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The truck's engine cut out, and Harper felt the silence like a hand pressed over her mouth. Dust settled on her bare thighs where the denim shorts ended, a fine grit that stuck to the sweat she'd been producing for the last two hours of the drive. The driver hadn't spoken to her once, had barely looked at her when she'd climbed into the cab at the depot, and now he stared straight ahead through the windshield at the grain silo rising against the purple sky like a monument to something she couldn't name.

She pushed her glasses up her nose—they'd slipped in the heat—and reached for the door handle. The metal burned her palm.

"Out," the driver said. His first word to her.

Harper dropped to the ground, and the impact sent a jolt through her ankles. The earth here was packed hard as concrete, pale and cracked in geometric patterns that reminded her of dried skin. Behind her, the truck's engine turned over again, a cough and rumble, and she turned to see it already pulling away, red taillights flaring once before it disappeared down the dirt road.

The silo loomed. That was the only word for it—loomed. It had to be fifteen stories tall, a cylinder of corrugated steel gone rust-orange in places, rivets the size of her fist marching up its sides in neat rows. A metal staircase zigzagged up the exterior, and at the top, some kind of machinery jutted out like the crown of a deformed king. The structure hummed. She felt it in her teeth, a low vibration that might have been equipment or might have been something else.

The air smelled like iron and grain and something organic she couldn't place, something that made her think of a barn she'd visited once as a child, the rich stink of animals and hay and earth.

She took a step toward the silo. Then another. Her sneakers made no sound on the packed dirt.

The shadows at the base of the structure moved.

Harper stopped. Her heart performed a gymnastics routine in her chest, something complicated and painful. The shadows weren't shadows—they were separating, pulling apart into distinct shapes, and those shapes were moving toward her.

Six of them.

The first thing she registered was height. They were tall—impossibly tall—and as they emerged from the darkness into the last of the daylight, she had to tilt her head back to see their faces. Three of them were proportioned like men, but scaled up, as if someone had taken a human blueprint and added fifty percent to every measurement. Their shoulders were broad as doorways. Their hands, hanging loose at their sides, were the size of dinner plates.

The other three were different. Lower to the ground—though still massive, still towering over her five-foot-two frame—with shoulders hunched forward and arms that seemed too long for their bodies. Their skin was gray-green in the failing light, and as they got closer, she saw the texture of it: rough, scarred, stretched over muscle that shifted under the surface like something alive and separate.

Harper's breath had gone shallow. She could hear it, a rapid whistle through her nose that she couldn't control.

The nearest figure—one of the impossibly tall ones—stepped into clearer light, and she saw his face. Brutal was the word that came to her. Brutal and somehow beautiful in its severity, all hard angles and sharp planes, with eyes that caught the last of the sun and reflected it back amber-gold. His hair was dark, pulled back from his face, and his jaw was covered in stubble that looked coarse enough to draw blood.

He wore pants, she noticed. They all did. Rough canvas or denim, stained with dirt and other things she didn't want to identify. No shirts. Their chests were bare, and she could see the way their muscles moved under skin, the rise and fall of breath, the twitch of something that might have been anticipation.

"Fresh stock for the silo harvest," the nearest one said.

His voice was wrong. Too deep, too resonant, like it was coming from a cave instead of a throat. The words rumbled through the air between them and hit her in the chest, a physical sensation that made her take a step back.

Harper opened her mouth. Nothing came out. Her tongue felt thick and dry, stuck to the roof of her mouth.

The speaker moved closer, and she realized with a distant, analytical part of her brain that he was studying her. His eyes traveled down her body—slowly, deliberately—taking in the thin tank top she'd worn because of the heat, the tiny shorts, the expanse of pale leg between hem and sneaker. When his gaze returned to her face, something in his expression had shifted. His mouth curved up at one corner, a smile that didn't reach his eyes.

"She'll do," he said, and the others made sounds of agreement, grunts and low murmurs that raised the hair on Harper's arms.

