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Kael's fingers found purchase in a crack that felt like it might crumble, the rock face slick with condensation from the storm clouds that had rolled in an hour ago. Her chalk bag swung against her hip, mostly empty now, and she could taste copper in her mouth from the thin air. Three hundred feet below, the pine forest looked like a child's toy set, and above, another hundred feet of jagged granite separated her from Stormcrag Peak's summit.

She should have turned back when the first drops of rain hit her face. Should have rappelled down to the campsite and waited out the storm in her tent with a packet of freeze-dried stew and a trashy paperback. But the summit had been so close, the weather report so confident about clear skies, and she'd already wasted two days hiking in.

The wind picked up, howling through the crags with a sound that reminded her of screaming. Her harness dug into her thighs as she shifted her weight, reaching for the next hold. The piton she'd hammered in three feet below her right foot felt solid, at least. If she fell, it would catch her. Probably.

Thunder rolled across the mountain, close enough that she felt it in her chest. The storm had gone from distant threat to immediate danger in minutes, the clouds darkening from gray to an ugly bruise-purple. Lightning forked across the sky, illuminating the peak above her, and for a moment she saw shapes moving among the rocks. Birds, maybe. Eagles nested up here, she'd read that in the climbing guide.

Her right hand closed around a protrusion that felt stable. She tested it, pulling gently, then harder. It held. She shifted her weight, finding a foothold, and pulled herself up another three feet. The rain was coming down harder now, cold drops that stung her face and made the rock treacherous. Her muscles burned, her forearms tight with the effort of gripping.

Another screech cut through the storm, and this time she knew it wasn't the wind.

Kael looked up, water streaming into her eyes, and saw them diving toward her. Wings—massive, ragged things that looked like they'd been torn from the storm itself. Feathers in shades of gray and black and midnight blue, slick with rain. And bodies that were woman-shaped but wrong, legs that ended in talons, arms that merged into those impossible wings.

She froze, pressed against the rock face, her heart slamming against her ribs.

Three of them. They circled above her, riding the wind currents, and she could see their faces now—sharp-featured, almost beautiful if not for the predatory gleam in their eyes. One had plumage that shimmered like oil on water, darker than the others, and she seemed to be leading them. Another was smaller, her feathers ruffled by the wind, and Kael could have sworn she was laughing. The third had eyes that cut through the rain like knives, unblinking.

"You're our nest prize." The largest one's voice cut through the storm, surprisingly clear, surprisingly human. She dove closer, and Kael could smell her now—feathers and musk and something electric, like the air before lightning strikes.

Kael's hand shot to her gear belt, fingers closing around a piton. It was a stupid weapon, barely six inches of metal, but it was all she had. She swung it at the harpy as those talons reached for her, feeling it connect with something solid. The harpy shrieked, pulling back, and for a moment Kael thought she might actually fight them off.

Then the other two were on her.

Talons scraped across her jacket, shredding the waterproof fabric. Wings buffeted her, nearly knocking her loose from the rock face. She swung the piton again, wild, desperate, but hands that were too strong caught her wrist. The smaller harpy cackled in her ear, breath hot against her neck, and wrenched the piton from her grip. It tumbled down, disappearing into the storm.

"Feisty," the harpy murmured, and Kael felt teeth graze her earlobe.

She tried to kick, but her legs were tangled in her harness, the rope pulling tight against her weight. More hands grabbed her, pulling her away from the rock face, and she was dangling in open air, the ground spinning below her. Her stomach lurched. She clawed at them, got a handful of feathers that came loose in her grip, but it was like fighting the wind itself.

The largest one—the queen, she had to be their queen—produced something from the pouches that hung at her hips. Silk cords, thin and shimmering, the color of storm clouds. They wrapped around Kael's wrists before she could pull away, and the moment they touched her skin, she felt it.

Magic. A thrumming warmth that sank into her flesh, made her fingers go numb and then hypersensitive. The cords tightened of their own accord, binding her wrists together, and she felt a pulse against her skin like a second heartbeat.

