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The fence post had split down the middle like a rotten tooth, and Mira drove another nail into the replacement plank with three sharp strikes. Sweat collected in the hollow of her throat, salt mixing with the dust that clung to everything on the ranch—her skin, her work shirt, the sun-bleached braids that hung over her shoulders like frayed rope. The sky stretched overhead, vast and indifferent, the kind of blue that made a person feel small. She wiped her forehead with the back of her hand and reached for another nail from the pouch at her hip.

The ranch sprawled in all directions, isolated by miles of scrubland and the kind of silence that pressed against the ears. Barns loomed dark against the horizon, their wood weathered to silver-gray. The air smelled of hay and turned earth, and something else—something animal and thick that she'd learned to ignore after six months of work here. Her shoulders ached from the morning's labor, but she liked the ache. It meant she was useful, that her hands could fix things.

The ground trembled first.

Mira looked up from the fence, hammer still raised. The trembling became footsteps—heavy, rhythmic, multiple. Her stomach tightened. She knew that cadence, and had heard it echoing through the barn aisles often enough to recognize it anywhere. The overseer and his enforcers.

They emerged from behind the nearest barn like a storm front rolling in. The orc overseer led them, stocky and broad-shouldered, his arms mapped with old scars that told stories Mira didn't want to hear. Behind him came the three giants, each one towering head and shoulders above normal men, their bodies built like siege engines—all muscle and bone and brutal purpose. Their laughter boomed across the empty field, and the sound of it made something twist in Mira's gut.

She set down the hammer slowly and straightened. Her legs wanted to run, but she forced them to stay planted. Running never helped. It only made them chase, and they always caught what they chased.

The air changed as they approached. It thickened with their scent—musk and sweat and something primal that made her nostrils flare involuntarily. The overseer stopped ten feet away, his boots crushing dried grass beneath them. His eyes were dark, unreadable. The giants flanked him, their boulder-like shoulders blocking out the sun, their faces split with grins that showed too many teeth.

"You're part of the herd now," the overseer said. His voice was a grunt, rough as gravel scraping stone.

Mira's heart kicked against her ribs. "The hell I am."

She moved before he could respond, her hand flying to the lasso coiled at her belt. The rope sang through the air as she swung it, the loop opening wide. It was a desperate move and she knew it, but desperation was all she had left. The lasso arced toward the overseer's head—

One of the giants caught it mid-flight. His fist closed around the rope like he was plucking a flower, and he yanked hard enough to send Mira stumbling forward. She tried to let go, but her fingers had tangled in the coil. The rope bit into her palm as she was dragged across the packed earth, her boots skidding uselessly.

"Feisty," one of the giants rumbled, his laugh like rocks tumbling down a hill.

Mira twisted, trying to wrench herself free, but another giant was already on her. His hands closed around her upper arms, and it was like being gripped by tree trunks—immovable, absolute. She kicked at his shins, but her boots might as well have been hitting stone. He lifted her off the ground as easily as she might lift a sack of grain.

"Let me go!" She thrashed, her braids whipping across her face. "I'm a ranch hand, not—"

The overseer stepped close, and his scarred hand produced a length of rope from his belt. It wasn't an ordinary rope. Even through her panic, Mira could see the difference—the fibers seemed to shimmer, catching light that wasn't there. When it touched her wrists, binding them together in front of her body, a strange warmth pulsed against her skin.

The rope hummed.

It was soft at first, barely perceptible, but it grew stronger—a vibration that traveled up her arms and into her chest. Her heart stuttered, then began to beat in time with the hum. The sensation wasn't painful, but it wasn't comfortable either. It felt like something was reaching inside her, finding hooks to catch on, pulling gently but insistently toward something she couldn't name.

"Farm-binding spell," the overseer said, watching her face. "Old magic. You'll feel it working soon enough."

Mira's mouth went dry. She'd heard stories about binding spells, whispered by the other hands during long nights in the bunkhouse before they disappeared. She'd told herself they were just stories. Looking at the rope now, feeling its pulse against her wrists, she understood how stupid she'd been.

"No." The word came out smaller than she wanted. "No, I won't—"

The giant holding her shifted his grip, tossing her over his shoulder like she weighed nothing. The breath left her lungs in a rush. Blood rushed to her head as the world inverted, and she found herself staring at the ground as they began to move. The giant's shoulder dug into her stomach with each step, jarring and relentless.