Behind the speaker, one of the gray-green ones stepped forward. His face was flatter, broader, with a prominent brow ridge and tusks that curved up from his lower jaw. Scars crossed his chest in pale lines, old wounds that had healed badly. When he breathed, she could see the expansion of his ribcage, the way his stomach contracted.

"Small," this one said. His voice was rougher, more guttural, shaped by a mouth that wasn't made for human language.

"Better that way," another replied—one of the tall ones, this one with longer hair that fell past his shoulders. "Tighter fit."

Harper's legs had started to shake. It was a fine tremor that began in her thighs and worked its way down to her knees, and she locked them, pressing her feet hard into the ground to keep herself upright. Her heart was still doing that complicated thing, that painful gymnastics routine, and now her stomach had joined in, a sick rolling sensation that made her throat tighten.

The first speaker—the one with the brutal, beautiful face—took another step. He was close enough now that she had to crane her neck back at an uncomfortable angle to see his face. Close enough that she could smell him: sweat and something mineral, like heated stone, and underneath that, something musky and animal that made her think again of that childhood barn.

"I'm Torr," he said, and she felt the words as much as heard them, a vibration in her breastbone. He raised one massive hand and gestured to the others. "Bram. Kael." The two remaining tall ones. "Rorik. Varg. Grim." The gray-green ones, the tusked ones, the ones whose eyes reflected the dying light in colors that weren't quite human.

Harper found her voice. It came out as a whisper, thin and reedy. "What—"

"Inside," Torr said, and his hand came down on her shoulder.

The weight of it nearly buckled her knees. His palm covered the curve of her shoulder completely, his fingers extending down to brush the top of her chest, and the heat of his skin burned through the thin cotton of her tank top. He applied pressure—gentle, she realized with a start, he was being gentle—and turned her toward the silo's entrance.

The others fell in around them, three on each side, a moving wall of flesh and muscle that blocked out the last of the daylight. Harper walked because the hand on her shoulder compelled her forward, because her legs moved automatically even as her brain screamed at her to run, to fight, to do something other than submit to this impossible situation.

The silo's entrance gaped before her, a rectangle of deeper darkness in the rust-orange wall. As they approached, she heard new sounds from within: the clank of chains, the hum of machinery, the echo of the vast space inside.

Torr's hand tightened on her shoulder—still gentle, still careful not to hurt, but firm enough that she felt the strength behind it, the ease with which he could snap her bones if he chose.

"Welcome," he said, his voice dropping even lower, and they stepped together into the darkness.



The darkness inside lasted three seconds—long enough for Harper's pupils to dilate, for her breath to catch—and then lights snapped on overhead, industrial floods that turned the interior bone-white and shadowless.

The space was enormous. The silo's walls curved up and up, disappearing into a gloom the floodlights couldn't reach. Metal catwalks crisscrossed overhead, and chains hung from the ceiling like the roots of some inverted forest, thick links that gleamed dully under the harsh light. Equipment lined the walls—tanks with pressure gauges, pumps with rubber hoses coiled beside them, a control panel covered in switches and dials that might have belonged in a factory or a laboratory.

In the center of the floor stood a table. Metal, padded in black vinyl, with restraints at each corner.

Harper's breath went rapid again, that shallow whistle she couldn't control. Torr's hand was still on her shoulder, and now she felt others touching her—fingers at her waist, her hip, brushing the small of her back. The six of them surrounded her completely, a ring of flesh and heat and that animal-mineral smell.

"Strip her," Torr said.

Hands multiplied. They found the hem of her tank top and pulled it up and over her head in one fluid motion, and the sudden exposure to air made her nipples contract. Her bra—cotton, pale blue, nothing special—came off next, unhooked by fingers too large for such delicate work but somehow managing it anyway. She felt the straps slide down her arms, felt the cool air on her breasts, felt the weight of six pairs of eyes.

The button of her shorts popped open. The zipper came down with a sound like tearing fabric. Someone—she couldn't see who, couldn't turn her head with Torr's hand still gripping her shoulder—peeled the denim down her thighs, taking her underwear with it, and then she was stepping out of them, first one foot and then the other, her sneakers removed with the same efficient speed.