"What—" She gasped, the word torn away by the wind.

The queen smiled, all sharp teeth. "Binding spell. Old magic. You'll feel everything we want you to feel."

They were lifting her now, carrying her up through the storm. The mountain fell away below, the summit rising to meet them. Kael's heart hammered in her chest, fear and something else she didn't want to name flooding through her. The cords hummed against her wrists, and everywhere they touched, her skin felt too hot, too aware.

The aerie appeared through the rain—a series of massive nests built into the crags, woven from branches and bones and things she couldn't identify. Bioluminescent moss glowed along the edges, casting an eerie green light that cut through the storm's darkness. The air smelled different here, thick with that feather-and-musk scent, with ozone and something sweeter, almost floral.

They deposited her in the largest nest, and her boots sank into layers of soft materials—feathers and moss and fabrics that looked like they'd been stolen from a dozen different sources. The queen landed in front of her, folding those massive wings, and the other two flanked her sides. Up close, they were even more unsettling—beautiful and terrible, their eyes too bright, their smiles too knowing.

Kael's breath came in short gasps. The cords pulsed against her wrists, sending little sparks of sensation up her arms. Her body felt strange, hyperaware of every point of contact—the wet fabric clinging to her skin, the rope of her harness digging into her thighs, the cold air raising goosebumps along her arms.

"Welcome to our aerie," the queen said, reaching out to trace a talon along Kael's jaw. The touch was surprisingly gentle, almost reverent. "You're going to serve us well."

Kael wanted to spit some defiant response, wanted to fight or run or do anything but stand there trembling. But the magic in the cords was spreading, warming her from the inside out, and her knees felt weak. She'd climbed mountains in blizzards, had free-soloed routes that should have killed her, but this—this terror mixed with an unwanted heat in her belly—was something entirely new.

The queen's hand moved to Kael's throat, not squeezing, just resting there. "I am Syrith," she said. "And you belong to us now."



Syrith pulled Kael deeper into the aerie, those talons gentle but unyielding around her bound wrists. The central roost was larger than the nest where they'd deposited her, a circular chamber carved into the mountain itself, the walls streaked with that same bioluminescent moss that pulsed in rhythm with Kael's racing heart. The storm still raged outside, visible through gaps in the rocky walls, but here the wind was muted, the air thick and humid.

Woven baskets lined the chamber's edges, dozens of them, crafted from materials Kael couldn't identify. Some were empty, gleaming with an oily residue. Others were filled with a substance that shimmered like liquid mercury, catching the green light and reflecting it in strange patterns.

The other two harpies were already there. The smaller one with ruffled feathers perched on a rock outcropping, preening her wing with a casualness that seemed obscene given the circumstances. The one with the piercing stare stood near one of the baskets, her wings folded tight against her back, watching Kael with an intensity that made her skin crawl.

"This is Veyra," Syrith said, gesturing to the smaller harpy. "And Thryme." The intense one inclined her head, a gesture that might have been respectful if not for the predatory gleam in her eyes. "They will help you understand your place in our harem."

Kael's throat was dry. She tried to speak, but the words caught. The cords around her wrists pulsed again, sending warmth spiraling up her arms, pooling in her chest. Her nipples tightened against the damp fabric of her shirt, and she hated herself for it.

"We are storm-born," Syrith continued, circling Kael like a predator assessing prey. "Our seed carries the lightning's power. But it must be harvested, channeled, or it burns us from within." She ran a talon down Kael's spine, and even through the shredded jacket, the touch sent shivers through her body. "You will be our vessel. Our relief. Our nest queen."

"I'm not—" Kael started, but Veyra's laugh cut her off.

"Oh, she'll protest," Veyra said, hopping down from her perch. She landed with barely a sound, those taloned feet clicking against stone. "They always do at first." She moved closer, and Kael could see now that she was smaller than the others but no less dangerous. Her eyes were a bright amber, almost golden, and they sparkled with mischief. "Watch, little climber. Learn what you're meant to do."

