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            To be his collateral is to be his vessel; To be his prey is to be his God. In the silence of the Vane Manor, desire is the only resonance that outlasts the stars.
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Chapter 1: The Wolf-Head Lock 
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The night rain outside Vienna was like an endless funeral, the cold raindrops pounding frantically against the manor's enormous Victorian stained-glass window. An unsettling, incredibly complex scent filled the air: the earthy fragrance flattened by rain clouds, mixed with the limestone and aged cedar characteristic of this ancient manor, and a kind of electromagnetic ozone that almost tasted coppery. Elara stood before the black walnut desk, feeling like a lamb stripped naked and thrown into an ice cave, even though she was still wearing a decent, dark gray suit dress, trying to maintain her dignity.

As an elite lawyer who was once active in London's financial circles, Ira was used to playing the game within the rules, but the man in front of her—Alexander Vane—was himself a practitioner and destroyer of the rules.

Alexander sat in the shadows, the flickering embers in the fireplace occasionally outlining the contours of his broad, almost inhuman shoulders. He exuded an aggressive scent: like sandalwood burning in the snow, mixed with the dry, spicy musk unique to some predator.

“Ira Versailles, your father’s total debt has changed again in the past hour,” Alexander finally spoke. His voice was deep and magnetic, sounding like marble being crushed on rough velvet, with a spine-chilling resonance. “According to the cross-violation clause he signed with the ‘Source Seed’ Foundation, you are no longer a ‘debt agent,’ but a ‘collateral.’ Legally, and... physically.”

Ira's throat tightened, and just as she was about to speak in rebuttal, the heavy solid wood door was pushed open.

Parent NPC Introduction:

	Name: Gabriela Vega

	Hair color/hair style: Cool-toned silver-gray, cut into an extremely neat and aggressive bob, just the length of the ears, with the hair strands shimmering with a metallic cold light under the light.

	Facial features: A typical Castilian-Caucasian face, with a high and sharp nose, extremely thin lips painted with a matte, almost purplish-black lipstick. The eyes are a rare light gray, with a faint dark blue ring around the edge of the iris.

	Body type/proportions: 178cm tall, with extremely low body fat and well-developed muscles from long-term combat training. Broad and straight shoulders, waist approximately 60cm, with a striking inward curve due to wearing expensive corsets for extended periods. Exceptionally full and perky buttocks, with marble-like, hard gluteal muscles creating a deep groin crease at the base of the thighs. Firm D-cup breasts, their imposing presence is evident even when covered by a suit.

	Attire: A custom-made Savile Row black suit, shirt buttoned all the way up, and a dark gold snake-shaped lapel pin.

	Feature: There is an old, jagged scar about 3 centimeters long at the base of the right ear, a souvenir left by a bite from some kind of wild animal.

	Inner monologue: This girl's skin is so delicate; if the master's teeth were to gently pry it open, it would burst open like a ripe peach.


“Mr. Vane.” Gabriella walked to the desk, her leather shoes tapping precisely on the marble floor, each sound like a blow to Ira’s heart.

“Gabriella, examine the quality of this collateral.” Alexander leaned back in his chair, his long fingers tracing a line on the armrest. “She still has that cheap, ridiculous pride left. Peel it off for her.”

“As you wish, sir.” Gabriella turned her head, her grey eyes locking onto Ira like a hawk’s.

The next five minutes were shattering for Ira. Gabriella's calloused, cold, and powerful hands gripped her shoulders without a shred of pity.

"Tear—"

Gabriella casually tossed her suit jacket to the floor. Then, a pair of cold hands reached down her back, not even bothering to unbutton the cumbersome buttons, but instead, with a sharp twist of her fingertips, ripped open the expensive silk shirt. The sound of buttons bouncing on the floor was particularly jarring in the deathly silent room.

Ira screamed, instinctively trying to cover her trembling breasts with her arms. Her breasts were perfectly hemispherical, and from fear, her pale pink nipples had hardened into two cold pebbles, standing pitifully in the air.

“Don’t cover up. In the master’s room, your body has no sovereignty.” Gabriella’s voice was colder than a storm. She took two steps behind Ira, grabbed Ira’s wrists with one hand, and pulled her sharply upwards toward her back. This action forced Ira to straighten her chest and lift her head, her abdomen naturally protruding forward, her firm breasts completely exposed to Alexander’s scrutinizing gaze.

Alexander stared at the pair of breasts that heaved violently with each breath, his Adam's apple bobbing slightly, and the musky scent emanating from them grew even stronger.

“Gabriella, take her to the dressing room. I want the ‘Wolf Head’ suit.”