Naked. She was naked in the center of a circle of giants and orcs, under lights that showed every inch of her skin, every flaw and curve and imperfection. Her body had never felt so small, so soft, so utterly vulnerable.

One of the orcs—Rorik, she thought, the one with the most scars—reached up toward the chains. He pulled one down, hand over hand, and Harper saw that it ended in a collar. Not leather, not metal exactly, but something in between, a dark material that seemed to absorb light. A green glow emanated from its interior, pulsing slowly like a heartbeat.

"Hold still," Torr said, his voice closer now, his breath warm against the top of her head.

The collar went around her throat. It was heavier than she'd expected, substantial, and when Rorik closed it with a click that echoed through the vast space, something happened. A warmth spread from the point of contact, sinking down through her skin into muscle, into bone. Her body went loose, not paralyzed but compliant, as if her limbs had forgotten how to resist.

They moved her to the table. She walked with them—or they carried her, she couldn't tell which—and then she was lying on the vinyl, the material cool against her back and ass and thighs. The restraints closed around her wrists and ankles, not tight enough to hurt but firm enough that she couldn't have pulled free even if the collar's warmth hadn't been spreading through her entire body, turning her muscles to something soft and yielding.

They spread her legs. The restraints pulled her ankles wide, wider than was comfortable, until she felt the stretch in her inner thighs and hip joints. Air touched her cunt, and she felt herself exposed in a way that made her stomach clench.

Bram—the one with long hair—positioned himself between her legs. His hands landed on her thighs, and the size of them registered again: each palm covered the entire width of her leg, fingers wrapping around to grip the soft flesh. He leaned down, and she felt his breath first, hot and steady against her most sensitive skin, and then his tongue.

The sensation made her back arch off the table. His tongue was too big, too broad, covering her from asshole to clit in one slow stroke, and the texture of it—slightly rough, wet, impossibly warm—sent signals to her brain that she couldn't process. He licked her again, slower this time, and she heard herself make a sound, a whimper or moan that seemed to come from someone else.

Other hands joined in. Someone—Kael, maybe—cupped her breasts, thumbs finding her nipples and circling them until they stood up hard and aching. Another set of hands explored her stomach, her sides, the curve of her waist. Fingers dipped between her legs alongside Bram's tongue, spreading her lips, testing her entrance, finding her already wet from some traitorous response her body had decided on without consulting her mind.

She turned her head and saw the pumps being wheeled closer—industrial things with clear tubes and suction cups, connected to tanks labeled with text she couldn't read from this angle. The sight of them made her stomach drop, but the collar's warmth pulsed stronger, and her body sank deeper into compliance.

Bram moved back, and Torr took his place. She saw his cock for the first time and understood immediately why they'd needed to prepare her. It was proportional to the rest of him—massive, thick as her wrist, longer than her forearm—and at the base, she could see a swelling, a knot that looked impossible.

"This will hurt," Torr said, and she appreciated the honesty even as terror spiked through the collar's warmth.

He positioned himself, the head of his cock pressing against her entrance, and pushed.

The stretch was immediate and overwhelming. Her body resisted, muscles clenching despite the collar's influence, but he kept pushing, steady and inexorable, and she felt herself opening around him inch by impossible inch. The pain was sharp and bright, a burning that radiated from her cunt through her entire pelvis, but underneath it, her body was adjusting, stretching, accommodating what shouldn't have been possible.

He bottomed out, and she could feel him in her stomach, a pressure that made her breath come in short gasps. She looked down the length of her body and saw the bulge, her belly distended by his presence inside her.

Then he pulled back and thrust again, and the knot caught at her entrance.

"No," she heard herself say, but the word came out breathy and weak, and Torr paid it no attention.

He thrust harder, and the knot started to enter her, stretching her entrance beyond what she'd thought possible. The pain reached a crescendo, went white and blinding, and then something gave and he was fully seated, the knot locked inside her, tying them together.

Harper's vision blurred. She could feel him throbbing, could feel her body rippling around him, could feel every inch of the massive intrusion. And then he came.