Syrith moved to one of the empty baskets, positioning it carefully. Then she turned to Veyra, and something passed between them—a look, an understanding. Veyra's grin widened, and she moved to the center of the chamber, spreading her wings.

Kael's stomach clenched. She wanted to look away, but the cords' magic held her attention as surely as if someone had gripped her chin and forced her to watch.

Syrith approached Veyra, and her hands—those hands that could just as easily tear flesh as caress it—moved to Veyra's body. The smaller harpy's legs were covered in feathers down to where they became fully taloned, but at the apex of her thighs, Kael could see something emerging. A cock, but not like any she'd seen before. It was flushed and slick, ridged along the shaft, and covered in fine feathers that looked soft as down.

"The knot," Syrith murmured, her voice carrying across the chamber. "This is what you'll learn to crave."

She wrapped her hand around Veyra's length, stroking slowly, and Kael watched as it grew. The feathers at the base began to swell, thickening into a bulbous knot that looked impossibly large. Veyra made a sound low in her throat, somewhere between a coo and a moan, and her wings fluttered.

Kael's breath hitched. The cords sent another pulse of warmth through her, and she felt an answering heat between her own legs, a slickness that had nothing to do with the rain that still dripped from her clothes.

Syrith positioned Veyra over the basket, her movements efficient and practiced. She stroked faster now, her grip firm, focusing on the knot. Veyra's hips bucked, her talons scraping against the stone floor, and she threw her head back with a cry that echoed off the chamber walls.

"Feel the storm," Syrith whispered, and squeezed.

Veyra came with a shriek, her whole body shuddering. The seed that spurted into the basket glowed, actually glowed, with that same eerie bioluminescence as the moss. It was thick and opalescent, swirling in the basket like liquid lightning. The smell hit Kael a moment later—ozone and salt and something floral that made her head spin.

Syrith milked every drop from Veyra's cock, her hand working the knot until the smaller harpy was whimpering, her legs trembling. When she finally released her, Veyra collapsed to her knees, panting, a dazed smile on her face.

"Beautiful, isn't it?" Thryme's voice came from right beside Kael, and she jumped. The intense harpy had moved silently, standing so close that Kael could feel the heat radiating from her body. "The harvest sustains us. Feeds our magic. And you—" she reached out, trailing a wingtip along Kael's arm, "—you'll make it even more powerful."

Kael shook her head, trying to clear the fog that had settled over her thoughts. The cords pulsed in time with her heartbeat now, and every pulse sent sensation flooding through her. Her clit throbbed, swollen and needy, and she clenched her thighs together, trying to deny what her body was demanding.

"Touch her," Syrith commanded, and Kael realized she was talking to Thryme. "Show her what she'll be taking."

Thryme's hands closed around Kael's bound wrists, and she pulled them forward. Veyra was still on her knees, her cock still hard despite having just come, the knot swollen and slick. Thryme guided Kael's hands to it, pressing her palms against the feathered bulge.

It was hot. Impossibly hot, and it pulsed under her touch like a living thing. The feathers were silky, damp with Veyra's seed, and Kael could feel the ridges of the shaft, the way the knot throbbed with residual pleasure. Veyra moaned, pushing into Kael's hands, and another spurt of that glowing seed dripped onto her fingers.

Kael gasped, pulling her hands back as if she'd been burned. The seed tingled against her skin, absorbing into her pores, and the sensation shot straight to her core. She stumbled backward, her legs hitting the edge of a nest, and she sat down hard.

"This can't be real," she whispered, but even as she said it, she could feel the truth of it in her bones. The magic thrumming through the cords, the heat in her belly, the way her body ached for something she didn't want to name.

Syrith smiled, cruel and knowing. "It's very real, little climber. And before the storm passes, you'll be begging us to fill you."

Kael's breath came faster, her chest rising and falling, and she hated the way her nipples were visible through her wet shirt, and hated the way her thighs trembled with need. The three harpies watched her with those predatory eyes, and she knew—with a certainty that terrified her—that they were right.



