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The rainbow ticket felt wrong in her palm—too warm, pulsing with light that shouldn't exist outside a blacklight poster. Lily Harper stood in the shadow of the Everlasting Confectionery Works at midnight, her breath visible in the October air, her heart doing something frantic and bird-like against her ribs. The factory loomed above her, all Victorian brick and twisted metal pipes, windows dark except for a strange shimmer that seemed to come from somewhere deep inside. She'd paid three hundred dollars on a forum that smelled like scam and desperation, and the ticket had arrived in an envelope that left rainbow smears on her fingers.

This was stupid. This was the kind of stupid that got college juniors murdered and turned into true crime podcasts.

She slipped the ticket into the card reader beside the side door anyway.

The lock clicked open with a sound like sugar crystals grinding together. Lily's hand shook as she pulled the door wide, and then she was inside, and the world became something else entirely.

The hallway smelled like every childhood birthday party compressed into a single breath—vanilla and strawberry and something sharp and electric that made her sinuses tingle. Lights embedded in the walls pulsed in slow, hypnotic patterns, candy-colored bulbs that cast her shadow in overlapping hues of pink and blue and green. The floor beneath her sneakers felt slightly soft, as if the concrete had been coated in something yielding. Her footsteps made no sound.

Lily moved deeper into the factory, past conveyor belts frozen mid-operation and vats of what looked like liquid gemstones. The air grew warmer. Sweeter. She'd worn jeans and a hoodie, practical clothes for breaking and entering, but now the hoodie felt too heavy against her skin. She unzipped it halfway, and the air kissed the exposed hollow of her throat.

She'd been overlooked her entire life. In high school, she'd been the friend who listened to everyone's drama but never had her own. In college, she'd faded into lecture hall seats and library corners, visible only when someone needed notes or a ride. The guys she'd hooked up with—three in total, counting the disastrous freshman year fumble—had treated her body like a checkbox on a list. Get off, say thanks, leave before breakfast. She'd learned to make herself small, to take up less space, to want less.

But she wanted this. Whatever this was.

The hallway branched, and Lily followed the warmth. She passed rooms full of spinning mixing blades and giant lollipop molds, all still and silent like a museum exhibit. Her body felt strange, hyperaware of the fabric of her bra against her nipples, the seam of her jeans between her legs. She pressed her thighs together as she walked and felt a pulse of heat that made her breath catch.

Then she heard it: giggles, high-pitched and multiple, like children playing some secret game.

The sound came from deeper in the factory, down a corridor that glowed brighter than the rest. The lights here weren't just pulsing—they were dancing, stroking the walls in liquid patterns that made her eyes water. Lily's pulse kicked up another notch. The giggles rose and fell in waves, punctuated by sounds she couldn't identify, wet and rhythmic and somehow knowing.

Her skin tingled everywhere, a pins-and-needles sensation that concentrated in her breasts and between her legs. She was wet, she realized with a flush of shame and excitement. Actually wet, her underwear dampening against her pussy, and she hadn't even seen anything yet.

The corridor ended at a door.

It was massive, easily twice her height, made of some material that looked like a solidified rainbow. The colors swirled and shifted across its surface—red bleeding into orange, orange into yellow, a perpetual sunset in vertical form. A seal ran across the door at chest height, symbols she didn't recognize, but the seal was cracked. Someone had broken it already, or something had broken it from inside.

The giggles were louder here, definitely coming from beyond the door. And beneath them, a sound like humming, or singing, or chanting—wordless but purposeful, calling to something in her gut that clenched and released with each syllable.

Lily's hand moved toward the door without conscious decision. Her fingers looked pale against the rainbow surface, ordinary and small. The warmth between her thighs had become an ache, an emptiness that demanded filling. She'd felt this before, during those disappointing hookups, but never this strong. Never this insistent.