When Ira was roughly shoved into the dressing room, filled with the scent of leather and chilled air, her defenses completely crumbled. Various unidentifiable restraints hung from the ceiling, and the air was thick with the scent of high-quality sebum and some kind of aphrodisiac aromatherapy.

Gabriella pressed Ira down onto a cold metal workbench. Then, the housekeeper knelt down and skillfully and quickly removed Ira's last line of defense—her dark gray pencil skirt and lace panties.

"Ah...ha...please..." Ira's legs trembled violently.

Gabriella did not respond. She forcefully parted Ira's tightly closed thighs and placed her on a metal brace. This position completely exposed Ira's most private parts: a pink slit like a newly opened petal, though tightly closed in fear, a trickle of clear fluid had already overflowed from the center of her vulva as if startled, hanging from the edge of her full labia, glistening with moisture under the light.

"It hasn't been explored yet," Gabriella muttered to herself, a hint of madness flashing in her eyes. She really wanted to try it here first, on behalf of her master.

She took the thing called "Wolf Head" out of the silver plate.

It was a pure gold magnetic clasp, about the size of a baby's fist. At its top was carved a ferocious wolf's head, its eyes inlaid with diamonds. Most terrifying of all was its inner side, which was covered with tiny, negative-pressure-attracting metal pores and two slightly curved magnetic wings.

"Ugh... ooh..." As Gabriella's fingers smeared the cold, transparent gel and penetrated deep into the inside of Ira's layered labia, Ira arched her back suddenly.

"Don't move, or the lock will tear your clitoris." Gabriella roughly pried open the tight, contracting, and trembling slit with her index and middle fingers. As her fingertips went deeper, she could feel the sensitive pearl hidden under the foreskin pounding wildly like a heartbeat.

Gabriella aimed the "wolf head" at the engorged clitoris.

"Click".

A crisp metallic snapping sound rang out. The embedded magnetic wings instantly closed at the base of Ira's clitoris, and the powerful negative pressure force forcefully pulled that extremely sensitive mucus tissue into the wolf's mouth cavity.

"Ah—! Ahh—!"

Ira let out a sharp howl. It felt as if a thousand tiny ice needles were piercing her soul simultaneously, followed by a tingling, desperate pleasure born of extreme pressure. With each breath, the metal wolf head vibrated with minute, variable frequencies, repeatedly rubbing against her already hardened nipple.

Due to the intense pain and the sudden surge of pleasure, Ira's vaginal opening began to involuntarily open and close. The "plop, plop" sounds of her body contracting and expanding, mixed with the sweet, cloying scent produced by her excessive breathing, echoed in the narrow space.

“This lock is controlled by a remote control in the master’s hand. Every time he presses it, you will experience a resurrection.” Gabriella stood up, looking at Ira’s body, which was covered with deep indentations from the restraints and covered in sweat, with a morbid satisfaction in her eyes.

She then fastened a thin black leather chain around Ira's slender waist, the other end of which connected to a gold ring on Ira's ankle. With each step, Ira had to maintain an extremely humiliating, swaying hip posture, otherwise the chain would constrict her lower body, causing the wolf-head clasp to dig deeper into her flesh.

"Go, your master is waiting to inspect you in the Moonlight Corridor."

Gabriella freed herself from her restraints, and Ira slid to the ground like a broken doll, only to stand up shakily under her stern gaze.

Ira lay naked, her skin strikingly white in the cold corridor light. The weight of the clasp had pulled her entire vulva downwards, revealing her pink inner vulva, which was constantly secreting fluids. The fluids dripped slowly down her inner thighs, leaving a trail of erotic stains on the marble steps.

She heard footsteps. Heavy, steady, and carrying a power that commanded submission.

Turning the corner at the end of the corridor, Alexandre Vane stood before the enormous painting, "The Abduction of the Sabine Women." He had taken off his coat, leaving only a thin white shirt with three buttons undone. Due to his heightened emotions, the veins on the side of his neck gleamed faintly with a dark red glow.

He turned his head and stared at Ira's private parts, which were hanging outwards by the metal clasp and from which clear liquid was constantly seeping out. A cruel smile curled at the corner of his mouth.

He raised his hand and pressed the black remote control in his hand with his thumb.

"Ugh... Ah—!"

Ira's legs swung wildly out of control, and she collapsed onto the cold ground, her body convulsing. Alexander strode toward her, his heavy leather shoes landing directly on her fingertips, which were overflowing with lustful fluids.
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Chapter 2: The Hunt in the Moonlit Gallery 
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Moonlight streamed obliquely through the towering windows into the corridor, slicing the deep, black-and-white marble-paved space into countless cold, hard geometric blocks. Here stood the art treasures amassed by the Vanne family over centuries: distorted Baroque sculptures, large paintings depicting pagan rituals, and ancient armor appearing and disappearing in the shadows. A suffocating solemnity hung in the air, mingled with the scents of linseed oil, aged pine, and the increasingly intense, salty odor emanating from Ira, a mixture of extreme fear and physical arousal.

