently. His possessive triumph. His
unexpected tenderness. The emotions flow between us through the newly established
bond, reinforcing the physical connection in ways | never anticipated.

His rhythm grows erratic as his own release approaches, the vibrating nodule
maintaining relentless pressure against my oversensitive clit. | feel his knot beginning
to swell, stretching me wider with each thrust until with one final, powerful drive, he
locks us together completely.

His release floods me with burning heat, each pulse filling me with seed that might
aready have taken root. The pressure against my inner walls combined with the
vibration against my clit triggers yet another climax, tears streaming down my face as
pleasure crashes through me in endless waves.

We remain locked together by biology, his massive body carefully arranged to avoid
crushing me while maintaining the essential connection. His tongue gently laps at the
claiming mark, the enzyme in his saliva sealing the wound into what will become a
permanent scar—vVisible evidence of our bond that all will recognize.

The mark throbs with each beat of my heart, sensations flowing between us that |
never expected. Not just physical feelings but emotions too—his satisfaction, his
possessiveness, his surprising vulnerability in this moment of connection.

"It's done,” he murmurs against my skin, his voice gentler than I've ever heard it.
"You're truly mine now. As| am yours."



| reach up to touch the mark, fingers tracing the indentations his teeth have left in my
flesh. The skin around it feels hot, sensitive in a way that sends small sparks of
pleasure racing through me at the slightest touch.

"I can feel you," | whisper, awed by the strange doubling of sensation. It's like
suddenly gaining a new sense, an awareness that extends beyond my own skin. "Not
just physicaly. | canfed..."

"Everything,” he finishes for me, golden eyes meeting mine with newfound intensity.
His pupils have widened, softening his predatory gaze. "That is the true power of the
claiming mark. Not ownership, but connection."

We lie together as his knot slowly subsides, neither speaking but communicating
nonetheless through the new bond between us. | sense his satisfaction, his pride, his
possessiveness—but also his relief, and something deeper I'm not yet ready to name.
The fundamental power imbalance hasn't disappeared—he remains a nine-foot oni
warlord who rules through strength and intimidation. | remain a human omega whose
freedom was stripped away by the Conquest.

Yet within these immutable constraints, we've created something unexpected—a
relationship containing genuine choice aongside undeniable possession. A
partnership built on the unlikely foundation of captivity, yet growing into something
neither of us anticipated.

The claiming is complete, the mark sealing a connection that began in coercion but
has evolved into choice. What began as forced submission has transformed into
mutual commitment within the parameters conquest reality permits.

And strangest of all, | don't regret it. The blood beneath my fingernails, the
permanent mark on my neck, the irreversible choices I've made—none of it brings the
remorse | would have expected. Instead, | feel a strange sense of peace as Kazuul's



massive arms wrap around me, his heartbeat steadying beneath my ear.

Within a world that gave me no choices, I've found one that's entirely mine. And |
would make it again.
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CHAPTER 24
SECOND ONLY TO HIM

The great hall of the Crimson Fortress buzzes with tension. Three months have
passed since imperial assassins tried to end both Kazuul and me in one bloody strike.
Three months of heightened security, investigations, and quiet preparation. Three
months of my body changing, growing heavier with the life we created together—our
second attempt officially confirmed just weeks ago by medical officers whose careful
examinations revealed what my own body had already told me.

Today, something else fills the air—anticipation, curiosity, and something like
disbelief rippling through the assembled crowd. The scent of oni musk mingles with
human nervousness, creating an atmosphere thick with unspoken questions.

| stand beside the massive stone dais, trying to look calm despite my racing heart. My
formal garments—deep crimson silk embroidered with black patterns echoing
Kazuul's tribal markings—feel heavier than usual, or maybe it's just the weight of so
many eyes tracking my every movement. The fabric whispers against my skin as |
shift my weight, the subtle swell of my belly pressing against the tailored waistline.

The entirety of Bloodcrest clan leadership fills the chamber—massive oni warriors
whose crimson and black skin gleams in the torchlight, their golden eyes unblinking
as they wait. Their hulking forms dwarf the human representatives standing behind
them, territorial administrators from settlements throughout Kazuul's domain. The
humans faces show emotions ranging from caution to genuine hope, their scents
broadcasting anxiety and curiosity in equal measure.



Haven Valley representatives stand closest to the front—Joren and Talia, who once
served as my most trusted advisors. Their presence stirs complicated feelings in my
chest. They don't look at me with the accusation | once feared. Instead, their eyes
hold something like wonder, as if they're witnessing the impossible become real
before them. Joren's normally stern face has softened, while Talia's fingers nervously
twist the hem of her formal tunic.

The massive doors at the far end of the hall swing open with a reverberating groan,
and the assembly falls silent. Kazuul enters, his enormous frame commanding
immediate attention. The tribal markings across his crimson skin seem more
pronounced today, his curved horns polished to gleaming obsidian that catches the
torchlight. He wears ceremonial armor—dark plates covering his chest and shoulders
while leaving his arms bare to display the intricate patterns recording victories and
lineage. The metal gleams with subtle red highlights that match the silk of my gown.

As he approaches the dais, his golden eyes find mine. Through our claiming bond, |
feel the edge of his emotions—determination tinged with something deeper, more
personal than any public ceremony should evoke. The mark at my neck pulses with
warmth in response to his proximity.

"Warriors of Bloodcrest," he begins, his deep voice carrying effortlessly through the
cavernous space. The rumble vibrates through the stone beneath my feet, his tone
commanding absolute attention. "Administrators of our territories. Witnesses from
human settlements. Today we gather for an unprecedented declaration.”

My pulse quickens, blood rushing in my ears. I've been told the broad outlines of
what's coming, but even now, part of me can't quite believeit'sreal.

"The Conquest established clear hierarchies,” Kazuul continues, surveying the
gathered assembly. His vertical pupils contract as he scans the crowd, focusing
momentarily on each section. "Prime dominance, human submission. Alphas



commanding, omegas serving. These fundamental truths remain unchanged."

A murmur runs through the human portion of the crowd. | notice Joren's shoulders
tensing dlightly, his jaw tightening with careful restraint.

"Yet within these essential structures, adaptation creates strength.” Kazuul's voice
shifts subtly, taking on the formal cadence used for clan declarations. Heat radiates
from his massive form, warming the air around us. "The Bloodcrest territory has
flourished through strategic innovation. Our borders are secure. Our harvests
abundant. Our military strength ungquestioned.”

His massive hand extends toward me in clear summons. | step forward, feeling the
weight of every gaze as | approach the dais. My claiming mark throbs beneath my
skin, the bond between us strengthening with proximity.

"These successes stem not only from oni power," Kazuul declares, "but from the
application of human strategic insight harnessed properly within our system.”

| climb the steps to stand beside him, the height difference between us still striking
despite the slight elevation. He towers over me, his massive frame a reminder of the
physical power imbalance that will always exist between us. His scent engulfs me —
smoke and metal and something uniquely him that my omega biology recognizes on
the deepest level.