The door felt alive under her palm. It pulsed with heat that traveled up her arm and down through her chest, her belly, settling between her legs like a hand cupping her sex. She gasped and nearly pulled away, but the sensation felt too good—felt, she realized with horror and hunger, like being wanted.

The giggles rose to a fever pitch. The rainbow glow intensified, bleeding through the cracks around the door's edges, and Lily could swear she heard her name in the chanting. Li-ly. Li-ly. Li-ly. High voices, dozens of them, speaking in unison or maybe in rounds, the syllables overlapping until they became music.

Her nipples had hardened to painful points. The wet heat between her legs had spread, her inner thighs slick with it, and when she shifted her weight the friction made her whimper. This was insane. This was wrong. She should leave, should run back through the candy-lit hallways and out into the cold October night, should delete the forum from her browser history and pretend she'd never heard of the Everlasting Confectionery Works.

Instead, Lily pushed.

The door swung open on silent hinges, and rainbow light poured over her like warm water. The giggles became shrieks of joy. The chanting reached a crescendo.

And beyond the threshold, something waited in the swirling colors—many somethings, small and quick and hungry.

Lily stepped inside.



The chamber was too much for her eyes to process at once—a room that shouldn't exist inside the factory's brick shell, vast and high-ceilinged and saturated with color that seemed to generate its own light. Lollipop trees grew from the floor, their spiral trunks spinning slowly, candy leaves rustling with a sound like wind chimes. Pools of liquid bubbled across the space, each one a different color, the bubbles rising and popping with soft musical notes. Sugar clouds drifted near the ceiling, trailing wisps of spun candy that dissolved into glittering dust.

Lily's mouth had gone dry. Her legs felt weak, but she moved forward anyway, drawn by something she couldn't name. The air tasted sweet on her tongue, so sweet it almost hurt. Each breath made her lightheaded, giddy, her body loose and heavy at once.

The giggling had stopped.

In the sudden silence, she heard only the bubble-music of the pools and her own breathing, quick and shallow. Her pussy throbbed with each heartbeat, swollen and sensitive, and she could feel how soaked her underwear had become. The seam of her jeans pressed against her clit when she walked, sending little shocks of pleasure-pain up her spine.

At the center of the chamber, something glowed.

Lily walked toward it, past a spinning lollipop tree that left sticky residue on her hoodie, past a pool that bubbled pink and smelled like roses and something else, something muskier. Her sneakers sank into the floor that felt like packed brown sugar. The glow grew brighter as she approached—a perfect sphere, basketball-sized, hovering at chest height above a raised platform. It swirled with every color she could name and some she couldn't, patterns chasing each other across its surface.

She needed to touch it.

The thought wasn't hers, exactly, but it settled into her brain like it had always been there. Her hand lifted without permission, reaching for the orb. This close, she could see shapes moving inside the sphere, small forms darting and tumbling over each other. The heat between her legs intensified, and became almost unbearable. Her nipples ached. Her clit pulsed.

Lily's fingers made contact.

The orb burst.

Not an explosion—a blooming, like a flower opening in fast-motion, petals of pure light unfurling and washing over her. Rainbow colors flooded her vision, her skin, seemed to pour into her open mouth when she gasped. The sensation was orgasmic, not quite enough to make her come but close, so close, her cunt clenching on nothing while light stroked every nerve ending at once.

Then the giggling started again, all around her, and the light cleared.

They were everywhere.

Knee-high creatures surrounded her, dozens of them, maybe more. Rainbow-skinned, every color distributed across their small bodies in swirling patterns—a leg in blue, a torso in yellow and green, an arm in red-orange. Their heads were round and smooth, features delicate, with candy-button eyes that reflected light and glowed from within. Each had a tuft of hair growing from the top of their skull in a different color, standing straight up like fiber-optic filaments.

And between their legs, small cocks stood at attention—finger-length, proportional to their bodies, but undeniably erect and leaking something clear that caught the rainbow light.

Lily's mind went blank with shock.