They dragged her toward the main barn.

She twisted, trying to see behind her, trying to find something to grab onto. Her bound hands were useless. The rope continued its steady hum, and now she could feel it spreading—tendrils of warmth sliding down her spine, pooling low in her belly. It wasn't unpleasant. That was the worst part. It felt like anticipation, like the moment before falling asleep when the body goes heavy and willing.

"Stop fighting," the overseer said from somewhere beside her. His voice was matter-of-fact, almost bored. "Makes it harder on you."

Mira spat in his direction, though she couldn't see if it landed. Her heart was pounding now, but not just with fear. There was something else beneath the fear—a pull, deep and insistent, that seemed to be answering the rope's hum. Her body recognized something her mind refused to accept.

The barn doors loomed ahead, dark and cavernous. The giants' laughter echoed off the walls as they carried her inside. The smell hit her first—hay and animals and sweat, all of it concentrated in the enclosed space. Stalls lined the walls. Equipment hung from hooks she didn't want to examine too closely. And beneath it all, that thick, animal scent that made her head swim.

They set her down roughly in the center aisle. Her knees hit the packed earth, and she gasped. The rope's hum had become a steady throb now, pulsing in time with her heartbeat. When she looked down at her bound wrists, she could see the shimmer more clearly—threads of light woven through the ordinary fiber.

The overseer crouched in front of her. Up close, his face was weathered and hard, but his eyes held something that might have been amusement. Or hunger. Mira couldn't tell the difference anymore.

"You'll learn the rhythms here," he said. "The ranch has its needs. You'll serve them."

Mira's throat worked, trying to form words. Anger burned in her chest, hot and bitter, but beneath it was that pull—that strange, unwanted warmth that made her thighs clench involuntarily. She hated it. She hated the rope and the magic and the knowing look in the overseer's eyes.

But her body had already begun to betray her.



They hauled her deeper into the barn, past empty stalls and hanging tack, until they reached a section she'd never been allowed to enter. The milking parlor. She'd heard the term whispered, had seen hands disappear into this part of the barn and never return to the bunkhouse. Now she understood why.

The space was larger than she'd expected, with stalls lining both walls. But these weren't animal stalls—the padding was different, softer, and the restraints mounted to the walls were unmistakably designed for humanoid bodies. Metal pails sat in neat rows along a workbench, their surfaces gleaming dully in the lamplight. The air hummed with something she could feel in her teeth, in her bones. Rutting energy, raw and barely contained.

The scent was overwhelming here. Straw and sweat, yes, but also arousal—thick and musky and so potent it made her head swim. Her bound hands trembled as the giants set her down again, this time propping her against a support beam. The rope's hum had intensified, pulsing steadily against her wrists, and that warmth in her belly had begun to spread lower.

"Watch," the overseer said. It wasn't a request.

One of the giants stepped forward—the tallest one, with shoulders that seemed to span half the aisle. His massive hands went to the ties at his waist, loosening the rough fabric of his pants. Mira turned her head away, but another giant's hand caught her chin, forcing her to face forward.

"You need to see how it's done," the overseer continued. His voice was clinical, like he was teaching her to shoe a horse. "The ranch needs yield. That's what you're here for now."

The tall giant's pants fell away, and Mira's breath caught despite herself. His cock was already hard, jutting from his body like a weapon—massive, thicker than her wrist, with veins that pulsed visibly along its length. But it was the knot that made her stomach flip. Swollen at the base, it looked impossibly large, the skin stretched tight and flushed dark with blood. She'd seen animal anatomy before, had helped with breeding stock, but this was different. This was wrong in a way that made her chest tight.

The overseer moved behind the giant, his scarred hands surprisingly gentle as they gripped those boulder-like shoulders. "Down," he commanded, and the giant sank to his knees with a rumble that vibrated through the floor.

What happened next seared itself into Mira's vision.

The overseer positioned himself at the giant's back, one hand wrapping around that massive shaft. His grip was sure, practiced, and when he began to stroke, the giant's head fell back with a groan that raised gooseflesh on Mira's arms. The overseer worked methodically, his hand moving from base to tip and back again, his scarred fingers catching on the prominent veins.

A metal pail appeared in his other hand. He positioned it carefully, just as his strokes became faster, more purposeful.

"The knot's the key," the overseer said, and his free hand moved lower, cupping the swollen base. He squeezed, and the giant's entire body went rigid. "Pressure here triggers the release. Takes practice to time it right."