Ira lay prone on the marble floor, her shoulders heaving violently. Her fingertips dug into the cracks between the stones, blood seeping from under her nails and leaving jagged red marks on the pristine white stone. Alexander's hard, cold leather shoes pressed firmly against her fingers. The oppressive pressure, as if her bones were about to shatter, caused her to let out a distorted whimper.

"Ouch...it hurts..."

"Pain? That's just your brain trying to escape higher-level stimulation." Alexander's voice drifted down from above, carrying a kind of almost divine indifference.

He slowly shifted the pressure of his foot, then used the tip of his shoe to lift Ilana's chin, which was damp with cold sweat. His other hand was playing with the delicate remote control, his thumb lightly rubbing the red sensor area.

“Under this order called ‘Origin Species,’ Ira, your so-called legal personality has perished.” Alexander crouched down, his movements graceful and explosive, like a leopard examining the entrails of its prey.

Patrol Sentry NPC Introduction:

	Name: Marco Sorrento

	Hair color/hairstyle: Dark brown short hair, cut into an extremely short buzz cut, with a tiny notch at the sideburns that looks like it was burned by fire, and the hair is as stiff as a mane.

	Facial features: Typical Southern European features, with a broad and strong jawline. His left eye is light brown, while his right eye is a slightly cloudy dark purple due to some genetic mutation. His nose bridge was broken and slightly crooked.

	Body type/proportions: He is 192cm tall with extremely broad shoulders and a perfectly inverted triangle upper body. His arms are covered with tendons from holding heavy weapons for a long time, and his thighs are abnormally thick due to genetic enhancement, almost tearing the side seams of his tactical pants.

	Attire: The tactical bodyguard uniform of the Silent Manor, with a tight-fitting quick-drying suit under a dark gray Kevlar vest, and a heavy mechanical baton and special tranquilizer pack hanging at the waist.

	Features: The back of the hand is covered with small, radially distributed radiation burn scars.

	Inner monologue: My master's taste is getting more and more dangerous. The scent of blood from this girl's body is almost overflowing this corridor. If I keep watching, my inhibitors might fail.


Marco stood about twenty meters away from them beside a shadowy pillar, standing at attention like a stone statue, but his breathing was noticeably heavier.

Alexander completely ignored the presence of his subordinates. His dark golden eyes began to subtly distort in the moonlight, the pupils elongating into tiny slits. He extended his tongue and licked the air extremely slowly, as if trying to capture every molecule secreted by Ira.

"The frequency of that latch is now thirty times per second," he announced softly, then pressed the remote control again.

"Ugh—! No! Ha... Ah... Stop..."

Ira's spine snapped backward, her eyes rolling upward due to extreme sensory overload, revealing large expanses of white. The "wolf head" gold clasp fastened to her clitoris suddenly erupted with a high-frequency, heavy tremor, the powerful magnetic force tearing inward at the swollen, red mucous membrane with even greater force.

Her already narrow flower path, unable to adapt to this rough physical intervention, began to produce a frantic stress response.

"Sizzle—Sizzle—"

That was the sound of vaginal fluid, squeezed out during spasms, splashing onto the metal clasp. Thick, clear droplets dripped from the wolf's fangs onto the corridor floor, making an extremely faint yet incredibly lewd "tap, tap" sound. Ira could feel her labia swollen like two ripe purple grapes. Because of the leather chain tightening behind her, her once hidden and delicate pink clitoris was completely gripped and repeatedly ravaged by the wolf's head.

Alexander stood up, grabbed Ira's long, sweat-soaked hair, and forced her to stand up.

“Go. Go to that painting of the Baptism. If you can keep from falling, I’ll use ‘it’ to deal with you tonight.”

Ira moved with difficulty, like a soulless puppet, pulled along by the leather chains. With each step she took, the gold ring on her ankle precisely pulled the thin rope between her legs, causing the still frantically vibrating metal wolf head to press even deeper against the sensitive protrusion below her urethra.

With every step she took, her sensitive clitoris was experiencing a mini-storm.

When they finally reached the massive religious mural, Alexander shoved her violently against the cold stone wall. His long, scorching body instantly covered her, completely imprisoning Ira between his arms, which exuded a powerful masculine presence.

“Smell it, Ira.” Alexander said hoarsely, his voice rasping as he lay on her neck, which was covered in bite marks. “You smell like a rose that has rotted in a downpour.”