The creatures—sprites, her brain supplied, they were sprites—began to move, circling her platform. Their mouths opened, showing teeth like white sugar crystals, and they chanted in high, piping voices: "Li-ly. Li-ly. Li-ly Harper. Chosen one. Fertile one. Soft big human."

"What the fuck," Lily whispered.

The sprites shrieked with laughter, bouncing on their small legs, their cocks bobbing. One in the front—taller than the others, maybe eighteen inches high, with green skin and orange hair—stepped forward onto the platform. Its voice was higher than the others, almost squeaky, but filled with authority.

"She touched the orb! The seal is broken! The harvest can begin!"

The other sprites cheered, a sound like wind chimes having a seizure. They surged forward as a mass, and Lily stumbled backward, but there was nowhere to go. Small hands grabbed her ankles, her calves, surprising in their strength. More sprites climbed onto the platform, pressing against her legs from all sides.

Fear shot through Lily's arousal like ice water. "Wait—what harvest? What are you—"

"The chosen fertile one," the leader sprite squeaked, climbing up her leg with tiny fingers digging into her jeans. "Centuries we waited! The rainbow seed must have a vessel! Big soft cunt to fill and fill and fill!"

The other sprites took up the chant: "Fill and fill and fill!"

Their bodies pressed against her thighs, her hips, their skin hot through the denim. Each point of contact sent an electric jolt straight to her pussy, and despite her fear—because of her fear—Lily felt herself getting wetter. The sprites at her feet had started tugging at her shoelaces, working together with surprising coordination. Others climbed higher, reaching for her belt loops.

The leader sprite reached her waist and looked up at her with those glowing candy-button eyes. Its tiny cock pressed against her hip, leaving a damp spot on her hoodie. When it spoke again, its voice was almost reverent.

"She wants us. Smell her wanting. Taste it in the air."

Lily's face burned. They could smell her arousal, and worse—they were right. Despite the surreal horror of being swarmed by knee-high rainbow creatures with erections, her body was responding with enthusiasm. Her pussy clenched and throbbed, empty and desperate. Her nipples had become so hard they hurt.

More sprites pressed in, completely surrounding her now, a living rainbow tide of small bodies. Their giggles had taken on a breathless quality. She could feel at least a dozen of their cocks pressing against her legs, her ass, her stomach, all of them hard and hot and leaking.

"Chosen one," the sprites chanted in unison. "Fertile one. Ours ours ours."

Lily opened her mouth to protest, to question, to scream—she wasn't sure which. But then a sprite's tiny hand slipped under the hem of her hoodie and touched her bare skin, and the sensation that rolled through her body erased every coherent thought. It felt like being touched by pleasure itself, concentrated and electric, and a moan escaped her throat before she could stop it.

The sprites shrieked with joy. The tugging at her clothes intensified. And Lily realized, with a mixture of terror and dark excitement, that she was going to let them continue.

She'd wanted to feel desired. She'd wanted to feel like she mattered.

The swarm pressed closer, and in their high, hungry voices, they made her a promise: "Make you feel everything, big soft human. Everything, everything everything."



They lifted her with a strength that shouldn't exist in bodies so small, dozens of hands supporting her weight as if she were made of spun sugar. Lily's feet left the platform, and she gasped, instinctively tensing, but the sprites carried her smoothly through the air. Their hands were hot against her body, leaving trails of tingling warmth wherever they touched. The sensation of so many points of contact—her arms, her back, her thighs, her ass—made her head spin.

They deposited her onto one of the floating sugar clouds, and it yielded beneath her weight but held firm, soft as cotton but substantial. The texture against her back felt like being cradled by something alive and warm. Above her, the ceiling of the chamber swirled with colors. Around her, the sprites gathered in a circle, their candy-button eyes glowing brighter, their small cocks standing rigid and leaking.

The leader sprite climbed onto the cloud beside her head. "Remove the coverings. See what we've been gifted."