Mira wanted to look away. She tried to close her eyes, but the hand gripping her chin tightened warningly. The rope at her wrists pulsed harder, and that unwanted warmth flared suddenly between her thighs—sharp and insistent. Her body was responding, and she hated it.

The overseer squeezed the knot again, harder this time, while his other hand pumped the giant's shaft in long, firm strokes. The giant's breathing had become ragged, his massive chest heaving. His hips jerked forward involuntarily, fucking into the overseer's grip, and the wet sounds of it filled the parlor—obscene and impossible to ignore.

"Almost," the overseer muttered, and his hand on the knot twisted slightly.

The giant roared.

His cock pulsed once, twice, and then he was coming—thick ropes of cum spurting into the waiting pail with force enough to splash the sides. The seed was white and heavy, steaming slightly in the cool barn air, and there was so much of it. The overseer's hand never stopped moving, milking the giant through the orgasm, squeezing the knot to coax out every last drop. The pail filled steadily, the level rising.

When it finally ended, the giant slumped forward, panting. The overseer set aside the pail—now nearly half-full—and wiped his hand on his pants with the casual efficiency of someone finishing a routine chore.

"Your turn," he said, looking at Mira.

Her stomach dropped. "No."

"Not asking." The overseer gestured, and the other two giants moved. They hauled her upright, and her legs threatened to give out. The rope's pulse had become a throb, matching the sudden, unwanted ache between her legs. When had she gotten wet? She could feel it now, the slickness soaking through her work pants, and shame burned hot in her throat.

They positioned her in front of the second giant. This one was broader, his face scarred across one cheek, and his cock was already hard—another massive, knotted thing that bobbed as he stood before her. The overseer moved behind her, his hands closing over her bound wrists.

"Touch it," he said into her ear.

"I won't—"

He forced her hands forward, pressing her palms against the giant's shaft. The skin was hot, almost feverish, and she felt it pulse beneath her fingers. The giant rumbled appreciatively, his hips pushing forward into her reluctant grip. The overseer's hands covered hers, showing her the rhythm—base to tip, steady pressure, fingers catching on the ridge below the head.

"Good stock needs proper milking," the overseer said. His breath was warm against her neck. "You'll learn to do this on your own soon enough."

Mira's fingers strained as the overseer forced them lower, toward the knot. It was massive, impossibly swollen, and when her palm made contact, the giant above her groaned—a sound that went straight through her body and settled between her thighs. The rope flared hot against her wrists, and she gasped as a spike of pleasure rolled through her—unexpected and unwanted.

"That's the magic working," the overseer said. His voice held satisfaction. "The more you serve the ranch, the more it rewards you. Fight it all you want. Your body knows what it needs."

Mira's hands, guided by the overseer's, continued their work. The giant's cock throbbed in her grip, slick now with precum that made the glide easier. She could feel every pulse, every twitch, and her own body was responding in ways that made her want to scream. Her nipples had hardened beneath her work shirt. Her pussy clenched around nothing, empty and aching.

"I'm no cow," she spat, but her voice came out breathless, unconvincing.

The overseer chuckled. "Keep telling yourself that."

He squeezed her hands tighter around the knot, and the giant's breathing hitched. Mira felt the moment it happened—the knot swelling even larger, the cock in her grip pulsing hard—and then the giant was coming. Hot cum splashed over her hands, her wrists, soaking into the magical rope. The giant rumbled his approval, and the overseer guided her hands through it, milking every drop into another waiting pail.

When he finally released her, Mira's hands fell to her sides. They were sticky, covered in the giant's seed, and she couldn't stop staring at them. The rope's pulse had synchronized with something deep inside her now—a rhythm that felt like a second heartbeat. Her breath came in shallow pants.

"See?" The overseer's hand settled on her shoulder, heavy and possessive. "You're learning already."

Mira's legs trembled. Between her thighs, she was soaked, her body screaming for relief that wouldn't come. The magic coiled tighter in her belly, a spring wound to break. Her breath hitched, and she bit down hard on her lower lip to keep from making a sound.

But the overseer heard it anyway. His smile was knowing.

"That's just the beginning," he said.