Syrith didn't give Kael time to recover. She pulled her up from the nest, those talons digging into her shoulders, and dragged her through a narrow passage to a smaller chamber. Kael's legs felt weak, unsteady, her body still buzzing from touching Veyra's knot. The cords around her wrists pulsed with each step, sending little shocks of pleasure-pain up her arms.

The chamber was more intimate than the central roost, carved into the mountainside with openings that let in the storm's fury. Wind whipped through sheer curtains made of some gossamer material, and the sound of thunder was a constant rumble. The nest here was elaborate—layers of soft feathers and stolen fabrics, deep enough to sink into, positioned on a raised platform of stone.

Lightning flashed, illuminating Syrith's face, and Kael saw hunger there. Raw, undisguised need.

"Please," Kael said, hating how her voice shook. "You don't have to do this."

Syrith's laugh was harsh, as brittle as breaking ice. "Don't I?" She circled Kael, her wings partially extended, making her seem even larger in the confined space. "The storm demands tribute. Our bodies demand release. And you—" she stopped in front of Kael, cupping her face with one clawed hand, surprisingly gentle, "—you will give us both."

Her other hand moved to Kael's jacket, and with one sharp motion, she tore it open completely. The buttons scattered across the stone floor, pinging like dropped coins. Kael's shirt went next, shredded fabric falling away, exposing her sports bra and the pale skin of her stomach.

"Stop," Kael tried, but the word came out breathless.

Syrith ignored her, talons tracing the edge of the sports bra before slicing through it. Kael's breasts spilled free, nipples tight and aching in the cool air. She tried to cover herself, but her bound wrists made it impossible. Syrith made a pleased sound, low in her throat, and bent to drag her tongue across one nipple.

Kael gasped, her back arching involuntarily. The sensation was too much—Syrith's tongue was rough, textured, and the contact sent electricity straight to her clit. The cords pulsed in response, and Kael felt wetness flooding between her legs.

"That's it," Syrith murmured against her skin. "Your body knows what it wants, even if your mind still fights."

She moved lower, talons catching in the waistband of Kael's climbing pants. The harness was more complicated, but Syrith simply cut through it, letting the pieces fall away. The pants followed, dragged down Kael's legs along with her underwear, leaving her completely exposed.

Kael stood there, naked and trembling, her wrists still bound. The storm's wind raised goosebumps across her skin, and she felt horribly vulnerable. Syrith's eyes roamed over her body, appreciative and possessive, and Kael wanted to run, to fight, to do anything but stand there and take it.

But when she tried to move, her legs wouldn't cooperate. The cords' magic had spread through her entire body now, making her hypersensitive and pliant. Every nerve ending sang with awareness, and the ache between her legs was becoming unbearable.

Syrith pushed her toward the nest, and Kael fell into it, sinking into the soft feathers. They smelled like Syrith—musk and storm and something wild. The harpy loomed over her, wings spread wide, and Kael could see her cock emerging from the feathers at her groin.

It was larger than Veyra's had been, darker, the ridges more pronounced. The knot at the base was already partially swollen, and as Kael watched, it grew larger, pulsing with Syrith's heartbeat.

"No," Kael said, but her voice was weak. "It won't—it's too big—"

"It will fit," Syrith promised, lowering herself onto the nest, positioning herself between Kael's legs. "The magic will make sure of it."

She ran her cock along Kael's slit, and Kael couldn't suppress her moan. She was so wet, impossibly wet, her body preparing itself despite her mind's protests. The ridges of Syrith's shaft dragged across her clit, and Kael's hips bucked, seeking more pressure.

"That's right," Syrith said, her voice rough with need. "Take my knot."

She pressed forward, and Kael felt the head of her cock pushing into her. The stretch was immediate, overwhelming, and Kael cried out, clawing at the feathers beneath her. The cords prevented her from reaching for Syrith, from pushing her away or pulling her closer.

"Too much," Kael gasped, but Syrith didn't stop.

She pushed deeper, inch by inch, and Kael felt every ridge, every textured feather along the shaft. Her pussy stretched to accommodate the intrusion, the magic easing the way but not dulling the sensation. It hurt, but it also felt impossibly good, and Kael couldn't reconcile the two.