Small hands descended on her clothes with purpose. They worked her hoodie up and over her head, a dozen sprites coordinating to peel it away. Her t-shirt followed. When the cool air hit her bra, Lily's arms moved instinctively to cover herself, but tiny fingers caught her wrists and pulled them gently but firmly to her sides.

"No hiding," the leader squeaked. "Let us see. Let us worship."

Her bra unclasped—how did they know how bras worked?—and was pulled away. Her breasts spilled free, heavy and pale, nipples dark and hard. A collective sigh rose from the sprites, almost reverent.

"Perfect," one whispered.

"So soft," said another.

"Made for filling," a third added, and giggled.

Her jeans took more effort, multiple sprites working together to unbutton, unzip, and drag them down her legs. Her underwear—plain cotton, she hadn't dressed for seduction—came next. When she was finally naked, exposed completely to the swarm, Lily felt tears prick her eyes.

She'd never been looked at like this. Like she was something precious. Like she was exactly what was needed.

"I just—" Her voice cracked. "I've always wanted to feel wanted. Actually wanted. Not just... convenient."

The sprites went silent. Even the bubble-music of the pools seemed to quiet. The leader sprite moved to her shoulder, its small hand resting on her collarbone. When it spoke, its squeaky voice had softened.

"Waited so long for you. Real human woman. Real fertile cunt and womb and soft places. Not pictures. Not dreams." It looked at the other sprites. "Tell her. Tell her how long we waited."

A chorus of voices: "Centuries." "Forever." "Thought we'd fade to nothing." "Thought the harvest would never come again."

"You're not convenient," the leader said, looking back at her with those glowing eyes. "You're salvation."

Something in Lily's chest cracked open. She'd come here for a thrill, for recklessness, maybe for danger. She hadn't expected this—to be needed, to matter, to be the answer to some ancient hunger.

"Okay," she whispered. "Okay."

The sprites erupted in cheers, bouncing and spinning, their cocks bobbing. Then they descended on her body like a rainbow wave.

Mouths everywhere. Tiny mouths with sugar-crystal teeth, lips and tongues working her skin. A sprite latched onto her left nipple and sucked hard, and the sensation shot straight to her pussy. Another took her right nipple, tongue swirling the sensitive peak. More mouths kissed and licked her belly, her thighs, behind her knees, the tender skin of her inner arms.

Lily arched off the cloud, a moan tearing from her throat. The pleasure was too much, too many points of stimulation, her brain couldn't process it all. Two sprites pushed her thighs apart, exposing her pussy to the crowd, and the sight of her swollen, glistening folds made them shriek with excitement.

"Look at her cunt!"

"So pink and wet!"

"Opening for us already!"

A sprite dove between her legs, its small tongue lapping at her folds from bottom to top, collecting her wetness. The sensation made Lily's hips jerk. Another sprite joined the first, both of them licking her pussy with rapid, enthusiastic strokes. Then a third sprite found her clit with its tongue and began to circle the swollen nub, and Lily's vision whited out for a moment.

"Oh fuck," she gasped. "Oh fuck oh fuck—"

The sprites at her breasts bit down gently, just enough pressure to send jolts of pleasure-pain through her chest. The ones at her pussy increased their speed, tongues working together, one sliding inside her while another focused on her clit and a third lapped at her perineum.

She was going to come. Already. From just their mouths. Her thighs shook, her pussy clenched, the heat building in her core reaching critical mass.

Then the leader sprite squeaked a command: "She's ready! Fill her! Begin the harvest!"

The sprites between her legs pulled back, and Lily whimpered at the loss. But then she felt something pressing against her entrance—not one cock, but multiple, the sprites pushing together, competing for access. Two small cocks slipped inside her at once, and the stretch made her cry out.

They were small individually, but together they filled her, stretched her pussy in a way she'd never felt. And they didn't wait, and didn't give her time to adjust. They began to thrust immediately, rapid movements, their hips slapping against her pussy lips. A third cock pushed in alongside the first two, and Lily's back arched so hard she thought her spine might snap.