They dragged her up a ladder to the hay-loft, her bound hands useless as the giants pushed her from below. The space was smaller than the milking parlor, cramped with sloped beams and the sweet smell of dried hay. A thick layer of straw had been spread across the floor, and in the corner, someone had piled it higher—a crude bed. The wood creaked beneath their weight as they hauled her toward it, and somewhere below, the barn groaned like a living thing.

The overseer climbed up last. His stocky form filled the narrow space, and when he straightened, his head nearly brushed the ceiling. The giants released Mira and retreated to the ladder, their knowing laughs echoing as they descended. She was alone with him now, alone in this cramped loft where the air felt too warm and too close.

Her bound hands came up defensively, but it was a useless gesture. The overseer closed the distance between them in two strides, his scarred hands catching her wrists. The rope pulsed at the contact, sending a fresh wave of heat through her body. She was still soaked between her thighs, still aching from the forced arousal in the milking parlor, and her body screamed for relief even as her mind recoiled.

"Let me go," Mira said, but her voice shook.

"No." Simple. Final.

He forced her backward until her shoulders hit the sloped beam, the wood rough through her shirt. His body pressed against hers—solid and immovable, radiating heat like a furnace. She could smell him up close now, that primal musk mixed with sweat and something darker. His cock was already hard, she could feel it against her hip through his pants, thick and insistent.

"Take my knot, hand," he growled. The words rumbled up from his chest, and they went through her like electricity.

Before she could respond, his hands moved to her work shirt. The fabric was old, worn thin from months of use, and it tore easily when he ripped it open. Buttons scattered into the straw. Cool air hit her exposed skin, and her nipples tightened immediately—a betrayal she couldn't control.

"Stop," Mira gasped, but the word came out breathy, unconvincing.

He didn't stop. His hands moved to her breasts, cupping them roughly. His palms were calloused, the texture strange against her sensitive skin. He squeezed, and a sound escaped her throat before she could stop it—half gasp, half moan. The rope flared hot at her wrists, and the ache between her thighs intensified until it was almost painful.

The overseer's mouth twisted into something that might have been a smile. His hands left her breasts, moving to the waist of her work pants. The button gave easily, and then he was yanking them down her hips along with her underwear. She tried to kick at him, her boot catching his shin, but it was like kicking stone. He didn't even flinch.

"Too much fight in you still," he said. "The magic will fix that."

Mira's pants tangled around her ankles, hobbling her. She was exposed now, naked from the waist down, and the evidence of her arousal was impossible to hide. Slickness coated her inner thighs, gleaming in the dim loft light. The overseer's eyes tracked downward, and his nostrils flared.

"Already wet," he observed. "Good. Makes it easier."

"I don't want—" The words died as his hand moved between her legs.

His fingers found her pussy, thick digits sliding through the slickness there. Mira's hips jerked involuntarily, and she hated herself for it. He explored her roughly, no gentleness, his scarred fingers pushing into her channel. She was tight around him, her body clenching, and he grunted with satisfaction.

"You'll take it," he said, withdrawing his fingers. "All of it."

He freed his cock from his pants, and Mira's stomach clenched with fear. It was thick and flushed dark, not as large as the giants' but still intimidating. The knot at the base was already swelling, the skin stretched tight. Veins ran along the length, pulsing with his heartbeat. Precum beaded at the tip, clear and viscous.

The overseer gripped her hips, his fingers digging into her flesh hard enough to bruise. He positioned himself between her thighs, the head of his cock pressing against her entrance. Mira's bound hands pushed against his chest, trying to create distance, but he was immovable.

"Too big," she said desperately. "It won't—"

He thrust.

The breath left her lungs in a rush. He entered her in one brutal stroke, stretching her impossibly wide. Pain flared sharp and immediate, mixing with the overwhelming fullness. She was too tight for him, her body trying to reject the intrusion, but the magical rope pulsed hot against her wrists and suddenly her channel relaxed—opening, yielding, accepting.

"No," Mira gasped, but her body was already adjusting. The pain faded into something else—an ache that was almost pleasure, a fullness that made her nerve endings sing.

The overseer pulled back and thrust again, deeper this time. His cock dragged against her inner walls, hitting places that made her vision blur. Her pussy clenched around him involuntarily, trying to pull him deeper even as her mind screamed in protest. The magic had its hooks in her now, making her body betray every intention.

"That's it," he rumbled. His hands shifted from her hips to her ass, lifting her slightly. "Take it."