Alexander began to dismantle his restraints. His movements as he unbuttoned his shirt were unusually rough, revealing his chest muscles, trained to be as hard as steel, which gleamed with an unsettling dark hue in the moonlight. His abdominal muscles were deeply defined, extending all the way to the edge of the belt on his black suit trousers.

With a "snap," the belt was pulled out.

The moment the pile of expensive fabrics slid off, an extremely grotesque genitalia, stained with purplish-red blood, suddenly sprang out.

The thing was astonishingly long, nearly twenty-five centimeters or more. Due to its intense engorgement, the bluish-purple veins on its surface resembled intricately coiled pythons wrapped around its scalding shaft. Its glans was enormous and a healthy dark red, and a globular sac of highly viscous prostatic fluid was oozing from its urethral opening due to excitement. At the base, so thick that even Ira couldn't grasp it with both hands, two round sacs, taut with negative pressure from the heavy reserve of semen, were tightly clenched together.

This is far beyond the size of an ordinary human. It is an aggressive tool that the "original species" evolved over a long period of evolution in order to seize the right to reproduce.

“Hiss—ha—” Alexander grabbed Ira’s shoulder and flipped her over so that her back was to him, and she pressed her hands against an old mural on the wall.

His large hands, usually wielding pens or guns, precisely covered Ira's round, firm buttocks at that moment. With a forceful knead of his palms, which carried the warmth of a wild beast, Ira's flesh spilled out from between his fingers like white waves.

“Your body is lying here, Ira.” Alexander’s voice was greedy. “Your mouth is begging for mercy, but your vagina is opening and closing non-stop for this one of mine... Look, all this water has soaked my boots.”

He didn't rush in. Alexander bent down, and his huge, hot glans began to rub up and down in Ilana's wet, slippery crevice. With each movement, the edge of his massive glans would lightly brush against the base of Ilana's clitoris, which was extremely sensitive due to being held in place by the clasp.

"Ugh...no...it's too big...please...take it away..." Ira felt a hot iron rod pressed against her back, each friction igniting her already collapsing nerve endings.

"Beg me? You should be begging me to fill you up as soon as possible."

Alexander suddenly freed one hand and turned off the vibration of the wolf-head lock, but switched it to continuous suction mode. Ira felt her clitoris being suddenly sucked into a deeper negative pressure chamber, and the sharp pleasure made her dizzy for a second.

In that split second of distraction, Alexander steadied his massive member and pressed the enormous head, still dripping with viscous prostatic fluid, against Ilana's vaginal opening, which had shrunk to almost nothing in fear.

“Look at me,” Alexander commanded.

Marco remained standing at the other end of the corridor, his fingers digging tightly into his tactical belt, his Adam's apple pounding wildly. She would be stretched to her breaking; that width was simply not designed for her unevolved body.

Alexander did not engage in any foreplay; relying on the innate violence of the "Origin," he thrust his waist forward violently.

"Pfft—!"

That was the dull, lewd sound of flesh colliding as the dry vaginal walls were forcibly widened and stretched to the bottom by an extremely thick fleshy blade, caused by the compression of the mucous membrane.

"Aaaaaaahh ...

Ira's screams echoed in the empty corridor, startling the night birds roosting outside the window.

The tearing sensation was unlike anything she had ever experienced. She felt as if a red-hot, blunt spear had pierced her from behind, penetrating deep into her abdomen. Because Alexander's member was so thick and long, the full penetration forced open her cervix, which had never been touched before.

Her abdomen even bulged slightly, forming an extremely terrifying outline, due to the insertion of this huge foreign object.

"Shh...feel it, Ira." Alexander pressed down hard on her hip bones from behind to prevent her from slipping forward due to the excruciating pain.

His forehead was covered in sweat, a physiological reaction caused by the suppression of instincts due to extreme excitement. His penis was tightly gripped by Ira's extremely narrow, wrinkled inner walls, the tightness of each millimeter of penetration feeling like being frantically sucked by countless suction cups, almost making him ejaculate on the very first thrust.

"Ha... your insides... are so narrow they feel like they're slaughtering me. I should let you feel it, my blood vessels are about to be snapped by you."

Alexander paused for a few seconds, forcing Ira's body to adapt to this inhuman circumference.

Then he started to move.

One shot, two shots. Each time, it was a ruthless all-in, all-out attack.

As the speed increased, the metal "wolf head" clasp, driven by Alexander's frenzied thrusting, repeatedly slammed into Ira's already soaking wet genitals. The icy cold of the clasp and the burning heat of his penis alternately tormented Ira.

"Slap! Slap! Slap!"

Alexander's powerful scrotum slammed heavily against the junction of Ira's pink, engorged buttocks, producing a loud slapping sound. With each impact, copious amounts of vaginal fluid were drawn out by his enormous fleshy member, splashing onto the sacred baptismal image on the stone wall.