"Three months ago, imperial assassins sought to end both the warlord and his
bloodline," Kazuul says, one hand moving to rest briefly on my still-small baby
bump, visible now beneath the formal silks. His pam radiates heat through the fabric,
a protective gesture that feels strangely intimate despite our public setting. "Their
failure came not through oni strength alone, but through the actions of this claimed
omega who chose to defend her alpha when freedom beckoned."



Whispers ripple through the crowd. The story has spread throughout the
fortress—how | killed two imperial agents with Kazuul's own blade while he fought
the paralytic toxin. How | chose him, chose us, when | could have seized escape in
the chaos. The metallic scent of tension thickensin the air.

"Such loyalty deserves recognition beyond common claiming protocols.” Kazuul's
hand moves to my shoulder, massive fingers gentle against my smaller frame.
“Today, | declare before al witnesses a status adjustment unprecedented within
conguest hierarchy."

Elder Voss steps forward, his ancient form moving with surprising grace despite his
advanced age. The tribal markings covering his dark crimson skin record centuries of
victories and bloodlines, etched so densely they create intricate patterns visible even
from a distance. In his hands rests a ceremonia collar unlike any I've seen
before—black metal inlaid with bloodred stones, the Bloodcrest clan symbol etched
prominently in the center.

"Emi Sato, formerly of Haven Valley," Kazuul's voice takes on the ritual cadence of
formal declaration, "I elevate you from claimed omega to Honored Consort of the
Bloodcrest territory."

Gasps echo through the chamber, the sound rippling outward like stones dropped in
still water. Even those who anticipated something unusual clearly didn't expect this.
Honored Consort—a position traditionally reserved for oni females of alied clans.
Never in the decade since the Conquest has a human received such status.

Elder Voss approaches, his golden eyes studying me with inscrutable intensity before
presenting the collar to Kazuul. The ancient oni's scent carries notes of smoke and

something mineral, like stone warmed by the sun.

"This collar represents not ownership,” Kazuul explains as he takes it, "but



partnership within established hierarchy. The Honored Consort holds authority
second only to the warlord himself."

With ceremonial precision, he places the collar around my neck. It's surprisingly
light, the metal warm against my skin as it settles just above the claiming mark his
teeth left months ago. Not hiding the scar but framing it, acknowledging its
permanence while adding new significance. | feel the weight of it both physically and
symbolically — atangible representation of my evolution from captive to consort.

"The Honored Consort's authority extends beyond household management to
territorial governance," Kazuul continues, turning to address the assembly directly.
"Her administrative oversight now officially covers all human settlements throughout
Bloodcrest holdings."

| scan the crowd, gauging reactions. The oni officials appear stoic, though | detect
surprise in some—a subtle widening of golden eyes, a dlight flare of nostrils. The
human administrators look stunned, hope and disbelief warring on their faces. Joren
and Talia exchange glances that speak volumes—this changes everything they
thought possible within the conquest system.

"Let it be recorded in clan history," Elder Voss intones, his ancient voice carrying
surprising strength. "The first human Honored Consort since the worlds joined. May
this union strengthen Bloodcrest territory against all who would challenge us."

The ceremonia portion complete, Kazuul leads me to twin chairs positioned on the
dais—one sized for his massive frame, the other smaller but equally ornate. Not
positioned behind his as tradition would dictate for a claimed omega, but beside it,
though still dlightly lower. As we sit, the message becomes unmistakable—still
hierarchical but demonstrably partnered.

What follows feels surreal. Oni officials and human administrators approach the dais



one by one, formally acknowledging my new status. Some merely bow with stiff
formality, their movements precise and controlled. Others offer congratulations or
pledges of loyalty, their words careful but sincere. A few even bring specific
proposals for consideration—educational expansions, security arrangements, trade
modifications.

Through it al, | maintain the composure years of leadership instilled in me,
responding to each approach with measured words that neither overreach my position
nor diminish it. Though inside, my mind spins with the implications of what's
happening. The claiming mark at my neck pulses with each heartbeat, the collar a
constant reminder of my transformed status.

When Joren and Talia approach, emotion threatens to crack my careful facade. These
people once followed me, trusted me to protect Haven Valley through desperate
times. Now they bow—not to a traitor or collaborator as | once feared they'd see me,
but to someone who's achieved the impossible.

"Haven Valley pledges continued loyalty to the Bloodcrest territory,” Joren says
formally, then adds in a softer voice meant for my ears alone, "What you've
accomplished here... we never imagined this possible.”

"The educational center has eighty-three students now,” Taliatells me, pride evident
in her voice. Her eyes brighten as she speaks, revealing the passionate teacher she
was before the Conquest. "Children learning skills we couldn't have dreamed of
teaching before."

| swallow past the tightness in my throat. "Keep detailed records of everything,” | tell
them quietly. "Every improvement, every success. Thisisjust the beginning."

After the last acknowledgments are complete, Kazuul rises, signaling the ceremony's
end. As the assembly disperses, he leads me through a side entrance into a smaller



chamber where we can speak privately. The change in atmosphere is immediate —
from the formal, tense energy of the great hall to this more intimate space.

The moment the door closes behind us, his formal demeanor softens. His massive
hand cups my face with surprising gentleness, thumb tracing along my jawline. His
touch sparks awareness through our bond, his satisfaction and pride flowing into me
In warm waves.

"You handled that perfectly,” he says, golden eyes studying me with evident
satisfaction. "Even Elder Voss was impressed, and that ancient stone rarely approves
of anything."

| lean dlightly into his touch, still adjusting to the weight of the collar around my
neck—to the weight of what it represents. "This changes so much,” | say quietly.
"Things resistance intelligence never believed possible within the conquest system."

"Y our position now officially recognizes what has been true for months," he says, his
deep voice rumbling through his chest. | feel the vibration through his palm against
my cheek. "Y our strategic abilities have value beyond your reproductive capacity.”

The blunt assessment would have offended me once. Now | recognize it as ssimple
truth—acknowledgment that both aspects of my value matter within the system we
inhabit. In this world of limited choices, having multiple forms of worth provides a
strange kind of security.

"Will the emperor chalenge this?' | ask, practical concerns surfacing immediately.
"Three months ago he sent assassins. This elevation will surely provoke him further.”

Kazuul's mouth curves in a predatory smile, revealing slightly pointed teeth. "Let him
come. The assassination attempt united the clan behind us. Your eevation cements
that unity." His hand slides to rest against my dightly rounded belly, pam warm and



protective against the new life growing within. "And this child represents
Bloodcrest's future. The clan will defend all three with their lives."

A council meeting follows, where my new authority receives immediate application.
Seated at Kazuul's right hand rather than behind him, | present comprehensive plans
for reorganizing security throughout human settlements. The oni officers listen with
attention that would have been unthinkable when | first arrived at the fortress.