The release was volcanic. She felt it flooding her, hot and thick and seemingly endless, and her belly began to swell. She watched it happen, watched her flat stomach curve outward, watched it round like she was pregnant, watched it keep growing until she looked months along. The sensation was indescribable—fullness beyond fullness, pressure that bordered on pain but somehow didn't cross that line.

Torr stayed knotted inside her for what felt like hours but was probably minutes, his cock continuing to pulse and throb, and when he finally pulled free—the knot stretching her entrance again, making her cry out—she felt the rush of fluid, felt it running down her thighs and pooling on the table beneath her.

Her belly stayed swollen, round and taut, glowing slightly in the harsh light. She could see the shape of it, the way it had been changed, marked by what had just happened.

"Good," Torr said, his voice satisfied. "Very good."

And Harper understood, with the clarity of the collar's warmth still pulsing through her blood, that this was only the beginning.



They unstrapped her from the table, and her legs wouldn't hold her weight.

Torr caught her—one arm around her waist, her swollen belly pressing against his forearm—and carried her to the center of the silo. Above them, chains rattled and descended, but these were different from the collar's chain. These ended in leather straps and metal buckles, configured in a complex web that Harper's brain couldn't parse.

The harness. That's what it was.

They positioned her in it, arms spread wide and buckled at the wrists, legs lifted and bent at the knees, thighs strapped open so wide she felt her hip joints protest. More straps went around her waist, under her breasts, supporting her weight while leaving every crucial part of her accessible. When they'd finished, she hung in the air like a spider in a web, suspended ten feet off the ground, her body on display under the merciless floodlights.

The chains creaked as her weight settled. She could see the entire silo from this vantage point—the equipment lining the walls, the collection tanks beneath her, the six figures standing in a loose circle around her suspended form. Her belly hung heavy, still swollen with Torr's release, and she watched fluid drip from her cunt down to the concrete floor, a slow patter that echoed in the vast space.

"Torr and Rorik first," Bram said, his voice coming from somewhere to her left. "Set the baseline."

She saw them approach—Torr from the front, Rorik from behind—and understood what was about to happen before their hands touched her.

Torr positioned himself at her cunt, his cock already hard again, and Rorik moved behind her, his gray-green hands gripping her ass cheeks and spreading them. They coordinated without speaking, some silent communication she wasn't part of, and then they were both pushing into her cunt simultaneously.

The sensation was impossible to describe. Two massive cocks forcing their way into a space that had barely accommodated one, stretching her entrance so wide she thought she might tear, filling her so completely that she couldn't breathe, couldn't think, couldn't do anything but feel the overwhelming intrusion. She heard herself screaming—a high, thin sound that bounced off the metal walls—but they didn't stop.

Rorik's cock slid alongside Torr's, the friction between them adding another layer of sensation, and she felt the press of Rorik's knot against her entrance even as Torr's was still trying to fit inside. The pressure built until it was unbearable, until something had to give, and then both knots popped through and locked deep inside her.

Harper's vision went white. Her body convulsed around the dual intrusion, muscles spasming, and she felt both cocks throb in tandem, felt the flood of their releases mixing inside her, felt her belly swell even more, tight as a drum, round as a beach ball.

They stayed knotted for an eternity. She hung in the harness, body twitching, while fluid dripped steadily from where they were joined. When they finally pulled free—both knots exiting at once in a stretch that made her sob—she felt emptied out, hollowed, wrecked.

But there was no recovery time.

"Bram, Varg," someone said—Kael, she thought—and the next pairing approached.

Bram positioned himself behind her, his cock pressing against her asshole, and Varg moved in close, his tusked face level with hers. She felt Bram push into her rear—a slow, inexorable stretch that burned differently than the cunt penetrations, a deeper ache—and then Varg was there too, his cock sliding into the same channel, two massive intrusions in a space that had never been used this way.

The burn intensified. Her body fought this violation more than the others, muscles clenching and resisting, but the collar's warmth pulsed stronger and her resistance melted. Bram and Varg worked themselves deeper, inch by inch, until she felt their knots pressing against her rim.