"Take us," the sprites chanted, their voices breathless. "Take us all. Let us fill your big fertile cunt."

More sprites pressed in, rubbing their cocks against her thighs, her ass, her stomach, anywhere they could reach. The ones inside her thrust without rhythm, each following its own desperate pace. The friction was incredible, overwhelming, three small cocks pumping in and out of her clenching pussy while tongues continued to work her clit and nipples.

Lily couldn't form words anymore, just gasping moans and whimpers. Her hands fisted in the cloud beneath her, her hips bucking to meet the sprites' thrusts. She'd never felt so full, so completely surrounded and penetrated and wanted.

"She's close," a sprite squealed. "Feel her squeezing!"

"Don't stop, don't stop, don't stop!"

The pressure built and built, her whole body tightening, pussy clenching hard around the invading cocks. The sprites thrust faster, harder, their tiny bodies working with desperate purpose. A mouth sealed around her clit and sucked hard, and that was it—

Lily came with a scream, her pussy spasming wildly around the sprites' cocks, clenching and releasing in waves that seemed to go on forever. The pleasure was white-hot, obliterating, so intense she couldn't breathe. Her thighs clamped around the sprites' heads, her hands clutching at rainbow skin, her whole body seized in orgasm.

The sprites didn't stop. They kept thrusting through her climax, prolonging it, wringing every last tremor from her body. And when she could finally gasp out words, what came from her mouth surprised her:

"More. Please. Keep going. I need—I need more."

The sprites shrieked with joy, and the swarm pressed closer.



Rainbow hands gripped her hips, her shoulders, her arms, turning her body with surprising force. The sprites moved her like choreographers positioning a dancer, flipping her onto her hands and knees on the soft cloud platform. Lily's arms trembled, her body still shaking from her orgasm, pussy still clenching on nothing now that the sprites had withdrawn. She felt empty, desperately empty, her cunt aching to be filled again.

The leader sprite appeared in front of her face, its small cock level with her mouth, already leaking clear fluid. Behind her, she felt a dozen small bodies pressing against her ass and thighs, more sprites climbing onto her back, hands everywhere.

"Open," the leader commanded, tapping its cock against her lips. "Every hole. Take us in every hole."

Lily opened her mouth.

The sprite thrust forward, its cock sliding over her tongue, and the taste was sweet—like candy, but with something earthier underneath. Not unpleasant. The sprite gripped her hair with both hands and began to pump, fucking her mouth with quick, shallow thrusts. Its cock wasn't large enough to choke her, but the act itself—being used, being filled—sent fresh heat flooding through her body.

Behind her, sprites spread her ass cheeks apart. She felt something wet and slick being rubbed against her asshole—their cum, maybe, or some kind of candy-sweet lubricant—and then pressure. A small cock pushed against her tight ring, persistent, and Lily forced herself to relax. The sprite popped through, and she gasped around the cock in her mouth.

Then more pressure at her pussy. Multiple cocks again, sprites fighting for access, two or three pushing inside at once. The fullness was immediate and overwhelming—her ass stretched around one cock, her pussy stuffed with several more, her mouth filled. Every hole penetrated, used, claimed by the swarm.

The sprites began to thrust.

There was no coordination, no rhythm. Each sprite followed its own desperate need, fucking into her with rapid, chaotic movements. The ones in her pussy slapped against her ass and thighs, their small bodies working frantically. The one in her ass gripped her hips hard enough to bruise. The one in her mouth thrust deeper, making her eyes water.

More sprites climbed onto her back, rubbing their cocks against her skin, leaving trails of sticky fluid. Others pressed against her hanging breasts, fucking the space between her soft flesh and her ribcage. Hands gripped her everywhere—her arms, her thighs, her ass, her breasts—holding her in place for the swarm's use.