"These modifications will increase production while reducing guard requirements by
approximately thirty percent,” | explain, indicating points on the territorial map
spread across the massive stone table. My finger, so small against the oni-sized map,
traces new patrol routes with confidence. "The saved resources can be redirected to
border protections where imperial threats remain highest."

Commander Thorne—his orange skin and broken horn distinctive among the
assembled officials—studies the proposal with narrowed eyes before giving a slow
nod of approval. "The strategic distribution shows characteristic efficiency,” he
acknowledges. "Though implementation will require significant adjustment from my
guards.”

"Change always requires adjustment,” | counter, no longer tempering my strategic
assessments to protect male pride—oni or human. "But the resulting stability benefits
everyone. Your warriorsincluded.”

Most surprising is how readily the oni leadership accepts my input. Not unanimous
enthusiasm—several officers remain clearly skeptical, their vertical pupils narrowing
when | speak—»but genuine consideration rather than dismissal. My thoughts are
weighed on their strategic merits rather than dismissed because they come from a
human omega.

By evening, when we finally retire to our chambers, exhaustion weighs on me.



Pregnancy combined with the day's emotional intensity leaves me drained in ways
my former resistance training never prepared me for. My limbs feel heavy, my head
dlightly foggy with fatigue.

Kazuul notices immediately, his hand steadying my elbow as we walk. "You've
pushed yourself too hard today," he says, concern evident in his voice. The emotion
flows through our bond, tinged with protectiveness. "The medical officers warned
about overtaxing yourself during early gestation."

“I'm fine," | insist automatically, even as my body betrays me with a slight stumble.
"Just tired."

He makes a sound of disagreement but doesn't argue further. Instead, he simply
sweeps me into his arms, carrying me effortlessly through the corridors despite my
protests. His body radiates comforting heat that seeps into my tired muscles.

"The Honored Consort can maintain her dignity while still accepting support,” he
rumbles, amusement coloring histone. "Especially when carrying the clan heir."

In our chambers, he helps me undress with surprising gentleness for hands so large
they can span my entire waist. The ceremonial garments fall away, followed by the
day's expectations and formalities. Only the collar remains, its weight now familiar
against my claiming mark.

His fingers trace the metal with evident satisfaction. "This suits you," he says, voice
dropping lower, the rumble sending pleasant vibrations through me where his fingers
touch my skin. "Recognizes what you've become while honoring what you were."

The words strike deeper than expected. That's exactly what this unprecedented
position represents—acknowledgment of my strategic mind, my leadership abilities,
while working within the system that claimed me.



When his fingers trail from the collar to the claiming mark itself, my body responds
with immediate heat. Slick gathers between my thighs, my pulse quickening as he
traces the permanent scar his teeth left in my flesh. The bond between us pulses with
shared arousal, his desire feeding mine in an escalating cycle.

"Even now," he murmurs, golden eyes darkening with desire, pupils dilating as he
scents my response. "This makes you wet for me. The bond grows stronger with each
passing day."

| don't deny it—can't deny it when the evidence of my arousal perfumes the air
between us. What began as forced claiming, as humiliating possession, has
transformed through countless repetitions into something my body craves with
embarrassing eagerness.

His clothes join mine on the floor, revealing the massive crimson body |'ve come to
know intimately. The tribal markings across his chest and arms seem to shift in the
firelight as he moves toward me, predatory grace contained in his enormous frame.
His cock stands fully erect, the vibrating nodule at its base aready pulsing with
anticipation.

"Honored Consort,” he says, the formal title carrying new intimacy in this private
space. His voice drops to that register that speaks directly to my omega instincts.
"Come here."

| go willingly, closing the distance between us. His massive hands lift me easily,
positioning me on our bed with careful attention to my comfort. When he joins me,
the mattress dips dramatically beneath his weight, his body radiating heat that warms
my skin even before he touches me.

The claiming that follows bears little resemblance to that first brutal taking in the
combat arena. His massive cock still stretches me beyond what human anatomy could



ever achieve, still reshapes me from the inside to fit him perfectly. The vibrating
nodule at its base still sends waves of pleasure crashing through me with ruthless
efficiency.

But what was once violation has become connection. What was once unwilling
submission has transformed into enthusiastic participation. My body responds to his
touch with eager hunger, taking his impossible size with practiced ease, finding
pleasure in the stretch that once caused only pain.

When his knot locks us together, binding us physically as the claiming mark binds us
emotionally, | feel the completion of a circle begun months ago. The echo of his
satisfaction flows through our bond, mingling with my own pleasure until it's
impossible to separate where one ends and the other begins.

Afterward, as we lie joined by biology and choice, his hand traces patterns across my
dlightly rounded belly where our child grows. The gesture contains both possession
and protection—two aspects of his nature impossible to fully separate despite how far
our relationship has evolved beyond simple claiming.

"Mine," he rumbles against my claiming mark, the word vibrating through the bond
between us.

"Asyou are mine," | respond, covering his hand with mine where it rests against our
child.

The words would have seemed laughable once—a clamed omega claiming
ownership of the warlord who took her freedom. Yet now they hold truth we both
recognize. Within the immutable constraints of the conquest system, we've forged
something neither resistance ideology nor oni tradition prepared us to navigeate.

| think about the journey that brought me here. From desperate negotiations for



Haven Valley's survival to strategic advisor valued for my mind. From unwilling
captive to willing partner. From resistance fighter to Honored Consort with genuine
authority over the very territories | once fought to free.

The scars of my original claiming remain a permanent reminder of the conquest
system that brought us together against my will. The fundamental power
imbalance—physical, political, biologica—cannot be erased by ceremony or
sentiment.

Yet within these unchangeable redlities, we've created something neither of us
anticipated when | first entered the Crimson Fortress. Partnership within hierarchy.
Choice within constraint. Connection emerging from captivity.

And as sleep claims me, nestled against the massive body of the oni warlord who now
calls me consort rather than possession, | find myself facing a truth my resistance
training never prepared me for—sometimes meaningful change comes not from
destroying systems but from transforming them from within.

The path forward remains uncharted, the future uncertain. But for the first time since
the Conquest, | feel something dangerously close to hope.
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CHAPTER 25
WHAT REMAINS

The morning air carries the first hint of autumn—crisp and fresh with possibility. |
close my eyes and breathe it in, letting the scents of harvest fill my lungs. From the
high balcony of the Crimson Fortress, the world unfolds like a patchwork quilt,
stretching to meet the horizon in every direction.

One year. One full turn of seasons since Kazuul named me Honored Consort before
his entire clan, elevating me from claimed omega to something conquest law never
anticipated.

My hand rests on my swollen belly, feeling the flutter of movement beneath my skin.
Seven months along now, this second child growing strong where the first was lost.
The medical officers express satisfaction at each examination, their careful hands
measuring and documenting with none of the worry that shadowed our previous
attempt. This pregnancy progresses with remarkable stability. This child—conceived
in choice rather than coercion—seems determined to thrive.