He set a brutal rhythm—hard, deep thrusts that made the hay-loft creak. Each stroke drove the air from her lungs, and she could feel him getting thicker, longer, the knot beginning to swell. Her legs wrapped around his waist without her permission, her body trying to take him deeper. The rope throbbed in time with his thrusts, and that coil of pleasure in her belly wound tighter.

"The knot," she panted. "I can't—"

"You will."

He thrust harder, and she felt it—the swollen base of his cock pressing against her entrance with each stroke. It was too big, impossibly large, but the magic sang through her body and her pussy began to stretch. The pressure was enormous, overwhelming, dancing on the knife-edge between pain and pleasure.

The overseer's scarred hands gripped her ass harder, spreading her wider. He thrust again, and the knot began to push inside. Mira's head fell back against the beam, a cry ripping from her throat. It was too much, too big, her body couldn't possibly—

The knot locked.

It slipped past the tight ring of muscle and swelled even larger, locking them together. Mira felt it all—the impossible stretch, the way her pussy clenched around the invasion, the way his cock pulsed deep inside her. She couldn't move now, couldn't pull away. They were tied together, bound as surely as the rope around her wrists.

"Good," the overseer growled. His hips ground against hers, the knot pulling at her entrance from the inside. "Now you feel it."

He moved in short, grinding thrusts—limited by the knot but devastating in their intensity. Each movement dragged the swollen base against her g-spot, sending shockwaves through her body. The coil in her belly tightened impossibly, and she realized with horror that she was going to come.

"No," Mira whimpered. "Please, I don't—"

His hand moved between their bodies, finding her clit. The touch was rough, almost too much, and it shattered her.

The orgasm ripped through her like lightning. Her pussy clenched hard around his knotted cock, rippling along his length, and she screamed—a sound of pure, unwanted pleasure. The rope blazed against her wrists, and the magic flooded her system, amplifying everything until she couldn't think, couldn't breathe, could only feel.

The overseer roared, his cock pulsing deep inside her. She felt the first splash of his cum—hot and thick, flooding her channel. There was so much of it, more than should be possible, and it kept coming. The knot locked it all inside, preventing any from escaping, and her belly grew warm with the weight of it.

He bred her. The thought cut through her pleasure-fogged mind. He was breeding her, filling her with his seed, claiming her for the ranch.

Mira's body shuddered through aftershocks, her pussy still clenching rhythmically around his knot. The overseer held her pinned, his cock still pulsing, still pumping her full. When he finally stilled, she was shaking—trembling from exhaustion and horror and the lingering pleasure she couldn't deny.

"Bred," he said with satisfaction. "That's what you are now."

The knot would take time to deflate. Until then, she was his—impaled, locked, seeded. Mira closed her eyes against the tears that threatened, but she couldn't close out the feeling of fullness, of being used, of her body singing with satisfaction despite everything.

The ranch had claimed her. And her body had accepted it.



had passed—she didn't know how much. The overseer's knot had finally deflated, and they'd carried her back down to the central barn aisle. Her legs wouldn't support her weight anymore, trembling uselessly beneath her. The giants waited there, all three of them, their massive cocks already hard and ready. The pails she'd helped fill earlier sat in a row, and more empty ones had been brought out. The message was clear.

The air was thick with their scent—musk and arousal so potent it made her head swim. Shadows played across the barn walls from the hanging lamps, and somewhere in the darkness, she heard the rustle of straw, the creak of wood. The ranch breathed around her, alive and hungry.

They positioned her on one of the milking stools—a low, sturdy thing designed for exactly this purpose. Her bound hands gripped the edge for balance as they bent her forward, ass raised, her thighs spread wide over the seat. The rope pulsed steadily against her wrists, that magical warmth now a constant presence in her body. She was still slick between her legs, the overseer's cum leaking slowly from her well-used pussy.

The first giant moved behind her. She recognized him by his size—the tallest one, the one the overseer had milked as a demonstration. His massive hands gripped her hips, and she felt the head of his cock pressing against her entrance. Even after being bred by the overseer, even with the magic relaxing her body, he was enormous.

"Please," Mira whispered, but she didn't know what she was asking for anymore.

The giant pushed forward. The stretch was immediate and intense, her pussy struggling to accommodate his girth. He was thicker than the overseer, longer, and when he seated himself fully inside her, she could feel him in her throat. The knot wasn't fully swollen yet, but she could feel it—a promise of what was coming.

"Tight," he rumbled appreciatively. "Prime stock."