"Take our seed!" a sprite shrieked.

"Big fertile one!" another cried.

The chant started again, dozens of high voices in chaotic unison: "Take our seed, big fertile one! Let every hole flood with sprite cum! Swell with our harvest! Carry our rainbow legacy!"

The words vibrated through Lily's body, mixing with the physical sensations until she couldn't separate one from the other. She was being fucked by a swarm of magical creatures, filled in every hole, covered in their rainbow bodies, and her pussy was clenching and dripping and she was going to come again.

The pace increased. The sprites thrust harder, faster, their small cocks pumping in and out of her holes with frantic desperation. The ones in her pussy hit something inside her that made stars explode behind her eyes. The one in her ass sent jolts of dark pleasure up her spine. The one in her mouth thrust deeper, and she gagged but didn't pull away.

"She's squeezing!"

"So tight!"

"Gonna fill her—gonna pump her full—"

A sprite in her pussy came first. She felt it—the cock inside her pulsing, swelling slightly, and then hot liquid flooding her channel. Not just a little. A lot. The sprite's cum filled her pussy in thick, pulsing jets, more than should fit in such a small body. It was warm, almost hot, and it glowed—she could feel the glow, the rainbow light radiating inside her.

Then another sprite came, and another. The cocks in her pussy unloaded one after another, pumping her full of glowing cum that had nowhere to go. It overflowed, running down her thighs in multicolored streams—red and orange and yellow and green and blue and purple, all mixing together, dripping onto the cloud beneath her.

The sprite in her ass came with a high-pitched squeal, its cock pulsing as it filled her other hole. The pressure was intense, the heat spreading through her bowels, and cum leaked out around the sprite's cock, running down to join the mess already coating her thighs.

Lily's orgasm hit like a freight train.

Her pussy spasmed wildly, clenching hard around the cocks still thrusting inside her, milking them. Her ass clenched too, gripping the sprite buried there. Her scream was muffled by the cock in her mouth, but it tore from her throat anyway, raw and desperate. The pleasure was so intense it bordered on pain, her entire body seized in climax, and she couldn't breathe, couldn't think, could only feel.

The sprites didn't stop.

New ones replaced those who'd already come, fresh cocks pushing into her cum-filled holes. Her pussy was slick with their seed, making obscene wet sounds as they thrust in and out. More cum pumped into her with each new load, her belly starting to feel heavy with the sheer volume. It pooled beneath her on the cloud, sticky and rainbow-bright.

The sprite in her mouth came, spurting down her throat, and she swallowed reflexively. The taste flooded her mouth—sweet and strange and addictive. It pulled out and another immediately took its place, fucking her face with the same desperate need.

Lily lost count of her orgasms. They blurred together, waves of pleasure that crested and crashed and never fully receded. Her body was a vessel for the swarm's needs, holes stretched and filled and overflowing, skin covered in rainbow fluid and small clutching hands. She was screaming or sobbing or both, her voice breaking, her body shaking so hard she would have collapsed if the sprites weren't holding her up.

"More," a sprite commanded. "She can take more! Fill her until she can't hold any more!"

They obeyed with enthusiasm. Cocks in her pussy, her ass, her mouth, all thrusting in a chaotic rhythm. Her breasts ached from being gripped and squeezed. Her thighs were soaked with cum, the streams running down to her knees. She could feel it inside her, hot and heavy, her pussy and ass full to capacity and still accepting more.

The chant rose again: "Swell with our harvest! Carry our rainbow legacy! Fertile one! Ours ours ours!"

Another orgasm tore through her, and Lily screamed around the cock in her mouth. Her pussy clenched so hard it felt like it might break, milking the cocks inside her, and she felt more cum flooding in, pulsing and hot. Her ass spasmed, more cum filling her there too. Her whole body convulsed, pleasure so intense it whited out her vision.