"Y ou're thinking too hard again,” comes a voice from behind me. "l can practically
hear the gears turning."

| don't need to turn to know Vora approaches, her light footsteps familiar after a year
of friendship that evolved from initial wariness to genuine trust. Her position as
senior omega has transformed too—now more advisor than servant, the ritual
scarification on her arms bearing new patterns that signify her elevated status.



"Old habits," | reply, making room for her at the balcony rail. "A strategist never fully
relaxes."

She laughs, the sound carrying easily in the clear morning air. "Even strategists need
rest, especially when carrying the warlord's heir."

My gaze drifts over the territories spread below us like a living map. Fields of golden
grain sway in perfect rows, the irrigation system | designed ensuring even growth
despite the uneven rainfall this season. In the distance, newly constructed dwellings
in the eastern settlement gleam with fresh timber, their sturdy walls and reinforced
foundations replacing the ramshackle structures humans were previously permitted.

"The harvest projections exceeded expectations again," Vora notes, following my line
of sight. "The new rotation system you implemented has increased yields by nearly
thirty percent."

Pride warms my chest, unexpected but welcome. These changes—these
improvements—came from my mind, my planning. The food distribution network
now ensures no settlement faces shortages, even in lean times. The educational
centers | established in larger communities provide training beyond basic survival
skills, teaching human children knowledge once forbidden under standard conquest
restrictions.

"Haven Valley sent word yesterday," Vora continues. "Their new medical facility is
complete. Thefirst fifteen healers have begun their training."

Haven Valey. My former home. The community | once led through desperate
negotiations and careful planning. They've thrived under our protection, their status
as my homeland granting them privileges other settlements envy. The loyalty | once
thought 1'd betrayed has transformed into something more complex—protection
extended from a position of influence rather than resistance.



"They're planning a celebration for the winter solstice,” Vora adds. "They've
requested the Honored Consort's presence, if your condition permits travel by then."

My throat tightens unexpectedly. To return to Haven Valey not as their desperate
leader but as the warlord's consort, heavy with his child—the symmetry feels both
jarring and somehow perfect.

“I'd like that," | say softly. "To seeit again. To show them what's been built."

The fundamental reality hasn't changed, of course. Humans still live under oni
dominance, still exist within a system established through conquest rather than
consent. The power structures remain, the hierarchies continue. | haven't dismantled
the conquest system—no single person could, not even an Honored Consort.

But within these immutable constraints, I've created changes resistance activities
never achieved despite years of fighting. Practical improvements that matter in daily
lives—better housing, reliable food, medical care, education. The resistance fighter |
once was would have called this collaboration, would have named it betrayal of
human freedom.

Now | seeit differently. See the faces of children who don't go hungry, of elders who
receive treatment for allments once considered death sentences, of communities
flourishing where they once merely survived.

A shadow falls across the balcony as Kazuul's massive form blocks the morning sun.
My body responds instantly, a flush of warmth spreading through my core at just his
proximity. The claiming mark at the junction of my neck and shoulder tingles in
recognition of its maker, the bond between us humming with awareness.

"You rise earlier each day," he says, his deep voice rumbling through my chest
despite the space between us. His golden eyes track over my changed form with



obvious approval—the rounded belly where his child grows, the fuller breasts
preparing to nurture, the softer curves replacing my once-athletic frame.

"The baby is restless in the mornings,” | explain, unconsciously stroking my belly.
"Likes to practice combat moves against my organs.”

A smile tugs at the corner of his mouth, revealing the dlight points of his teeth. "A
true Bloodcrest warrior already."

Vora dlips away with practiced discretion, leaving us alone on the wide balcony.
Kazuul moves behind me, his massive body radiating heat that feels welcome in the
crisp morning air. His hand covers mine where it rests against our developing child,
fingers splaying wide enough to span my entire belly. The gentle pressure contains
both possession and protection—two aspects of his nature impossible to fully
separate despite how far our relationship has evolved.

"The council reports came this morning,” he says, his thumb tracing small circles
against my skin through the fine fabric of my dress. "The border settlements report
the highest productivity in recorded history. The human population has increased for
the first time since the Conquest.”

More children being born. More families growing, flourishing under improved
conditions. Another achievement | never anticipated when | first entered these
fortress walls as a desperate negotiator.

"The educational initiatives you implemented have reduced resistance incidents by
sixty percent,” he continues, pride evident in his voice. "Humans with skills and
purpose make better choices than those driven by desperation alone.”

| lean back against his chest, allowing myself the vulnerability of physical contact
that once would have seemed unthinkable. "Education was always the foundation of



resistance. Now it serves cooperation instead."

His other hand traces the claiming scar at the junction of my neck and shoulder,
fingers gentle against the raised tissue that marks me permanently as his. The touch
sends immediate electricity racing through my body, warmth pooling between my
thighs in pavlovian response honed through countless previous stimulations.

What once represented my ultimate subjugation has become something | crave
willingly. My body responds to his touch with eager anticipation rather than shameful
betrayal.

"Mine," he rumbles, the declaration unchanged since that first brutal claiming in the
combat arena before dozens of witnesses.

Y et the word carries entirely different meaning now—one we both recognize despite
its surface similarity. No longer just possession of a breeding vessel, but
acknowledgment of a bond neither expected to form.

"Asyou are mine," | respond, turning to face him.

His golden eyes gleam with satisfaction at my words, vertical pupils dilating slightly
in the shadow of the balcony. One massive hand slides to cup my face, thumb tracing
along my jawline with careful gentleness that belies his overwhelming strength.

"Come," he says, not a command but an invitation. "The child requires rest, and
you've been standing too long."

| know where this leads—to our sleeping chambers, to the massive bed built to
accommodate his enormous frame. My body flushes with anticipation, slick gathering
between my thighs at just the thought. The pregnancy has only heightened my
responsiveness to him, sensitivity increased tenfold by changing hormones,



As he leads me from the balcony, my hand dides into his without hesitation. This
willing participation—this eager response to what once represented my
captivity—marks my fina transformation more clearly than any title or position
could.

From strategic sacrifice to willing partner. From captive omega to honored consort.
From resistance fighter to territorial administrator. From unwilling breeding vessel to
mother choosing to carry this child.

The corridors of the fortress feel different now—no longer prison walls but
foundations supporting what we've built together. Servants and officials nod
respectfully as we pass, acknowledging both his authority and my position at his side.
The massive stone hallways that once intimidated with their alien proportions now
feel like an extension of home.

Our chambers have transformed too—no longer just his space where | was kept, but
ours, filled with evidence of shared life. Maps and strategic plans spread across
tables, documentation of governance improvements alongside traditional oni weapons
and ceremonial items. Books from both cultures share shelf space, physica
manifestation of the bridge we've constructed between worlds.

When the door closes behind us, Kazuul's posture shifts subtly—the public warlord
giving way to the private mate. His hand finds the claiming mark again, tracing it
with deliberate intent that sends shivers down my spine.