"Breathe," Bram said, his voice low and almost gentle, and she tried, she did, but when both knots forced their way inside she stopped breathing entirely.

The fullness was total. Her ass stretched around both knots, her belly pressed against the harness straps from the swelling, and when they came—both of them, cocks pulsing and throbbing—she felt the heat of it deep in her guts, felt her stomach extend even further, felt fluid backing up and spilling out around their cocks despite the knots' seal.

They stayed locked inside her, and while they did, the third pairing moved in.

Kael stood in front of her face. His cock was level with her mouth, and she knew what he wanted before he spoke. Grim positioned himself at her side, hands reaching for her breasts, and she felt the suction cups from the pumps being attached to her nipples, felt the machine engage with a mechanical whir and a pulling sensation that made her gasp.

Kael used the gasp. His cock slid past her lips, over her tongue, hitting the back of her throat and continuing, and she felt his knot press against her stretched lips. She couldn't breathe, couldn't swallow, could only endure as he fucked her throat in short, brutal thrusts. Grim's hands worked her breasts, squeezing and kneading in rhythm with the pumps, and she felt something changing in her chest, a tingling warmth that spread through her breast tissue.

When Kael knotted in her throat, she thought she might pass out. The knot lodged behind her teeth, his cock pulsing directly down her esophagus, and she felt his release flooding her stomach, adding to the massive volume already there. She couldn't breathe at all now, could only wait for him to finish, vision darkening at the edges.

He pulled free just before she lost consciousness, and she gasped and coughed, fluid dribbling from her lips.

The pumps were collecting something from her breasts. She looked down through tears and saw the tubes filling with a pale liquid, her body producing milk despite never having been pregnant, the collar's magic or the sheer volume of seed in her system triggering some primal response.

Bram and Varg pulled free from her ass, and she felt the gush of their combined release pouring out, splashing onto the concrete below. But beneath her, she saw the tanks now—large industrial containers with hoses leading up to catch the dripping fluid, and on each tank's side, a label in neat black text:

SILO YIELD – HARPER

Her name. They'd labeled the collection tanks with her name.

"Good yield," Torr said from below, his voice approving. "Better than expected."

They rotated again. Different pairings, different holes, but the pattern was the same: stretch, penetrate, knot, flood, collect. Her body became a processing plant, a production facility, a vessel to be filled and emptied and filled again. Time lost meaning. She couldn't tell if minutes or hours were passing, could only track the rotation by which cocks were inside her, which holes were being stretched, and which fluids were being collected.

Her belly stayed massively swollen, tight and round and glowing slightly under the lights. The milk pumps never stopped, and she watched the collection containers fill, liter after liter of pale liquid drawn from breasts that ached and throbbed. The tanks beneath her filled too, gallons of mixed seed and fluid, all labeled with her name.

"Switch," someone said, and the rotation continued.

Harper hung in the harness and endured, her body used and filled and harvested, and somewhere in the back of her fragmenting mind, she wondered if this would ever end, and if it did, whether she would be the same person she'd been when she stepped off that truck.



Harper lost count of the rotations after the first dozen.

Time became measured in penetrations, in the stretch and fill and flood of her holes, in the ache of her jaw and the burn of her cunt and ass, in the steady pull of the pumps on her nipples. The floodlights never turned off. Sleep came in fragments between rotations, minutes of unconsciousness while they adjusted the harness or checked the collection tanks, and then she'd wake to the sensation of cocks pushing into her again, knots stretching her entrances, the flood of heat as they came inside her.

Her belly never went down. As soon as one load drained out, another replaced it, keeping her constantly swollen and taut. She looked perpetually pregnant, her stomach rounded and heavy, and she could see the shape of it changing with each new deposit, the way her skin stretched to accommodate the volume.

The first day—she thought it was a day, measured by exhaustion and the quality of light filtering through high windows—was painful. Her body hadn't adjusted yet, and every penetration felt like the first, a tearing sensation that made her scream into whatever cock was in her throat. Her holes stayed raw and burning, stretched beyond their limits, and the knots felt like they might split her apart each time they locked inside.