Time lost meaning. There was only the swarm, the fullness, the cum, the pleasure. Sprite after sprite used her holes, came inside her, pulled out and was replaced. The pool of rainbow cum beneath her grew, soaking into the cloud, dripping off the platform's edge. Her belly felt swollen, heavy, the pressure inside her almost too much.

Finally—hours later or minutes, she couldn't tell—the frenzy began to slow. The sprites' movements became less frantic, more purposeful. They held her impaled on their cocks, buried deep in all her holes, as the last few loads pumped into her. Cum leaked steadily from her pussy and ass, but they held her there, keeping as much inside as possible.

The chamber's glow intensified, rainbow light pulsing in time with her heartbeat. The sprites began to pull out slowly, carefully, and each withdrawal made cum gush from her holes in thick streams. When the last cock slipped free from her pussy, she felt the flood—rainbow cum pouring out of her, so much that it seemed impossible she'd held it all.

The leader sprite crawled to her face, cupping her cheek with one small hand. Its candy-button eyes glowed softly, almost gentle now.

"You'll carry our rainbow legacy," it whispered. "Feel us in you for days. Remember how we filled you. Remember you're ours."

In the distance, beyond the chamber walls, factory whistles began to blow. A melodic series of notes, signaling something—completion, perhaps, or dawn, or the end of a shift that existed outside time.

Lily collapsed onto the cum-soaked cloud, her body wrung out and trembling. The sprites gathered around her, small hands stroking her skin, voices murmuring soft praises. Her holes ached, stretched and thoroughly used. Rainbow cum continued to leak from her pussy and ass, warm and slick. And despite the exhaustion, despite the soreness, she felt more satisfied than she'd ever felt in her life.

She'd been wanted. She'd been needed. She'd been filled.

The sprites curled against her body, warm and soft, their earlier frenzy replaced by contentment. And as Lily's eyes drifted closed, she thought she heard them singing—a lullaby in a language she didn't know, sweet and strange and somehow like home.



Consciousness returned slowly, bringing sensation with it—the ache between her thighs, the soreness in her jaw, the heavy warmth in her belly. Lily opened her eyes to find the Rainbow Chamber's ceiling still swirling with colors, gentler now, like a sunset instead of a lightning storm. She was still on the cloud platform, still naked, still covered in dried rainbow residue that cracked slightly when she moved.

And still leaking. She felt it—cum oozing from her pussy and ass in slow, thick trickles, warm against her skin. So much of it. Her holes felt stretched, tender, thoroughly used.

The sprites surrounded her, watching. They'd settled into small groups, their earlier frenzy completely gone. Some were sleeping, curled against each other. Others sat with their candy-button eyes fixed on her, glowing softly. The leader sprite stood closest, its green skin muted in the softer light.

"She wakes," it said quietly, and the other sprites stirred. "The chosen one returns to herself."

Lily tried to sit up and immediately regretted it. Every muscle protested, especially her core. Her pussy throbbed, her ass ached, her jaw felt like she'd been grinding her teeth for hours. More cum gushed from her holes with the movement, and she gasped.

"Easy," the leader sprite said, moving to her side. "Big soft human is tender now. We filled her very full."

That was an understatement. Lily looked down at her body and saw the evidence—her inner thighs were coated in dried rainbow streaks, her belly slightly distended from the sheer volume of cum inside her. Her breasts bore small marks where sprites had gripped too hard. She looked thoroughly fucked, which she supposed was accurate.

Other sprites approached with what looked like spun sugar cloths, warm and damp. They began to clean her gently, wiping away the dried cum, their touch careful now. The warm cloths felt good against her sore skin, and Lily found herself relaxing under their ministrations despite her discomfort.

"Thank you," she whispered, and the sprites chittered happily.

They helped her stand, dozens of small hands supporting her weight when her legs threatened to give out. Fresh cum ran down her thighs immediately—there was so much still inside her, her body couldn't hold it all. The sprites didn't seem bothered, just guided her carefully across the cloud platform to where her clothes lay in a neat pile.