"You've been working too hard," he says, guiding me toward the bed with gentle
insistence. "The medical officers recommend more rest at this stage.”

"I'm perfectly fing" | protest, even as | allow him to help me settle against the
pillows. "Pregnancy isn't an illness."



His rumbling laugh vibrates through the air between us. " Stubbornness remains your
defining trait, little omega.”

The term that once felt like deliberate diminishment now carries affectionate
recognition. | am smaller than him—always will be—but no less essential to what
we've built together.

He stretches out beside me, massive body carefully arranged to avoid putting pressure
on my swollen belly. One hand returns to the claiming mark, fingers tracing the
raised tissue with careful attention that sends immediate heat pooling between my
thighs.

"Your scent changes when | touch you here,” he murmurs, golden eyes tracking the
flush spreading across my skin. " Sweetens with arousal even after all thistime."

"You know exactly what you're doing," | accuse without heat, shifting restlessly
against the bedding.

His slow smile reveals those dlightly pointed teeth. "Of course. I've had considerable
practice learning your body's responses.”

His fingers trace lower, sliding along my collarbone, down to cup the fullness of my
breast through the thin fabric of my dress. My nipples tighten instantly, sensitivity
increased by the pregnancy until even the slightest touch borders on painful pleasure.

"So responsive,” he approves, thumb circling carefully around the hardened peak
without directly touching the hypersensitive tip. "Y our body knows what it needs.”

"What it needs is you," | admit, beyond pretending otherwise. The bond between us
pulses with shared desire, my arousal feeding his in endless loop through the claiming
connection.



With careful movements, he helps me undress, the fine fabrics falling away to reveal
my changed body. Where once | might have felt vulnerable beneath his gaze, now |
watch with satisfaction as his pupils dilate at the sight of me—rounded with his child,
skin flushed with desire for him.

"Beautiful," he rumbles, massive hand splaying across my belly with reverent care.
"Perfect.”

His touches remain gentle, mindful of my condition as he explores my body with the
same thorough attention he's always shown. When his fingers find the slick gathering
between my thighs, a pleased growl vibrates through his chest.

"Already wet for me," he notes with satisfaction. "Always so ready."

One massive finger dlides inside me, the initial stretch familiar and welcome. My
back arches automatically, seeking deeper contact as pleasure radiates outward from
his touch.

"More," | demand, past shyness or hesitation. "Need more of you."

He laughs softly, adding a second finger alongside the first, stretching me with
careful attention. "Patience, little omega. Have to prepare you properly first."

His fingers work me open with practiced expertise, curling to find that spot deep
inside that makes stars explode behind my eyelids. My hips rock against his hand,

seeking more pressure, more friction, more of everything.

"Look at you," he growls, golden eyes gleaming with predatory satisfaction. "So
eager for my touch. So hungry to befilled."

"Yes" | gasp, shameless in my need. The pregnancy has intensified



everything—sensitivity, desire, slick production. "Please, Kazuul."

"Tell me what you want,” he demands, fingers still working inside me with
maddening precision. "Be specific.”

"I want you," | pant, beyond embarrassment or hesitation. "Want to feel you inside
me. Want that perfect fullness only you can give me."

His chest rumbles with approval. With careful movements, he helps me onto my side,
positioning a pillow beneath my rounded belly for support. This has become our most
frequent position as my pregnancy progressed—allowing deep connection without
putting pressure on our growing child.

He stretches out behind me, his massive body curving protectively around mine. |
feel the hot, hard length of his cock pressing against the curve of my ass, aready fully
erect and impressive in its proportions.

"Ready?' he asks, one hand dliding down to lift my upper leg slightly, opening me to
him.

"Yes," | breathe, pushing back against him in eager invitation. "Please."

The blunt head of his cock presses against my entrance, hot and insistent. Despite the
abundant slick my body produces, the initial penetration still burns slightly—his size
proportional to his enormous frame, stretching me to my limit with each claiming.

He enters me with exquisite slowness, each ridge along his massive length dragging
against my sensitive inner walls as he pushes deeper. | gasp at the stretch, the familiar

fullness that never fails to take my breath away.

"So tight," he groans, his control evident in the careful way he seats himself inside



me. "Still so perfect around me, even after al thistime."

When he'sfully inside, his cock creates the now-familiar bulge in my lower abdomen,
visible even aongside my pregnant belly. The sight never faills to arouse us
both—visual evidence of how deeply he claims me, how completely | take him.

"Can you feel how perfectly you take me?' he rumbles, massive hand splaying across
the distension his cock creates. "Made for this. Made for me."

He begins to move with careful precision, shalow thrusts that maintain the
connection without disturbing our child. Each movement sends sparks of pleasure
racing along my spine, the ridges along his length stimulating nerves that respond
only to him now.

"Faster," | urge, pressing back against him. "I won't break."

His growl of approval vibrates through my back where it presses against his chest.
"Greedy little omega,” he teases, pace increasing sightly. "Always wanting more."

As his thrusts deepen, | feel it—the specialized nodule at the base of his cock making
contact with my swollen clit. The vibration begins immediately, sending e ectric jolts
of pleasure racing through my core.

The vibration intensifies as his excitement grows, pulsing in time with his
increasingly powerful thrusts. My first orgasm builds with embarrassing speed,
pleasure coiling tight at the base of my spine before exploding outward in merciless
waves.

"Kazuul!" | cry out, inner walls clenching rhythmically around his massive length as
pleasure crashes through me.



"That's it," he encourages, never breaking rhythm. "Squeeze my cock just like that.
But we're nowhere near done."

Before the aftershocks of my first climax fully fade, he carefully adjusts our position.
With surprising gentleness for one so large, he helps me onto hands and knees,
positioning pillows to support my belly and breasts.

"This way | can go deeper,” he explains, massive hands steadying my hips as he
positions himself behind me. "While keeping weight off the baby."

The first thrust in this new position tears another cry from my throat. The angle
allows him to reach places inside me that make coherent thought impossible, the
ridges along his length dragging against my sensitive inner walls with delicious
friction.

"Look at you take me" he growls, one hand dliding around to splay across my
distended belly. "So full of my child, yet still so hungry for my cock."

His pace increases, each powerful thrust carefully controlled to avoid disturbing our
child while still delivering maximum pleasure. The sound of skin Slapping against
skin fills our chamber, punctuated by my increasingly desperate moans.

"Going to fill you again," he promises, voice roughening with approaching climax.
"Pump you so full you'll fedl it for days."

The vibrating nodule maintains relentless contact with my clit in this position,
sending continuous waves of pleasure crashing through me. My arms tremble with
the effort of supporting my upper body, overwhelmed by sensation.

"Can't—can't hold myself up much longer,” | gasp, muscles quivering with
exhaustion and overstimul ation.



With fluid grace that belies his enormous size, Kazuul adjusts our position again. He
lies on his back, massive hands guiding me to straddle him reverse-facing, my back to
his chest. My pregnant belly hangs free, supported by his hands as he helps me sink
down onto his massive length once more.