Syrith set a rhythm, shallow thrusts that gradually went deeper, and Kael's body responded against her will. Her inner walls clenched around the invading cock, trying to pull it deeper, and she whimpered with each stroke.

"Feel that?" Syrith asked, her breath hot against Kael's neck. "Feel how your body welcomes me?"

Kael shook her head, but it was a lie. She could feel it—the way her pussy fluttered and gripped, the way her clit throbbed with each pass of Syrith's shaft. The pleasure was building, coiling tight in her belly, and she was terrified of what would happen when it broke.

Syrith thrust harder, and Kael felt the knot pressing against her entrance. It was massive, swollen and hot, and there was no way it would fit. No way.

"Please," Kael begged, but she didn't know what she was begging for anymore.

Syrith's hand moved to Kael's throat, not squeezing, just holding her in place. "You'll take my knot," she said, her voice dropping to something almost gentle. "You'll take my seed. And you'll thank me for it."

She pushed, and the knot began to spread Kael open. The stretch was unbearable, bordering on pain, and Kael screamed. But Syrith didn't stop, didn't slow, just kept pressing forward until—

It popped inside.

Kael's scream cut off, her breath stolen by the sensation. The knot filled her completely, locked inside her pussy, and she felt impossibly full. Syrith was seated fully inside her now, the knot pulsing against her inner walls, and she couldn't move, couldn't escape, could only take it.

"Good girl," Syrith breathed, and began to grind.

She couldn't thrust anymore, not with the knot locked in place, but she didn't need to. The grinding motion dragged her shaft against Kael's g-spot, the knot pressing against nerves Kael didn't even know she had, and the pleasure was blinding.

Kael's orgasm built fast, climbing toward a peak she could already feel would destroy her. Her pussy clenched around the knot, trying to milk it, and Syrith groaned above her.

"That's it," Syrith said. "Come on my knot. Let me feel you—"

But just as Kael reached the edge, just as she was about to tip over, the cords around her wrists flared hot. The pleasure crested but didn't break, held at that unbearable peak by the binding spell. Kael sobbed, her body shaking with the need for release, but it wouldn't come.

"Not yet," Syrith said, and she sounded almost apologetic. "Not until I breed you properly."

She ground harder, and Kael felt her cock swelling even more inside her. The knot throbbed, and then Syrith was coming, her seed flooding Kael's pussy in hot spurts. It glowed, Kael could feel it glowing, could feel the magic in it spreading through her body like liquid fire.

Syrith filled her completely, her seed having nowhere to go with the knot locked in place, and still she kept coming, pumping more into Kael's already overfull pussy. It was too much, the sensation too intense, and when the cords finally released their hold, Kael's orgasm hit her like lightning.

She convulsed, her whole body seizing, her pussy clenching so hard around the knot that Syrith gasped above her. The pleasure was white-hot, obliterating thought, and Kael screamed until her voice gave out.

When she finally came back to herself, she was trembling, tears streaming down her face. Syrith was still locked inside her, still occasionally pulsing more seed into her oversensitive pussy. The storm outside seemed quieter somehow, or maybe Kael's ears were ringing too loud to hear it.

"Beautiful," Syrith murmured, stroking Kael's sweat-dampened hair. "You took me so well."

Kael couldn't respond. She could barely breathe. Her body felt marked, claimed, fundamentally changed. And the worst part—the part that made her stomach churn with shame—was that some dark corner of her mind had loved every second of it.



Syrith's knot finally softened enough to slip free, and when it did, her seed poured out of Kael in a warm rush that made her whimper. It glowed faintly in the dim light, leaving trails down her thighs, marking her. Syrith pulled out completely, and Kael felt devastatingly empty, her pussy clenching on nothing.

"Bring her to the hall," Syrith commanded, and rough hands grabbed Kael's arms.

Veyra and Thryme had appeared at some point—Kael hadn't even heard them enter—and they hauled her up from the nest. Her legs wouldn't hold her weight, and they had to support her between them as they dragged her back through the passage. The cords around her wrists still pulsed, keeping her pliant and hypersensitive.