Getting dressed was a challenge. Her underwear was already ruined—she'd been too wet when they stripped her, and now cum soaked into the fabric as soon as she pulled them on. Her jeans felt tight and uncomfortable against her swollen pussy. Her bra hurt her sensitized nipples. But she managed, moving slowly, accepting the sprites' help when her shaking hands couldn't manage a button.

When she was finally dressed—still leaking, still sore, but clothed—the leader sprite climbed onto a lollipop tree trunk at eye level. It held something in its small hands: the rainbow ticket, still glowing softly.

"Keep this," the sprite said, pressing it into her palm. "You're marked now. You can return. You will return." Its candy-button eyes found hers. "We'll wait for you. Wait to fill you again. Wait to worship your big soft fertile body and pump you full of rainbow seed."

Heat flooded Lily's face, but lower too—her pussy clenched, sending a fresh gush of cum into her underwear. Despite everything, despite the soreness and exhaustion, the sprite's words aroused her.

"I'll come back," she heard herself say, and meant it.

The sprites cheered softly, a muted version of their earlier frenzy. They escorted her to the rainbow door, which stood open now. Beyond it, the factory hallway waited, looking suddenly ordinary—just brick and metal and silence.

Lily stepped through, and the door swung shut behind her with a soft click.

The walk through the factory felt like moving through a dream. The candy-scented air seemed normal now, the colored lights just lights. Her sneakers squeaked on the concrete floor. Everything looked mundane, industrial, empty.

But her body remembered. With each step, cum leaked from her holes, soaking through her underwear and dampening her jeans. Her pussy ached, tender and swollen. Her ass throbbed. Her nipples were hard and sensitive against her bra. She felt marked, claimed, full of the swarm's seed even as it dripped out of her.

The side door appeared ahead, and Lily pushed through into the pre-dawn air.

The cold hit her like a slap, shocking after the warmth of the chamber. She gasped, breath misting, and looked down at herself in the grey light. Her jeans showed a dark wet patch at the crotch—cum soaking through. Her hoodie bore rainbow stains she couldn't explain. She smelled like sugar and sex and something otherworldly.

Lily touched her belly, feeling the slight swell there, the weight of cum still inside her. Her hand trembled. This had happened. This had really happened. She'd been bred by magical creatures, used by a swarm, filled until she overflowed. And she'd loved it.

For the first time in her life, she'd felt truly wanted. Not convenient. Not available. Wanted. Needed. Chosen.

The factory loomed behind her, Victorian brick solid and real in the dawn light. No rainbow glow showed through the windows now. It looked like any other old building, abandoned and silent. But Lily knew better. She knew what waited inside, what would wait for her return.

The rainbow ticket burned warm in her pocket.

She started walking, headed back toward campus and her dorm room and her regular life. Each step sent more cum leaking from her holes, warm and thick, a constant reminder. Her pussy throbbed in time with her heartbeat. Her body felt foreign, transformed, marked by what the sprites had done to her.

And she felt satisfied. Deeply, thoroughly satisfied in a way she'd never experienced before. The hookups that had left her empty seemed like jokes now. Those boys hadn't wanted her, not really. The sprites had wanted her. Had worshipped her. Had pumped her full of their seed and promised to do it again.

Lily smiled despite her soreness, despite the cum soaking her underwear, despite the fact that she was walking through the streets at dawn looking and smelling like she'd been fucked by something inhuman.

She'd wanted to feel desired. She'd wanted to matter.

The swarm had given her that. And she would return to them, again and again, to be filled and used and worshipped. To be their chosen fertile one, their big soft human, their vessel for the rainbow harvest.

The sun broke over the horizon, painting the sky in shades of orange and pink. Lily walked into the light, sticky and sore and changed, carrying the swarm's legacy between her thighs.

And in her pocket, the rainbow ticket pulsed with promise.
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