"Now you can rest while | fill you," he rumbles, the possessive words sending fresh
heat spiraling through my core. "Let me do the work."

In this position, I'm completely at his mercy—impaled on his enormous cock, my
pregnant body supported entirely by his strength. The vulnerability would have
terrified me once. Now it feels like freedom.

His hands grip my hips, lifting me dlightly before pulling me back down onto his
length. The position allows for deeper penetration than | thought possible, his
cockhead pressing against my cervix with each controlled thrust.

"So deep,” | whimper, head falling back against his massive chest. "Can feel you
everywhere."

"That'sit," he encourages, establishing arhythm that has me seeing stars. "Take all of
me. Show me how much you need this."

The vibrating nodule finds my clit again, intensity increasing as his excitement
grows. The dual stimulation—impossibly deep penetration combined with the
relentless vibration against my most sensitive spot—pushes me rapidly toward
another peak.

"Going to come again,” | warn, voice breaking as pleasure builds beyond bearing.
"Can't—can't hold back?—"

"Don't hold back," he commands, pace increasing. "Want to feel you squeeze my



cock when you come. Want to feel your body claim me as |'ve claimed you."

The explicit words push me over the edge. My third orgasm tears through me with
such intensity that tears spring to my eyes, pleasure bordering on pain as my body
convulses around his massive length.

"Mine," heroars, his own release triggered by my body's response. | feel him pulsing
inside me, filling me with seed despite the pregnancy already established. His
massive hands grip my hips, holding me firmly in place as he empties himself deep
inside.

When the last aftershocks fade, he carefully lifts me off his softening length,
arranging me on my side before curling his massive body protectively around mine.
One hand returns to my belly, stroking gentle patterns across the taut skin where our
child grows.

"Mine," he murmurs against my claiming mark, the ssimple word vibrating through
the bond between us.

"Asyou are mine," | respond, covering his hand with mine where it rests against our
child.

The fundamental truths remain unchanged. The conquest system persists. Oni
authority still rules through force rather than consent. The power imbalance between
us—yphysical, political, biological—remains impossible to ignore.

Y et within these immutable constraints, we've created something neither resistance
ideology nor oni tradition prepared us to navigate. Something that transcends simple
dominance and submission. Something built on the unlikely foundation of captivity
yet growing into partnership neither of us anticipated.



The vibrating nodule that once controlled me through unwilling pleasure now
represents shared satisfaction | anticipate with genuine desire. The claiming mark that
once symbolized my subjugation now connects us in ways that go beyond physical
ownership. The child growing within me, conceived in choice rather than coercion,
represents possibility neither of us imagined when | first entered the Crimson
Fortress.

As dleep begins to claim me, nestled in the protective curve of Kazuul's massive
body, | think about the journey that brought us here. From strategic sacrifice to
willing participant. From captive omega to honored consort. From enemies to
partners.

The transformation from violation to connection complete despite the conquest
system remaining the fundamental reality neither of us holds power to fully

transform—yet our personal relationship transcends its foundation nevertheless.

Chosen bonds within unchosen circumstances. Freedom found within constraint.
Partnership forged from possession.

And somehow, against al odds, enough.
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EPILOGUE: BETWEEN WORLDS

"Easy," | murmur, steadying Kazuul's massive arm with both hands. "You're
supposed to support the head.”

The sight would be comical if it wasn't so tender — nine feet of battle-hardened oni
warlord, his crimson skin marked with the records of countless victories, 1ooking
utterly terrified of the tiny bundle in his enormous hands.

"Sheisso small," he whispers, voice pitched lower than I've ever heard it. His golden
eyes, usualy so predatory and intense, have softened to liquid amber as he gazes at
our daughter. "Smaller than my palm."

Our three-month-old yawns, tiny fists stretching above her head. The movement
reveals the faint crimson markings beginning to emerge aong her shoulders —
delicate patterns that echo her father's tribal designs but with a uniqueness all her
own. Her skin, a warm honey color, splits the difference between my pale human
tone and Kazuul's deep red. Most striking are her eyes — unmistakably oni in their
golden hue, but with round pupils that blink up at her father with perfect human
innocence.

"Shelll grow," | say, unable to keep the smile from my voice. "Medical officers say
hybrid children develop more quickly than purely human babies. By her first year,
shelll probably be bigger than any human child her age.”

"But still smaller than any oni child,” Kazuul notes, carefully adjusting his grip to
better support her head. One of his massive fingers gently strokes her cheek, and she



turnstoward it instinctively, tiny mouth seeking contact.

"A bridge between worlds," | murmur. "Just like us."

He looks up at me then, something vulnerable and fierce in his expression. Through
our claiming bond, | feel the complex swirl of his emotions — protectiveness, wonder,
possessiveness, and something deeper that neither of us has named aloud yet.

"Kaida," he says, testing our daughter's name on histongue. "Little dragon.”

It had been his suggestion, this name that honors both his warrior lineage and
acknowledges her human heritage. In the old human stories my mother told me,
dragons were both feared and revered — much like the oni themselves.

The past year has transformed the Crimson Fortress in ways | never imagined
possible. The nursery adjoining our chambers gleams with craftsmanship from both
cultures — oni-sized furniture built to human proportions, walls painted with stories
from both worlds. The ceiling mural shows constellations from Earth's night sky
interwoven with patterns from the Prime homeworld, a celestial map of our
daughter's dual heritage.

"The council wants to know when you'll return to full administrative duties,” Kazuul
says, still thoroughly distracted by Kaida's tiny fingers wrapping around one of his.
The bond between alpha and offspring is immediately evident — his scent changes
subtly whenever he holds her, a protective musk that signals to any who might
approach that the warlord's child is under his personal guard.

“Tell them I'll be in tomorrow's strategy session,” | reply, stretching out on our bed.
My body has mostly recovered from childbirth, though certain oni-specific
postpartum treatments accelerated the healing process considerably. "But I'm
bringing her with me."



His eyes snap up to mine, a smile tugging a his mouth. "Elder Voss will be
scandalized."

"Elder Voss needs to understand that the future of Bloodcrest clan leadership
involves practical childcare knowledge,” | counter, enjoying the mental image of the
ancient oni warrior confronted with our drooling infant. "Besides, she falls asleep
instantly when Commander Thorne talks. It's the perfect strategy session soundtrack.”

Kazuul's rumbling laugh fills our chambers, and Kaida blinks up at the sound, her
tiny face scrunching in concentration as she processes this new sensory input. After a
moment, her mouth stretches in what might be her first smile.

" She approves of your irreverence,”" he notes with unmistakable pride.

"She's going to need that irreverence,” | say, more serious now. "Shell face
challenges neither of us can fully prepare her for. Too oni for the humans, too human
for the oni. A foot in both worlds and fully welcome in neither.”