Ira's consciousness began to fade. Due to lack of oxygen and excessive sensory overload, her fingertips dug into the paint on the mural, and the shadows of her nails dancing wildly on the floor as Alexander charged forward.

"Ugh...uh...ha..."

The intense friction and high temperature created an unreal burning sensation in her vaginal walls. With each stroke of Alexander's ridged glans across her sensitive G-spot, a current of electric shock, a mixture of excruciating pain and tingling numbness, instantly pierced her spine.

Ira's body began to spasm involuntarily.

"It's...it's going to break...Sir...Alexander...Ugh...I can't take it anymore..."

Alexander heard her cry out her name in despair, which caused the beast within him to completely lose control. His eyes turned a deep crimson gold in that instant, and the veins on his arms bulged as if they were about to burst.

He pressed the remote control again, The power of the latch was adjusted to an unprecedented peak.

The golden "wolf head" tightly gripping Ira's clitoris suddenly erupted with a near-destructive tremor carrying a high-voltage magnetic resonance frequency. It was no longer a simple massage or friction, but more like a miniature storm targeting nerve endings, carrying a despairing surgical electric shock sensation.

"Ugh—! Ugh... Ugh—!!"

In that instant, Ira's body tensed into an extremely dangerous bow. With Alexander penetrating her from behind with overwhelming force, she had nowhere to hide; her body could only squeeze frantically between the cold, baptismal marble wall and the scalding, barbed flesh. An intense electric shock exploded from her clitoris, shooting up her spine to her head, completely blinding her with a pale, white light.

The faint scent of pine and rain in the air was completely replaced by a strong, burning ozone smell. It was the burning sensation of lust generated by the lock under high-frequency overload, mixed with Ira's hallucinogenically sweet bodily fluids liquefied from extreme excitement, turning into an aphrodisiac fog that could completely burn away reason.

Alexander was like an ancient beast that had finally shed the disguise of civilization. His large hands pressed down firmly on the back of Ira's head, which was twisting wildly in pain and pleasure. He turned his head to the side, and Ira's broken and tormented expression was reflected in his vertical pupils, which had turned completely crimson gold.

“Call it out, Ira! Let the shadows of this entire floor remember your plea for me to fill your voice!”

Alexander let out a wild growl, his waist movements so fast they created afterimages.

That weapon, known as the "Evolutionary Tooth," was now frantically pioneering within Ira's fleshy passage, which was already rubbed raw and almost bleeding, and covered with a large amount of viscous white foam. Each time it was fully withdrawn, the glans, which had split into four lobes due to extreme engorgement and was covered with tiny suction cups, would bring out large areas of deep, still warm, red flesh folds.

Then, in that devastating blow, the massive object with its horny, hooked texture precisely avoided all the buffers and struck Ilana's cervix, which was already wide open to its limit and whose deep red interior was faintly visible.

"Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap!"

Alexander's testicles, clenched tightly and heavy as lead in extreme excitement, slammed wildly against the folds of Ira's labia, stretched and deformed, revealing a translucent purplish-red texture. Each heavy blow sent the pooling fluids flying, leaving a long trail of murky, bio-fluorescent spots along the edge of that sacred painting of "The Baptism."

In the shadows twenty meters away, Marco Sorrento 's breathing had become extremely unnatural.

His heterochromatic eyes were fixed on the dark purple, barbed bone spurs protruding from Alexander's back due to the transformation. He could feel the terrifying genetic pressure in the air rising steadily, causing his inhibitors to emit a faint warning beep.

That girl... her endurance is evolving. A normal human, under this level of 'synchronization' with an adult, would have had their vaginal walls begin to rupture and die extensively three minutes ago, but she's still producing even more... 'blood honey'. If she isn't thoroughly marked here, she'll soon be burned to ashes by this excessive vitality.

Marco's inner thigh, which was unusually thick due to genetic enhancement, was now stretching his tactical pants to an extremely dangerous angle. One of his hands was gripping the edge of the marble pillar so tightly that it had even carved a tiny groove into the hard stone surface.

Alexander's actions became completely irrational. The spikes on the surface of his massive member, which had been concealed due to its smoothness, suddenly opened up like an enraged porcupine in order to completely lock Ira in place.

"Hiss—ha—! Ira...you'll suffer...you'll all suffer!"

Alexander grabbed Ira's long, white leg and hoisted it onto his shoulder. This position almost violently folded Ira's entire body, turning her most private, pink and translucent slit, which had become a sacrificial altar for Alexander to vent his violent rage.