But the collar's warmth pulsed steadily, and something in that magic helped her body adapt. By what she thought was the second day, the pain had dulled to an ache, her tissues somehow healing even as they were continuously used. She could take the knots without screaming now, could feel her body open around them with less resistance, could accommodate the dual penetrations with something approaching ease.

That was when the lactation started.

She felt it first as a pressure in her breasts, a fullness that built until it ached. The pumps were still attached, still pulling rhythmically, but now they were drawing actual milk instead of just stimulating the tissue. She looked down and watched the tubes fill with white instead of pale yellow, watched the containers on the milk collection tanks reach the one-liter mark, then two, then three.

By the third day, her breasts had swollen noticeably. They felt heavy, tight, and the relief when the milk let down was almost orgasmic. The pumps worked constantly, and she produced constantly, her body locked in a cycle of stimulation and production that seemed to have no limit.

"Fuck," Varg said, his guttural voice rough with something like awe. "Look at her."

She was suspended in the harness, Torr and Grim double-knotted in her cunt, Kael in her ass, Rorik in her throat, while Bram and Varg worked her breasts manually alongside the pumps. Her belly was enormous now, so swollen with accumulated seed that she looked nine months pregnant with twins, and milk streamed from her nipples in steady jets.

"Best yield the silo's ever seen," Torr said. He was buried deep inside her, his knot locked tight, and she could feel his cock throbbing with another release. "We'll need bigger tanks."

The words filtered through her consciousness slowly. Best yield. Something about that phrase made warmth bloom in her chest, something beyond the collar's magic. Pride, maybe. A sense of accomplishment in being good at this, in exceeding expectations, in producing more than anyone had anticipated.

Her body was made for this. That's what they kept telling her, and the evidence was impossible to deny. On the fourth day—or what she thought was the fourth day—she looked down at her transformation and barely recognized herself.

Her belly was perpetually distended, round and firm and so full of seed that she could see the individual loads sloshing when the harness swayed. Her breasts had grown at least two cup sizes, heavy and swollen with milk, and the pumps were filling their tenth liter of the day. Her holes stayed slick and open, stretched into permanent accommodation of massive cocks, and she could feel herself dripping constantly, a steady stream of mixed fluids running down to the collection tanks.

The tanks beneath her had multiplied. Six large containers now, all labeled with her name, all at least three-quarters full. She tried to do the math—each tank held maybe twenty gallons, so that was more than a hundred gallons of fluid collected from her body in four days—but her brain couldn't hold the numbers. They slipped away, replaced by sensation, by the thrust of cocks and pull of pumps and flood of heat.

"Yield report," Bram said. He was at the control panel, checking gauges. "Milk production: fourteen liters in the last cycle. Seed collection: thirty-six liters. Total volume processed: one hundred forty-two gallons."

Harper heard the numbers but couldn't connect them to reality. One hundred forty-two gallons had passed through her body. Her body. Her small, soft, inadequate body had somehow processed that impossible volume.

"She's glowing," Rorik observed, and Harper realized it was true.

Her skin had taken on a luminescence, a soft radiance that seemed to come from within. It was most visible on her swollen belly, where the skin stretched thinnest, and she could see patterns in the glow—traces of the magic from the collar, maybe, or some transformation triggered by the sheer volume of seed and stimulation.

They rotated again. Torr and Grim pulled free from her cunt with a wet sound and a gush of fluid, and Bram and Varg immediately took their places. The transition was seamless now, her body accepting the new intrusion without resistance, welcoming it even, and when they knotted deep inside her she felt that bloom of warmth again, that pride in being able to take them, in being useful, in producing.

Kael pulled free from her ass and moved to her throat. His cock slid past her lips—she opened automatically now, didn't need to be forced—and she felt his knot stretch her jaw wide. He came almost immediately, flooding her stomach with another load, and she swallowed what she could, feeling the rest backing up her throat.