Kazuul carefully places Kaida in the bassinet beside our bed — custom-built to
accommodate both her small size and the protective oni inscriptions that ring its
perimeter. His massive hand spans the entire bed, dwarfing our daughter but
somehow making her look more protected rather than diminished.

"She will be stronger for it," he says with absolute conviction. "As you were. As we
became together."

When he joins me on our bed, the mattress dips dramatically beneath his weight. His
heat envelops me immediately, the familiar scent of him — smoke and metal and
something uniquely him — making my body respond with pavliovian eagerness. The
claiming mark at my neck pulses in recognition of its maker, sending pleasant tingles
down my spine.



"I thought you needed rest,” | tease as his hand finds my hip, thumb tracing circles
against my skin through the thin fabric of my nightdress.

"I never said that,” he rumbles, golden eyes darkening with familiar hunger. "I
believe | suggested you delegate more responsibilities to territorial administrators.
That's entirely different from rest.”

"Semantics," | murmur, even as | arch into his touch. Three months postpartum, and
my body still responds to him with embarrassing eagerness.

His hand dlides upward, cupping my breast with careful attention to the lingering
sensitivity. "The medical officers cleared you for full activities two weeks ago," he
reminds me, voice dropping to that register that sends shivers racing along my spine.

"Is that why you've been so patient?' | ask, turning to face him fully. "Medical
clearance?’

His laugh vibrates through the mattress. "l've been patient because you produced our
child through considerable physical effort,” he corrects. "Patience seemed the
appropriate response.”

| run my hand along his massive chest, fingers tracing the tribal markings that have
become as familiar to me as my own skin. "And if | said | didn't want to wait
anymore?'

The growl that rises from his chest is answer enough. In one fluid motion, he pulls me
on top of him, massive hands spanning my waist. The position puts me in control,
allows me to set the pace — another subtle acknowledgment of my recovery that | find
unexpectedly touching.

"I've missed this," | admit, leaning down to kiss him. "Missed you."



"I've been right here," he points out, hands roaming my body with increasing hunger.

"Y ou know what | mean."

His grin reveals those slightly pointed teeth. "I do. But | enjoy hearing you say it."

My nightdress joins his sleeping pants on the floor, leaving us skin to skin. The heat
of him burns against me, his massive body radiating warmth that chases away the
lingering autumn chill. When his hand slides between my thighs, finding me aready
slick and ready, his pleased growl vibrates through both of us.

"So eager,” he murmurs, one massive finger diding inside me with careful attention
to my body's response. "Always so ready for me."

| rock against his hand, shamelessin my need. "It's been three months," | remind him,
gasping as his thumb finds my clit. "I think I'm entitled to some eagerness.”

His free hand cups the back of my neck, drawing me down for a kiss that quickly
turns hungry, demanding. "Three months, two weeks, and four days," he corrects
against my lips. "But who's counting?"

"Y ou, apparently,” | laugh, the sound breaking into a moan as he adds a second finger
alongside thefirst.

When he finally withdraws his hand, | position myself above his massive cock, the
blunt head pressing against my entrance with familiar insistence. Despite how many
times we've done this, the initial stretch still makes me gasp — his size proportional to
his enormous frame, stretching me to my limit with exquisite care.

"Slowly," he cautions, massive hands steadying my hips. "Y ou're still healing."



"I'm fing," | insist, sinking down inch by exquisite inch. The burn is familiar, aimost
welcome after so long without this connection. "Better than fine."

When I'm finally seated completely, his cock creating the now-familiar bulge in my
lower abdomen, we both pause to adjust. The fullness is overwhelming after three
months without, my body relearning how to accommodate hisimpossible size.

"Perfect,” he rumbles, one hand splaying across the visible distension his cock
creates. "Made for this. Made for me."

| begin to move, establishing a rhythm that starts slow but quickly intensifies as my
body remembers this dance. His hands guide my movements, supporting my weight
when my thighs tremble with effort. The vibrating nodule at the base of his cock
makes contact with my clit, sending electric jolts of pleasure racing through my core.

"I forgot how good this feels," | gasp, head falling back as the pleasure builds with
embarrassing speed.

"I didn't,” he growls, hands tightening on my hips as he begins thrusting upward to
meet my movements. "Thought about it every night. Watching you feed our child,
your scent changing with motherhood. Drove me wild."

The vibration intensifies as his excitement grows, pushing me rapidly toward the
edge. "Going to come” | warn, voice breaking as the pressure coils tighter.
" Already—so close?—"

"Let go," he commands, golden eyes watching my face with hungry intensity. " Show
me how much you've missed this."

The orgasm crashes through me with unexpected force, inner walls clenching
rhythmically around his massive length as pleasure whites out my vision. | cry out his



name, hips bucking erratically as he maintains the perfect pressure against my clit.

Before | can recover, he flips our position with surprising gentleness, arranging me
beneath him with careful attention to my comfort. The new angle allows him to thrust
deeper, each ridge along his length dragging against my sensitive inner walls with
delicious friction.

"Missed this," he growls, pace increasing as his control beginsto fray. "Missed being
inside you. Feeling you take all of me."

The second orgasm builds impossibly quickly after the first, pleasure spiraling higher
with each powerful thrust. When his knot begins to swell, stretching me wider with
every pass, the dight pain only enhances the building pleasure.

"Yes," | gasp, legs wrapping around his waist to pull him deeper. "Want your knot.
Want all of you."

With one final, powerful thrust, he seats his knot inside me, locking us together
completely. The pressure against my inner walls triggers another climax, tears
springing to my eyes as pleasure crashes through me in endless waves.

"Mine," he roars, his own release flooding me with burning heat. His seed fills me
completely, the quantity impressive even after so much time together.

When the last aftershocks fade, he carefully arranges us on our sides, his massive
body curled protectively around mine as his knot keeps us joined. His hand traces
gentle patterns across my skin, touch reverent yet possessive in equal measure.

"The council can wait another day,” he murmurs against my claiming mark, lips
brushing the sensitive scar. "Maybe two."



| laugh softly, covering his hand with mine. "Trying to keep the Honored Consort in
bed? The clan might object.”

"The clan can raise objections after 1've properly welcomed my mate back to full
activities," he counters, voice rumbling with satisfaction. "It's a matter of priority."

From her bassinet, Kaida makes a small sound — not quite a cry, but areminder of her
presence. Through our claiming bond, | feel Kazuul's immediate shift in attention, the
protective instinct flaring even as his knot keeps us physically connected.

"She's fine," | assure him, feeling the same instinctive response within myself. "Just
dreaming.”

His massive body relaxes dightly, though one golden eye remains fixed on the
bassinet. The contrast would make me laugh if it wasn't so endearing — the fearsome
warlord unable to fully focus on his mate while his offspring might need attention.

"Thisis our new normal, isn't it?' | say, gesturing to encompass all of it — our joined
bodies, our sleeping child, the fortress chambers that house the strange family we've
created. "Interrupted intimacy and divided attention."”