The giant thorn, covered with countless tiny barbs, moved a millimeter along the inner wall of Ira's vagina, as if performing a deep peeling on that thin membrane.

"Ah...woo...ahh ...

Ira's body trembled violently. Due to oxygen deprivation and the hallucinogenic effects of the intense orgasm, her brain experienced a delusional sensation of ascending to the clouds and then being dragged down to hell by Alexander's own hands. She felt the golden "wolf head" clasp, with each thrust of Alexander's abdominal muscles, trying to rip her clitoris completely from her pubic symphysis. The extreme cold (metal) and extreme heat (flesh) clashed wildly in her lower body, ultimately merging into a chaotic pleasure that only death could end.

Alexander had reached a breaking point. The veins on his forehead, bulging with excessive excitement, throbbed wildly with his heartbeat, and the bone spurs on his back even glowed faintly red due to the overflowing energy.

"Now... Versailles! Reserve every inch of your body for my seed!"

Alexander let out a wild howl that resounded throughout the entire manor, carrying the absolute authority of a lord. His large hands gripped Ira's armpits tightly, and in that final, brutal penetration, deep enough to touch the nerve endings in Ira's spine, with a muffled "thump" sound produced by compressed air, Ira's body stiffened completely.

That top-tier essence, accumulated over several days, with an extremely strong sulfur smell and mixed with a high concentration of hallucinogenic hormones from the "source species," was milky white and translucent, with faint blue arcs of light visible due to high pressure. With an explosive force and flow unmatched before, it was pumped frantically and continuously in a fan shape into the depths of Ira's nearly damaged, frantically convulsing uterus in this corridor filled with a sense of sin and holiness.

"Glug, glug... glug..."

The terrifying swallowing sound of semen falling into soft tissue under immense pressure was clearly audible and chilling in the now quiet corridor.

Due to the immense impact of the re-injection, Ira's body underwent one final, most violent shudder in that instant. Then, her taut muscles, like silk without support, completely collapsed into Alexander's arms. Her eyes, from extreme sensory overload, were almost entirely rolled back, and strands of saliva mixed with blood from her earlier screams continuously spilled from the corners of her mouth.

Alexander held her down firmly, continuing to defecate for a full minute before filling the abyss called "Carrier" with all those scalding hot seeds, enough to alter the genetic anchors of a species.

His eyes, which had turned a deep reddish-gold with excitement, gradually faded, returning to their original dark gold. Alexander lay nestled against Ira's neck, which was covered in sweat and exuded an extremely vibrant body odor (a unique scent produced by the initial assimilation of genes), breathing it in greedily.

After a long time, Alexander slowly pulled the blade, which was rapidly shrinking due to exhaustion and covered with white foam and viscous fluid generated by high-frequency friction, out of the muddy ruins of Ira, which could not be reassembled in a short time due to overexpansion and even exposed the layer of bright red flesh inside.

"Pfft—sizzle."

As the massive object completely detached from the body, due to the immense pressure exerted earlier, a large gush of thick liquid, still warm to the touch and exhibiting an eerie fluorescent white color, erupted like a flood, gushing from the base of Ira's limp, marble-white legs, splashing into murky circles on the cold, hard black and white marble floor.

Alexander casually tossed aside the remote control that was still buzzing an alarm and displaying a message indicating it was damaged due to overheating.

He looked at Ira, who lay in the filth, her breathing so weak it was almost cessation, yet instinctively drawn to his warmth. A twisted, possessive glint flashed in his eyes. He reached out and lifted Ira's long hair, kissing her tear-streaked cheek with a cruel touch.

"This is just a prologue that will last for 100,000 words, Ira. Your body... hasn't even begun to truly 'bloom' yet."

Alexander stood up, and the row of bone spurs on his back slowly and painfully retracted into his flesh with a teeth-grinding cracking sound. He looked at Marco, who was waiting nearby.

“Take her to the cold spring therapy pool in the side hall. Change that lock to ‘suppression mode.’ I don’t want to see her uterine wall necrotized from overload before she wakes up tomorrow. As for the paintings here...” Alexander glanced at the religious painting stained with bodily fluids, a slight contemptuous smirk playing on his lips, “Burn it. In this manor, there’s no need for divine baptism, only my baptism.”

Marco Sorrento bowed and accepted the order. He quickly stepped forward and picked up the petite body, which was still trembling slightly from the orgasm and had fallen into a deep coma. In the suffocating smell of semen, he steadily walked into the darker part of the corridor.
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Chapter 3: Dinner of the Apex 
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The manor's grand banquet hall was steeped in an unsettling, morbid luxury. The Baccarat crystal chandeliers hanging from the ceiling were not lit with all their candles, casting long, dim shadows that silently intertwined on the dome painted with "The Fall of the Titans." The air was filled with layers of expensive aromas: the earthy scent of truffles, the smoky aroma of aged Simmental beef, and the silent burning of an expensive incense called "agarwood" in the shadows. Yet, beneath all these civilized fragrances lurked a scent that only the "Origin" could detect—a faint, sulfurous fluctuation of male hormones emitted from the accelerated metabolism of dozens of apex predators gathered together.