He began to move, and any coherent thought fled. Each thrust drove her forward on the stool, and she had to grip it harder to keep from being knocked off. His cock dragged against her inner walls, hitting depths the overseer hadn't reached. Her pussy clenched around him helplessly, and the wet sounds of their coupling filled the barn—obscene and unavoidable.

The second giant moved in front of her. His scarred face looked down at her, and his hand tangled in her braids, gripping tight enough to make her scalp sting. His other hand guided his cock toward her face—massive and already leaking precum.

"Open," he commanded.

Mira's jaw clenched in refusal, but the first giant chose that moment to thrust particularly hard, driving deep, and her mouth opened on a gasp. The second giant took advantage immediately, pushing his cock past her lips. The taste flooded her mouth—salt and musk and something distinctly male. He was too big, far too big, and her jaw ached with the strain of trying to accommodate him.

"Suck," the second giant ordered, his grip on her braids tightening.

She had no choice. Her tongue moved automatically, sliding along the underside of his shaft, and he groaned with approval. He pushed deeper, hitting the back of her throat, and she gagged. Tears leaked from the corners of her eyes, and drool escaped the corners of her stretched mouth.

Behind her, the first giant's thrusts became harder, faster. His knot was swelling now, pressing insistently against her entrance with each stroke. The pressure was building, that familiar stretch beginning, and Mira's body remembered what was coming. Her pussy clenched in anticipation, and she hated that it did.

"Milk our load," the first giant grunted, his massive hands bruising her hips.

The second giant pulled back slightly, giving her a moment to breathe, then thrust back in. He set his own rhythm, fucking her mouth with short, hard strokes. Her bound hands gripped the stool desperately, her only anchor as she was used from both ends. She could feel the first giant's knot swelling larger, pressing harder, and then—

It popped inside.

Mira's scream was muffled by the cock in her mouth. The first giant's knot locked behind her entrance, stretching her impossibly wide, and he ground his hips against her ass. His cock pulsed deep inside her, and she felt the first splash of his cum—hot and thick and overwhelming. It flooded her channel, mixing with the overseer's seed, filling her until she felt bloated with it.

The second giant's breathing grew ragged. His grip on her braids tightened painfully, and he thrust deeper, hitting the back of her throat repeatedly. Her eyes watered, her jaw screamed, and then he was coming—hot, bitter cum flooding her mouth. She had no choice but to swallow, gulping desperately as he kept pumping, kept filling her. Some escaped the corners of her mouth anyway, dripping down her chin.

"Good," the second giant rumbled, finally pulling back. His cum coated her tongue, the taste inescapable.

Behind her, the first giant was still locked inside, still grinding his knot, still pumping her full. The magical rope flared at her wrists, and pleasure sparked through her body—unwanted but undeniable. Her pussy clenched around his knot rhythmically, milking him, and she moaned despite herself.

Movement to her side. The third giant was there, and in his hand was a small jar. Oil, she realized with horror. Her stomach dropped.

"No," Mira managed, pulling her mouth free. "Not there, you can't—"

Strong hands gripped her ass cheeks, spreading them. She felt oil drizzle over her rear entrance, cool and slick, and then thick fingers pushing inside. The third giant worked methodically, stretching her, preparing her, while the first giant's knot kept her pussy locked and full.

"Prime stock takes all of us," the third giant said. His voice was matter-of-fact, like he was stating a simple truth.

His fingers withdrew, and then she felt his cock—enormous and unyielding—pressing against her rear entrance. The pressure was intense, and she tried to pull away, but the first giant's knot kept her locked in place. The third giant pushed steadily, inexorably, and her body had no choice but to yield.

The stretch was agonizing. Even with the oil, even with the preparation, he was too big. Her rear entrance burned as he pushed inside, inch by impossible inch, until he was fully seated. She was stuffed now—the first giant's knot locked in her pussy, the third giant's cock buried in her ass—and she couldn't breathe, couldn't think.

"One more," the overseer's voice came from beside her.

Impossible. She was already too full. But then his scarred hands were on her hips, angling her slightly, and she felt his cock pressing against her pussy—finding space alongside the first giant's still-knotted shaft.

"Won't fit," Mira gasped. The words were desperate, pleading.

"It will," the overseer said with certainty.