"Worth it," he says smply, with such conviction that emotion tightens my throat
unexpectedly.

Through our claiming bond, | feel the echo of his certainty — his absolute belief that
this life we've built together, this partnership forged from captivity and choice, this
child born of our unlikely union, is worth any sacrifice or adjustment.

And as deep begins to clam me, knotted to the oni warlord while our hybrid
daughter dreams nearby, | find myself in perfect agreement.



The path that brought me here was never one | would have chosen. The conquest
system remains a reality neither of us can fully transform. The power dynamics —
physical, political, biological —will always exist between us.

Y et within these constraints, we've created something real. Something that matters.
Something that, against all odds, feels like freedom.

And when Kaida wakes an hour later, demanding attention that interrupts Kazuul
mid-claim, his resigned sigh followed by tender care for our daughter only confirms

what | already know.

Some bonds, once forged, transcend their beginnings completely. Some choices, even
made within narrow constraints, create possibilities neither world ever imagined.

Some endings become beginnings beyond anything we dared to hope.
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Don’t stop now! Every species in the Prime Omegaverse has its own unique features
(wink wink) and enticing storyline. Keep reading and check out the next novel,
Hunter’ s Barbs!

* % *

She dreamed of dragon fire. A feline's claws claimed her fate.

For twenty-three years, Aria Copenhagen secretly hoped to present as an omega,
fantasizing about being claimed by a majestic dragon alpha. When her biology finally
awakens, her dreams shatter as territorial boundaries shift, placing her settlement
under the control of the Feline Confederacy.

Commander Fritz Clawe, a scarred and battle-hardened feline shifter, views the
newly presented omega with cold disdain. Reassigned to border patrol after refusing
to slaughter innocent humans, the once-legendary commander has sworn never to
claim an omega—especially one who clearly despises his kind.

When Aria's desperate attempt to flee toward dragon territory fails, she's captured and
brought before the very creature she fears most. His impossible flexibility, expressive
tail, and predatory grace embody everything she's been taught to dread. But as her
first heat intensifies beyond control, Fritz faces an impossible choice—claim an
unwilling mate or risk her capture by dragons.

Their reluctant claiming becomes a battle of wills as Aria clings to her dragon
fantasies while Fritz exposes the brutal reality behind her childish dreams. Yet as
territorial conflicts intensify, Aria witnesses firsthand the truth of both species—the



casual cruelty of dragons and the surprising honor of the feline she once despised.

When dragon forces threaten everything they've built, Aria must decide: cling to
fading fantasies or embrace the protection of the predator whose barbs have marked
her body and whose honor has begun to claim her heart.

Hunter's Barbs is the fifth book in the scorching hot Prime Omegaverse Series!
Contains explicit scenes with barbed anatomy, dubious consent evolving to willing
surrender, and an enemies-to-lovers romance where a monster's true nature becomes
his mate's greatest desire. HEA guaranteed!

His gaze drags over my sweat-soaked form, lingering on the visible outlines of my
hardened nipples, the soaked juncture of my thighs. Something in his expression
shifts, control visibly cracking to reveal the predator beneath.

"Please," | beg, beyond pride, beyond thought, beyond anything but desperate need.
"Makeit stop. | can't bear this anymore. I'll do anything. Just make it stop."

Fritz's tail lashes once, sharply, the movement so fast it blurs in the dim light. "You
begged for this," he growls, voice dropping to aregister so deep it feels like thunder
rolling through my bones. *"Remember that."

His hands go to the fastenings of his uniform, movements no longer economical but
amost violent in their intensity. The jacket tears as he pulls it off, revealing his
powerful torso covered with golden-brown fur in tiger-like patterns that ripple with
each movement. The fur bristles visibly as another wave of my heat-scent reaches
him, his control dlipping further.

| should be frightened. Some distant part of me knows | should be terrified of this
massive predator showing clear signs of rut response. Instead, my body reacts with



eager anticipation, another rush of slick preparation, my hips lifting unconsciously
from the pallet in blatant invitation.

When the pants fal away, | can't stop my desperate gaze from dropping to what's
revealed. My breath catches in my throat, a strange mixture of fear and anticipation
flooding through me. His cock stands fully erect, far larger than human
proportions—thicker than my wrist, longer than should be physically possible. The
specialized ridges along its length have already begun to emerge, the barbs that will
extend fully once inside me. The head gleams with moisture in the dim light, his own
body's preparation for claiming.

Most shocking is the already visible swelling at the base—the knot that will lock us
together, ensuring his seed floods my womb with nowhere to escape. It's massive,
impossibly so, yet my omega biology responds with eager anticipation, my empty
channel clenching painfully at the sight.

"Alpha," | whimper, the title dlipping out unbidden. "Y our knot... | need..."

A growl rumbles from his chest, the sound purely animal. The last of his clothing
falls away, revealing his inhuman form in full glory. Fur covers not just his torso but
runs along his powerful thighs and spine. His movements demonstrate impossible
flexibility as he approaches the pallet, his skeletal structure clearly different from
human design. In this moment of rut response, he appears more beast than man, more
predator than commander.

And gods help me, my body wants him with desperate intensity.

"Present,” he commands, the single word carrying layers of meaning that trigger
responses buried deep in my omega biology.

My body obeys before my mind can process the command, turning to hands and
knees on the pallet. My back arches sharply, hips elevating, thighs spreading wide to



reveal the slick-soaked center of my need. My head drops forward without conscious
thought, neck exposed in the classic submission posture |'ve spent years scorning in
other omegas.

The thin shift still clings to my skin, an inconsequential barrier that Fritz dispatches
with one swipe of partially extended claws. The fabric falls away in tatters, leaving
me naked and presented before him, the ultimate omega submission posture that
declares readiness for claiming more clearly than words ever could.

"Mine," he growls, the possessive declaration sending another flood of slick between
my thighs.

The pallet dips beneath his weight as he positions himself behind me, his much larger
frame radiating heat that makes my fevered skin feel cool by comparison. One large
hand settles at the small of my back, claws carefully sheathed but their pressure still
distinctly felt. The other tangles in my hair, pulling my head back to arch my spine
even deeper.

"Look at you," he rumbles, voice barely recognizable through the growl that underlies
each word. "Dripping for me. Ready to be bred."

Histail wraps around my upper thigh, the fur-covered muscle providing both restraint
and unexpected stimulation against my sensitive skin. The touch draws a desperate
moan from my throat, my hips pushing back unconsciously, seeking the fullness my
body craves with single-minded intensity.

| feel the blunt head of his cock press against my entrance, impossibly large against
my human anatomy despite the copious slick my body has produced. Fear flashes
through the haze of need—he's too big, it won't fit, I'll be torn apart—but the omega
biology drowns rational thought beneath waves of submission.

"Alpha," | gasp, the word half-plea, half-prayer. "Need your knot. Please..."



Keep reading Hunter’ s Barbs to find out what happens next!