Iraq is currently at the very center of this storm.

She was forced to lie prone in the center of the twelve-meter-long black onyx dining table in an extremely humiliating position. Her bare back was used as a living display stand, while her buttocks, still red and swollen from the previous night's ravaging and even bearing several finger marks, were raised high, facing Alexander in the main seat.

The golden wolf-head clasp was still locked onto her clitoris, but today its chain had been replaced with a thinner, longer silver chain that wrapped around her inner thigh and connected to a buckle on the edge of the dining table. Whenever her abdomen rose and fell slightly with her breathing, the clasp would be relentlessly pulled by these thin chains, the serrated edges constantly rubbing against her already hypersensitive mucous membrane.

"Gentlemen, our cooperation agreement takes effect under the watchful eye of this collateral." Alexander raised a crystal glass filled with deep red Bordeaux wine. His fingers were long and slender, his nails perfectly manicured, yet under the light, they gleamed with a sharpness that seemed inhuman.

Seated to Alexander's left is the most important guest of the evening.

NPC Introduction:

	Name: Julian Thorne

	Hair color/hair style: Raven-black long hair, tied into an extremely neat little bun at the back of the head, with two streaks of silver-white at the temples due to early gene expression.

	Facial features: Typical of ancient Roman sculpture, with extremely high brow bones and deep-set eyes. The eyes are as black as a bottomless abyss, the iris and pupil almost merging into one. The straight bridge of the nose carries an air of cold indifference.

	Body type/proportions: Height 188cm. Unlike Alexander's imposing build, Julian's physique is more like a folded scalpel. His shoulders are straight, his arms are extremely long, and his pectoral muscles, bulging beneath his custom-made suit, exude a powerful, taut bowstring. Due to years of a vegetarian diet (in the physical sense) and intense mental training, his body fat percentage is so low that it's almost invisible to the naked eye, and the edges of his abdominal muscles are as clearly defined as if they were outlined in a meticulous painting.

	Attire: A three-piece dark blue peak lapel suit, with shirt cuffs made from prehistoric human skeletal fossils.

	Distinctive feature: There is an extremely small, six-pointed star-shaped black tattoo on the back of his left hand, which is the mark of an ancient financial family deep in the Mediterranean.

	A whispered thought: Alexander's allowing this kind of 'top-quality blood honey' to be exposed to the public is a provocation to our self-control, or rather... he's inviting us to participate in this feast.


Julian's long, slender fingers traced the rim of his wine glass, the sound jarring in the deathly silent banquet hall. He rose, slowly walked around half the table, and under everyone's gaze, approached Ira's side.

“Alexander, the base of this ‘porcelain’ is indeed quite good.” Julian’s voice carried a Venetian aristocratic arrogance, thick and cold.

He suddenly leaned down, his nose almost touching Ira's sweating lower back. Ira could feel the mixture of cold mint, old books, and a faint, almost surgically intoxicating aura emanating from Julian.

"Ugh... Ugh..." Ira closed her eyes, her body trembling in Julian's shadow.

“She’s rejecting me, Vane. How interesting.” Julian suddenly reached out, his dry, cold hands abruptly covering Ira’s full, burning left buttock with shame and indignation.

His strength was astonishing; his fingertips sank deep into the tender layer of fat, instantly pressing five deep red finger marks into the fair skin.

"Ah—!" Ira let out a low gasp, because while Julian's fingers were kneading her buttocks, he maliciously slid them downwards, his fingertips having a rough texture, directly brushing against the silver chain connected by the clasp.

Clang—

The lock shuddered violently in Ira's most secret crevice, and the clitoris was pulled upward by the sudden force. The pleasure, as if it were being uprooted, made Ira's inner thighs feel warm almost instantly.

“Julian, for the sake of that loan, don’t break her.” Alexander sat in his seat, propping his cheek up with one hand, a playful cruelty in his eyes. “She’s been my most cherished... tranquilizer lately.”

Julian let out a cold, chilling laugh. Then, in full view of everyone, he unzipped his suit trousers.

“Since it’s a co-governance agreement, I think I should personally test the ‘flexibility’ of this collateral.”