The milk pumps pulled harder, and she produced faster. Her breasts ached with fullness and release, ached with the constant stimulation, but underneath the ache was pleasure, a deep satisfaction in letting down, in feeding the machines, in filling the containers.

"Never seen anything like her," Grim said, his clawed hands gentle on her swollen belly. "Built for this."

Built for this. The words echoed in Harper's mind, mixing with the pulse of the collar, the throb of cocks inside her, the pull of pumps on her nipples. Maybe she was. Maybe her small body, her soft flesh, her yielding holes were exactly right for this purpose. Maybe she'd found what she was meant to do.

She hung in the harness, continuously filled and drained and filled again, a processing mechanism, a production unit, a living factory for yield and collection.

And somewhere in her fragmenting consciousness, she stopped fighting it entirely.



On what they told her was the final night—though she suspected "final" meant something different than she understood—they raised her higher.

The chains rattled and creaked as the harness ascended, pulling her up past the catwalks, past the highest collection tanks, until she hung thirty feet above the silo floor. From this height, she could see everything: the network of equipment below, the massive collection tanks with her name printed on them, the six figures standing in a circle directly beneath her, looking up.

New floodlights snapped on, positioned on the floor and aimed upward, bathing her suspended body in harsh white light that turned her into a spotlight performer, a centerpiece, an exhibition.

Harper looked down at herself and barely recognized what she saw.

Her body had transformed. Her breasts were enormous now, heavy and full and constantly leaking milk that dripped down her stomach in pale rivulets. Her belly was swollen to impossible proportions, so full of accumulated seed that she looked overdue with triplets, the skin stretched tight and glowing with that inner luminescence. Her thighs were slick with fluid, her holes visibly stretched and gaping, adapted to constant use. She was marked everywhere—bite marks on her neck and breasts, finger-shaped bruises on her hips and thighs, the redness of skin that had been gripped and held and used continuously.

She was wrecked. She was transformed. She was perfect.

"Tonight," Torr called up to her, his voice echoing through the vast space, "you become permanent. Tonight, you become queen of this herd."

Queen. The word settled into her consciousness like a stone dropping into still water, sending ripples through everything she'd become over these days.

They began to climb—using the catwalks, the chains, the metal framework of the silo itself. All six of them ascending toward her, moving with purpose and coordination. The harness was designed for this, she realized. The straps and buckles and positioning weren't random—they were engineered to allow access from all angles simultaneously.

Torr reached her first, positioning himself in front. His hands gripped her thighs, spreading her wider, and his cock pressed against her cunt. Rorik came from behind, his gray-green body pressing close, his cock nudging against the same entrance. She felt them both push in simultaneously, felt the familiar stretch of double penetration, felt her body open to accommodate them.

But they didn't stop there.

Bram climbed up from below, positioned himself at her ass. Varg appeared beside him, tusked face level with her hip. They coordinated silently, both cocks pressing against her rear entrance, and she felt the burn of penetration times two, felt her ass stretch around both massive intrusions, felt them sink deep.

Four cocks inside her, two in each hole, and she was already fuller than she'd ever been.

Kael appeared at eye level, using the catwalk for leverage. His cock pressed against her lips, and she opened automatically, let him slide into her throat, felt his length push deep until his knot pressed against her teeth.

Five.

Grim was the last. He positioned himself beside her torso, standing on a lower catwalk, and his hands pushed her massive breasts together. His cock slid between them, the head emerging near her collar bone with each thrust, and she felt the pressure of it, the friction against her sensitive tissue.

Six. All six of them, positioned at every available point on her suspended body, using her simultaneously.

"Now," Torr said, and they began to thrust.

The sensation was impossible to describe, impossible to process. Six cocks moving in and out of her body in rhythm, stretching her holes, filling her completely, using every part of her at once. She couldn't breathe around Kael's cock in her throat, couldn't think past the overwhelming fullness, couldn't do anything but hang in the harness and take it.

They built speed together, their thrusts synchronized, and she felt all six knots pressing against her entrances—two at her cunt, two at her ass, one at her lips, and Grim's cock swelling between her breasts.

"Take them," Bram growled. "Take all of us."