He pushed, and the magic sang through the rope. Her pussy stretched impossibly wider, her body yielding in ways that shouldn't be possible. The overseer's cock slid in alongside the first giant's knot, filling every remaining space. She was completely stuffed now—two cocks in her pussy, one in her ass, all of them enormous and pulsing.

They began to move.

The coordination was practiced, rehearsed. They found a rhythm—when one thrust forward, another pulled back, keeping her constantly filled, constantly stretched. The sensations were overwhelming, bordering on painful, but the magic wouldn't let her escape. It amplified everything, turning the pain into pleasure, the fullness into need.

"Prime stock," they murmured, their voices overlapping. "Good yield." "Takes it well." "Breed her full."

The overseer's hand found her clit again, rubbing roughly, and Mira shattered. The orgasm was violent, wrenching through her body with brutal intensity. Her pussy and ass clenched around the invading cocks, milking them, and they responded immediately. The third giant came first, flooding her rear with hot cum. Then the overseer, adding his seed to the first giant's in her pussy. The first giant's knot pulsed harder, pumping more cum into her already-full channel.

She was a vessel. That was all she was now—a container for their seed, a body to be filled and used. The thought should have horrified her, but the pleasure was too intense, the magic too powerful. Her body sang with satisfaction as they bred her, as they marked her, as they claimed her completely.

When it finally ended, when the last tremors faded and the giants slowly withdrew, Mira collapsed on the stool. Cum leaked from both her holes—so much of it that it pooled on the floor beneath her. Her body was marked with bruises, with the imprints of their hands, with the evidence of their use.

The rope pulsed contentedly at her wrists.

"Good harvest," the overseer said, and his tone held genuine satisfaction.

Mira couldn't respond. She could only kneel there, trembling, stuffed full of their seed, her body a testament to the ranch's purpose.



They gave her time to rest. Not much—just enough for her body to recover slightly, for her breathing to steady. Then they carried her outside to the open corral, where the night air was cool against her heated skin and the stars stretched overhead like scattered salt. They laid her on a hay bale—softer than the barn floor but still rough enough to remind her where she was. What she was.

Mira's body ached in ways she'd never imagined possible. Every muscle felt used, stretched, marked. Cum still leaked slowly from between her thighs, a constant reminder of how thoroughly they'd bred her. Her pussy was swollen and tender, her ass throbbed, and her jaw ached from being stretched around those massive cocks. The rope around her wrists had finally stopped its insistent pulse, settling into a quiet hum that felt almost content.

Above her, the sky was impossibly vast. The ranch's isolation meant no light pollution, and the stars were so bright they almost hurt to look at. She'd gazed at this same sky six months ago, when she'd first arrived to work here, and she'd thought she understood what freedom looked like. Now she knew different. Freedom was a lie she'd told herself. The ranch had always been waiting to claim her.

Her fingers traced the marks on her hips—bruises in the shape of the giants' hands. Then lower, to her belly, which felt fuller than it should. Was it just cum, or was it something more? The breeding magic worked quickly, she'd heard. How long before she knew for certain?

"I can't deny this," Mira whispered to the empty air.

It was the first time she'd admitted it out loud. The words felt like surrender, like the final piece of her resistance crumbling away. The ranch had broken something in her—not just her body, but whatever part of her mind had believed she could fight this. The magic in the rope, the overwhelming pleasure, the way her body had responded despite every intention—it had all been building to this moment of acceptance.

She hated that acceptance felt like relief.

Movement at the corral gate. Mira's head turned, and she saw them approaching—the overseer in front, the three giants flanking him. Their silhouettes were massive against the starlit sky, and even from here, she could see their cocks were hard again. Already. Always.

Her pussy clenched with anticipation, and she didn't try to fight the response anymore.

They reached the hay bale, and the overseer crouched beside her. His scarred hand touched her cheek—not roughly this time, but with something that might have been gentleness. His dark eyes studied her face, reading something there.

"You understand now," he said. It wasn't a question.

Mira's throat worked. The words stuck, pride still fighting even though the war was lost. But her body knew the truth, and finally, her mouth shaped it: "Yes."

"Say it," the overseer commanded quietly.

She took a shuddering breath. The cool night air filled her lungs, and when she exhaled, the last of her resistance went with it. "I'm yours. The ranch's. I'm—" Her voice cracked. "I need it. Please."

The giants rumbled their approval. One of them—the tall one—ran his massive hand down her body, from her throat to her cum-slicked thighs. His touch raised gooseflesh, and Mira's hips lifted involuntarily, seeking.