The storm-lit hall was just as she remembered, the baskets lined up along the walls, some now full of that shimmering seed. But there were empty ones too, waiting. The air was thick with the scent of arousal and storm-magic, and Kael could see other harpies perched in alcoves along the walls, watching with hungry eyes.

They deposited her in the center of the hall, on a nest that looked like it had been built for exactly this purpose. It was lower than the others, accessible from all sides, and Kael's stomach clenched as she realized what that meant.

"Look at her," Veyra cooed, circling the nest. Her cock was already hard, the knot starting to swell. "All marked up and dripping. Syrith did good work."

Thryme said nothing, but her intense stare raked over Kael's body, and Kael felt exposed in a way that had nothing to do with being naked.

"She can take more," Syrith said, settling herself on a nearby perch. "Show her what the harem demands."

Veyra laughed, that mischievous cackle that sent shivers down Kael's spine, and climbed onto the nest. She flipped Kael over with surprising strength, positioning her on her hands and knees, and Kael felt her cock pressing against her ass.

"No," Kael said, trying to pull away. "Not there—"

"Shh," Veyra murmured, running her hands down Kael's back. "The magic will make it good. Trust me."

Kael didn't trust her, didn't trust any of them, but the cords flared with heat and suddenly her body was relaxing, opening. She felt Veyra's cock, slick with something that smelled herbal, pressing against her hole, and then she was pushing inside.

The stretch was different than before, tighter, more intense. Kael gasped, her fingers digging into the nest, as Veyra worked herself deeper. The feathered shaft felt strange in her ass, the ridges more pronounced, and when Veyra finally seated herself completely, Kael could feel the knot pressing against her entrance.

"Milk our storm," Veyra said, pulling back and thrusting forward. "That's what you're for, little climber."

She set a faster pace than Syrith had, her hips snapping against Kael's ass with each thrust. The sensation was overwhelming—pleasure mixed with the wrongness of it, her body responding even as her mind recoiled. And then she felt the knot starting to push inside, stretching her even further.

Kael cried out, but Veyra just laughed and thrust harder. The knot popped in with less resistance than she expected, locking in place, and Kael sobbed at the fullness.

Movement in front of her made her look up. Thryme stood at the edge of the nest, her cock level with Kael's face. It was darker than the others', almost black, with silver feathers along the shaft that caught the light.

"Open," Thryme commanded, and her voice left no room for argument.

Kael shook her head, but Thryme's hand fisted in her hair, pulling her head back. The angle made her neck strain, and when she gasped, Thryme shoved her cock into Kael's open mouth.

The taste was strange—salt and ozone and something else, something that tingled on her tongue. Thryme was thick, stretching Kael's jaw, and she pushed deep enough to make Kael gag. Behind her, Veyra continued grinding her knot against Kael's inner walls, and the dual sensations made Kael's head spin.

"That's it," Thryme murmured, starting to thrust. "Take it all."

She fucked Kael's mouth with the same intensity she did everything, her cock hitting the back of Kael's throat with each stroke. Kael struggled to breathe around the intrusion, tears streaming down her face, but the cords kept her compliant, kept her mouth open and accepting.

Veyra's knot was swelling larger, and Kael could feel her getting close. The smaller harpy's thrusts became erratic, and she leaned forward, her chest pressed against Kael's back, her breath hot against Kael's ear.

"Going to fill you," Veyra panted. "Going to pump you full of seed."

She ground down hard, and then she was coming, her cock pulsing in Kael's ass as she filled her. The seed was hot, so hot, and it glowed just like Syrith's had. Kael could feel it spreading through her, the magic making her body accept every drop.

In front of her, Thryme's thrusts became harder, more demanding. She held Kael's head in place, her cock sliding over Kael's tongue, and Kael could taste the precum leaking from her tip. It had that same electric quality, making Kael's tongue tingle and go numb.

"Swallow it all," Thryme ordered, and then she was coming too.