Julian pulled his enormous member from his trousers. It was a completely different shape from Alexander's thick, robust member—longer and narrower, with a sickly pale white appearance, but the tip was an extreme dark purplish-red. The thing stood upright in the air like a bone spur soaked in venom, throbbing slightly with his rhythmic breathing, and the sticky fluid secreted from the glans dripped slowly down his silver pubic hair onto Ira's trembling spine.

"Hiss—ha—" Julian pressed down on Ira's hip bone, the cold bone sensation completely extinguishing Ira's courage to resist.

He did not enter the tormented vagina, but instead pressed the pale spear against Ilana's rear entrance, which was rarely seen due to her years of legal work and was now tightly closed in fear—that taut, even slightly twitching purple fold.

“Alexander, I want to test the depth here.”

Julian didn't apply any lubricant. Relying on the brute force of the "Original Species," which was completely immune to physical resistance due to genetic enhancement, he suddenly thrust his hips forward.

"Pfft—Sizzle—!"

That was the sound of extremely dry intestinal walls being violently forced open.

"Aaaaaahh ...

Ira buried her face in the expensive Persian tablecloth, and in her intense pain, her fingers tore through the padding beneath the tablecloth, the blood flowing from her fingertips staining the platinum fork beside her.

This pain was completely different from the penetration sensation Alexander had experienced. Julian's thing was too hard and too cold, like a red-hot iron rod piercing her internal organs. The length of his thing revealed its terrifying aspect at this moment. With his first brutal thrust, Ira felt the scorching shaft go straight to the depths of her lower abdomen, and she could even see a distinct foreign object protruding beneath the thin layer of abdominal muscles.

“Not bad. It’s so tight it feels like it’s going to snap my penis in half.” Julian closed his eyes, took a deep breath, and a near-perverted pleasure from the extreme pressure appeared on his face.

He started thrusting.

The movements were extremely slow, each pull almost causing Ira's intestinal lining to evert due to the negative pressure. When that large, dark purple crown was once again slammed deep into the core due to the high-speed impact, Ira felt that her intestines had completely lost sensation.

"Plop, plop, plop."

Alexander, just three steps away, calmly cut a bloody steak and put it in his mouth.

“Julian, you’re moving too fast,” Alexander suddenly said, raising his hand to press the remote control he had placed next to his cutlery.

"Buzz—!!!"

The golden "wolf head" clasp in front of Ira instantly began vibrating at its highest frequency. Because of her current position—her rear entrance being frantically filled by Julian while her front was being torn apart by the clasp—she was trapped in a desperate situation, caught in a pincer attack.

Ira's body seemed to be electrified, bouncing wildly across the dining table. Her breasts slammed against the cold, black onyx surface, producing dull, fleshy thuds.

"Ah... ooh... ha... you're going to... you're going to break me... Alexander... please... kill me..."

Julian's frantic thrusting from behind caused Ilana's uterus, already extremely fragile from being filled, to tremble continuously. Each time the pale spear reached its deepest point, it would penetrate the thin barrier and deliver a devastating pressure to the G-spot.

Ira was completely out of her mind.

Overwhelmed by the intense pleasure and pain, her urethra, unable to withstand the intense physical stimulation, involuntarily contracted. A stream of hot, clear urine, mixed with the love fluid secreted due to extreme excitement, sprayed through the gap in the wolf-head clasp onto the expensive silver plate, tracing a filthy arc.

Julian let out a wild growl. He felt his scrotum shrink to its limit, the semen inside screaming wildly, trying to break through the membrane.

He suddenly increased his speed, each time slamming his taut, cold testicles heavily against Ira's already rubbed and reddened perineum.

"Slap! Slap! Slap!"

“Alexander...I’m going to use the squirting of this lowly creature...to spice up your dinner!”

In his final, frantic thrust, Julian gripped Ira's waist tightly. Then, his massive blade suddenly expanded, and a torrent of hot, foul-smelling semen, like a burst dam, poured into the depths of Ira's nearly ruptured rectum.

"Ugh—ha—!!!" Ira's spine bent to an angle that her body could not bear. In that instant, she felt as if her soul had been scalded and cracked by the hot liquid.

The force of the injection from behind was so strong that Ira felt as if her lower abdomen was about to burst. At this moment, Alexander had no intention of letting her go.

Alexander stood up and walked to the front of Ira's head. He unzipped his pants and shoved his still throbbing, dark red, monstrous member into Ira's small mouth, which was constantly overflowing with groans and saliva.

"Swallow it. No matter how much comes in from behind, the front must be filled."

Alexander roughly grabbed Ira's hair and began frantically thrusting inside her mouth. Ira was forced to endure both the aftershocks of Julian's thrusts from her rear entrance and Alexander's deep invasion, which forced his way through her tonsils.

In this magnificent banquet hall, two powerful figures, using this priceless dining table
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