"Please what?" the overseer prompted.

The words came easier now, spilling out with desperate honesty. "Knot me. Fill me. I need—" She gasped as the tall giant's fingers found her pussy, pushing inside easily despite the swelling. "I need all of you. Breed me properly. Make me your prize."

The overseer's smile was satisfied, possessive. "That's what we wanted to hear."

They moved with coordinated efficiency. The overseer lay back on the hay bale and pulled Mira on top of him, positioning her so his cock pressed against her entrance. She was so wet, so ready, that he slid inside with one smooth thrust. The stretch was still intense, but her body welcomed it now, opening eagerly around him.

The tall giant moved behind her, his oil-slicked cock pressing against her rear entrance. This time, when he pushed inside, Mira pushed back—helping him, taking him willingly. The fullness was exquisite, and she moaned as he seated himself completely.

The second giant knelt beside her head, his cock already leaking precum. She turned her face toward him, mouth opening without being told, and he groaned as he slid past her lips. She sucked eagerly now, her tongue working along his shaft, wanting to taste him, to milk him.

The third giant's hands found her breasts, squeezing roughly, and Mira felt something strange—a tingling sensation deep in her chest, like something was waking up. She didn't have time to process it before they all began to move.

This time was different. There was no pretense of resistance, no fighting against the inevitable. Mira moved with them, rolling her hips, clenching around the cocks that filled her, sucking harder on the giant in her mouth. The pleasure built quickly, that familiar coil tightening in her belly, and she chased it desperately.

"Good girl," the overseer rumbled beneath her, his scarred hands gripping her hips. "Take it all."

His knot was swelling, pressing insistently at her entrance. Behind her, the tall giant's knot did the same, stretching her rear entrance impossibly wider. She was going to be locked between them, knotted in both holes, and the thought sent a spike of pleasure straight through her core.

The overseer thrust hard once, twice, and his knot popped inside. Locked. A heartbeat later, the tall giant's knot did the same, locking in her ass. She was completely filled, completely claimed, and the dual penetration was overwhelming. When they began to grind their knots against her inner walls, she came—hard and sudden, her body clenching around them, milking them.

Both giants roared as they released, flooding her with their cum. The one in her mouth thrust deep, hitting the back of her throat, and she swallowed his load eagerly, wanting every drop. Hot cum filled her from both ends, so much of it that her belly swelled visibly.

But then something else happened.

That tingling in her chest intensified, becoming a pressure, and Mira gasped as wetness bloomed on her breasts. She looked down in shock—her nipples were leaking, clear drops that quickly became thin streams. Milk. Her breasts were producing milk.

The third giant's eyes widened, and then he was there, his mouth closing over one nipple. He sucked hard, and Mira cried out as her milk flowed freely. The sensation was intense—almost as intense as the orgasm, a different kind of pleasure that radiated from her breasts through her entire body.

"She's producing," the third giant said reverently, releasing her nipple long enough to speak before latching on again.

The second giant, finished with her mouth, moved to her other breast. Two giants nursing from her while she was locked on two knotted cocks, cum leaking from every hole—it was too much. Mira came again, harder this time, her body shuddering violently.

The milk flowed faster as she climaxed, and the giants drank eagerly, their mouths hot and demanding on her sensitive breasts. The overseer beneath her ground his knot, working her through the orgasm, and the tall giant behind her did the same. Cum and milk and pleasure all mixed together until Mira couldn't tell where one sensation ended and another began.

"Perfect," the overseer growled. "Exactly what the ranch needs."

They stayed locked together for a long time, the giants drinking from her breasts until her milk slowed to a trickle, their knots keeping her stuffed full of their seed. When they finally withdrew, Mira collapsed back onto the hay bale, boneless and spent.

She stared up at the stars, those distant points of light that seemed to mock her transformation. Her body was marked, used, bred, and lactating. She was everything the ranch had wanted her to be—a vessel for their harvest, a source of pleasure and sustenance, their prize.

Shame curled in her chest, but beneath it was something else. Bliss. Satisfaction. The deep, animal contentment of being exactly what she was meant to be.

The overseer's hand settled on her cum-slicked belly, possessive and warm. "Welcome to the herd," he said.

Mira closed her eyes and let the night air cool her heated skin. She was the ranch's now, completely and irrevocably. And somewhere in the darkest part of her mind, she didn't want it any other way.
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