Her seed flooded Kael's mouth, thick and overwhelming. Kael had no choice but to swallow, gulp after gulp, and she could feel it coating her throat, warming her from the inside. Thryme held her there, cock buried in her throat, until she'd taken every drop.

When she finally pulled out, Kael gasped for air, coughing. But she wasn't given time to recover. Hands—Syrith's hands—pulled her up, repositioning her. Veyra's knot was still locked in her ass, but Syrith climbed onto the nest in front of her, spreading her legs.

"One more," Syrith said, and guided Kael down onto her cock.

Kael's pussy was still oversensitive from before, still slick with Syrith's seed, and the harpy's cock slid in easily. But now Kael had two of them inside her, two knots locked in place, and the fullness was unbearable. She was stretched beyond what should be possible, stuffed with their cocks, and she couldn't move, couldn't escape.

Syrith ground up into her, and Veyra ground from behind, and the two knots pressed against each other through the thin wall of tissue separating them. The sensation was indescribable—too much, too intense, pleasure that bordered on pain.

"Such a fine nest," Syrith murmured, running her hands over Kael's breasts. "You're perfect for us."

Veyra's knot pulsed, releasing another spurt of seed into Kael's ass, and Syrith's knot throbbed in response. Kael could feel their magic mixing inside her, and could feel her body changing to accommodate them. And when Syrith came again, filling her pussy with fresh seed, Kael's mind finally broke.

She came, convulsing between them, her body milking both their knots. The orgasm seemed to last forever, wave after wave of pleasure that wiped out all thought. She heard herself begging—for more, for less, for something she couldn't name—and the harpies laughed above her, pleased with their prize.

When it finally ended, Kael was limp, barely conscious. The baskets below the nest had collected the overflow, the glowing seed a testament to what she'd become. The watchers in the alcoves cried out their approval, and Kael realized with a sick twist in her stomach that this was what she was now.

Their vessel. Their nest queen. Their toy to use as they pleased.

And the worst part was the small, dark voice in her head that whispered, "Again."



They left her in the peak roost when they were done, her body marked and used, the cords still pulsing around her wrists. The storm had moved on, replaced by a strange calm, and through the gaps in the stone walls Kael could see stars emerging between the clouds. Her body ached in ways she'd never experienced—a deep, satisfied ache that should have horrified her but instead felt almost comfortable.

She lay on the feather bed, naked and covered in drying seed that glowed faintly in the darkness. Her pussy was raw and tender, her ass stretched and sore, her throat scratchy from Thryme's cock. But beneath the discomfort was something else. A warmth. A fullness. A sense of belonging that made her stomach twist with shame.

Kael traced the marks on her skin—scratches from talons, bite marks on her breasts and thighs, the imprints where the knots had locked inside her. Her body didn't feel like her own anymore. It felt like theirs. Like she'd been remade into something purpose-built for their pleasure.

She should be planning an escape. Should be looking for her climbing gear, figuring out how to get down the mountain, running back to her old life. But when she tried to imagine leaving, her chest tightened with something that felt like panic. The thought of not feeling their knots inside her again, not being filled with their glowing seed, made her feel hollow in a way that terrified her.

"I shouldn't want this," she whispered to the empty room, but her body betrayed her even as she said it. Her nipples tightened at the memory of Syrith's mouth, her pussy clenched around nothing, and she felt fresh wetness between her legs.

The sound of wings made her look up. All three of them—Syrith, Veyra, and Thryme—landed in the roost together, their eyes fixed on her. Kael's breath caught. She should feel afraid, should try to cover herself or back away. Instead, she found herself spreading her legs, an invitation she couldn't hold back.

"Please," the word slipped out before she could stop it. "Knot me again."

Syrith's smile was triumphant. "I knew you'd break for us."

They descended on her like a storm. Syrith pulled her up, positioning her in her lap, and Kael felt that familiar thick cock pressing against her entrance. She didn't resist this time. She pushed down onto it, taking the full length in one smooth motion that made them both groan.