The knots pushed harder. Her body resisted—even after days of adaptation, even with the collar's magic, six knots were too much—but they were relentless. The pressure built until it was unbearable, until something had to give, and then her body surrendered.

All six knots popped through simultaneously.

Harper's consciousness whited out. Her body convulsed, every muscle spasming, and she felt the knots lock deep inside her, felt six cocks throbbing in perfect synchronization, felt the build-up that preceded release.

They came together.

The flood was biblical. Six massive loads released simultaneously into her body, filling every cavity, stretching her beyond anything she'd experienced before. Her belly swelled even more—impossibly more—rounding out until she looked ready to burst. Her throat bulged with Kael's release, her ass and cunt stretched to capacity with the combined loads of four giants and orcs, her breasts compressed around Grim's cock as he came between them.

And it didn't stop.

They kept coming, kept pumping her full, and she felt herself overflow. Seed leaked out around the knots in her cunt and ass, running down her thighs in thick streams. It backed up her throat past Kael's knot, dribbling from her nose and the corners of her mouth. Grim's release coated her breasts and neck and collar, mixing with her own milk.

From her suspended position, she could see it raining down—thick streams of mixed fluid falling thirty feet to splash into the collection tanks below. The floodlights caught every drop, turning the falling seed into something almost beautiful, like a perverted fountain show.

Her belly glowed brighter now, distended to grotesque proportions, and she could feel the weight of what they'd deposited inside her, could feel the heat of it in her core.

The six of them stayed knotted for an eternity. She hung between them, impaled on six cocks simultaneously, and felt each pulse and throb as they emptied completely into her body. The collection tanks below filled rapidly, the sound of splashing fluid echoing through the silo.

When they finally began to pull free—carefully, one at a time—each withdrawal brought a fresh gush of fluid. Kael pulled from her throat and she gasped and coughed, seed pouring from her mouth. Grim stepped back and her breasts separated, coated and dripping. Torr and Rorik pulled from her cunt together, and the flood that followed was massive, a waterfall of mixed releases that splashed loudly into the tanks. Bram and Varg withdrew from her ass last, and she felt the emptying, the sudden void where she'd been filled.

But her belly stayed swollen. Some of the seed had been absorbed, processed by her body, turned into whatever magic the collar used to sustain her transformation.

They lowered her slowly, the chains creaking. When she was at eye level with Torr, he pulled something from his pocket—a metal implement that glowed with the same green light as her collar.

"The mark," he said softly. "So everyone knows you belong here."

He pressed the implement to her hip, and she felt the burn, felt it sinking through skin into muscle, felt the magic sealing it permanently. When he pulled it away, she looked down and saw the symbol: a stylized knot, small and perfect, branded into her pale flesh.

They lowered her all the way to the floor and released her from the harness. Her legs couldn't hold her—they hadn't in days—and Torr caught her, lifting her into his arms like she weighed nothing. Her swollen belly pressed against his chest, her massive breasts leaked milk onto his skin, and she looked up at his brutal, beautiful face.

"You're staying," he said. It wasn't a question.

Harper thought about the truck that had dropped her off, about the life she'd had before, about the person she'd been. That girl was gone, transformed into this creature of yield and production, this queen of an impossible herd.

"Yes," she whispered.

The other five gathered close, and she felt their hands on her—gentle now, reverent—touching her branded hip, her swollen belly, her marked flesh.

"Forever," Rorik said, his guttural voice soft.

"Our queen," Kael added.

"Best yield the silo's ever seen," Bram murmured, and she heard the pride in his voice.

They carried her together to a corner of the silo she hadn't seen before, where a nest of blankets and pillows had been prepared. They laid her down carefully, arranging her body so her swollen belly was supported, so her aching breasts could drain into collection cups, so she was comfortable despite her transformation.

"Rest now," Torr said, his massive hand gentle on her head. "Tomorrow we harvest again."

Harper closed her eyes. The collar pulsed warm at her throat, the brand on her hip throbbed gently, and her body—stretched, filled, marked, transformed—settled into its new purpose.

She was home.
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