"Good girl," Syrith murmured, and the praise sent heat flooding through Kael's body. "You're learning your place."

The knot was already swelling, and when it locked inside her, Kael threw her head back with a moan. This was what she needed, what her body craved. The stretch, the fullness, the way Syrith's seed would fill her to bursting.

But they weren't done with her yet. Veyra moved behind them, her smaller frame climbing onto the bed, and Kael felt her cock pressing against where she was already filled. Panic flared—there was no way they'd both fit—but the magic in the cords pulsed and her body opened impossibly wider.

Veyra pushed in alongside Syrith, and Kael screamed. Two cocks in her pussy, two knots swelling, stretching her beyond reason. It should have hurt, should have torn her apart, but the magic made it feel incredible. She was so full, so stretched, and when both knots locked in place together, she came instantly, her pussy spasming around them.

"That's it," Veyra cackled. "Milk us both."

Thryme appeared in front of her, and Kael opened her mouth without being asked. She wanted it now, wanted to be completely filled, completely used. Thryme's cock slid over her tongue, and Kael sucked eagerly, taking her deep.

They found a rhythm—Syrith and Veyra grinding their knots inside her pussy, Thryme fucking her throat—and Kael lost herself in it. This was what she was meant for. Not climbing mountains, not pushing her limits against rock and ice. This. Being the center of their pleasure, being filled with their seed, being their nest queen.

Syrith came first, her seed flooding Kael's pussy, mixing with Veyra's as she followed moments later. The combination of their glowing seed made Kael's whole body light up, the magic spreading through her veins like wildfire. Thryme pulled out of her mouth and stroked herself, coming across Kael's face and breasts, marking her further.

And then Kael felt something new. A tingling in her breasts, a fullness that had nothing to do with the cocks inside her. She looked down and watched as her breasts began to swell, growing heavier, rounder. The tingling intensified, and then milk began to bead at her nipples—not normal milk, but something that glowed with the same bioluminescence as the harpies' seed.

"Beautiful," Syrith breathed, running her hands over Kael's swollen breasts. "The magic has truly claimed you now."

Veyra leaned in, her tongue flicking out to catch a drop of the glowing milk. "Sweet," she murmured, and then latched onto Kael's nipple, sucking hard.

The sensation was overwhelming. Kael cried out as Veyra drank from her, the pull of her mouth sending pleasure straight to Kael's core. Thryme moved to her other breast, her mouth closing around the nipple, and Kael was trapped between them, pinned on the knots still locked in her pussy while they nursed from her.

She came again, and again, each orgasm rolling into the next until she couldn't tell where one ended and another began. The milk flowed freely, the harpies drinking their fill, and Kael felt herself being drained and filled simultaneously. It was too much, too intense, and she was sobbing with the pleasure of it.

When they finally released her, she collapsed onto the bed, boneless and shaking. The knots had softened enough to slip free, and seed poured out of her, pooling beneath her. Her breasts were still heavy with milk, still leaking, and the harpies licked the drops from her skin with satisfied hums.

Kael lay there, staring up at the stone ceiling, and felt the last of her resistance crumble. She wasn't a climber anymore. Wasn't the woman who'd scaled Stormcrag Peak looking for a summit. She was theirs now, completely and utterly, and the realization didn't bring the horror she expected.

Instead, it brought relief.

Syrith settled beside her, wings wrapping around them both in a possessive embrace. "Rest, little queen," she murmured. "We'll need you again when the storm returns."

Kael turned her head to look out at the night sky, at the stars visible through the mountain's peaks. Somewhere down there was her old life—her gear, her campsite, the person she used to be. But she couldn't imagine going back to it now. Couldn't imagine a life without the weight of their knots inside her, without the pull of their mouths on her breasts, without the magic singing through her veins.

She should feel ashamed. Should feel horror at what she'd become. But as Veyra curled up on her other side and Thryme settled at her feet, as their warmth surrounded her and their scent filled her lungs, all Kael felt was a dark, twisted satisfaction.

She'd been captured by the storm, and she never wanted to be free.
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