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Pops

Hoofbeats find me first.

A steady four-beat rhythm cutting through the gritty wind as I stare out the silver barred front window into the expanse of my completely fenced and patrolled thousand acres in an area the world used to call West Texas.

The sound threads through the ribs of the ranch house and rattles the porch glasses. Outside the dogs are barking.

They’re announcing the arrival of the opportunity I’ve waited four years to seize.

The State courier crests the ridge on a black stallion, his duster flying. The beast is outfitted in leather and iron, a civilized dressing on an animal that’s still so wild.

I’m already on the porch when he swings down. My palm rests on the century-old walnut grip of my Remington. The courier unbuckles the chest satchel, gloved fingers precise. His face is blank as he offers me a thick, sealed envelope. It’s stamped with the viper crest that keeps men in line and girls in cages.

“Good luck, Mr. Ward.” He lowers his chin but his eyes never leave mine.

“Don’t need luck.” I snatch the envelope from his hand, already turning on the heel of my boot. The old boards creak beneath each of my heavy steps. “You have one minute to be off my land before I give my dogs something to do. They’re bored. And craving blood. A good chase is just what they need.”

Hooves beat against the dirt as I disappear inside.

The office door clicks shut. The desk groans when my elbows rest against the wood. My blade glides through the wax. The quarterly Bride Catalog unfurls over scarred leather, glossy pages gleaming like a glorious sin.

Face after face. There are more in this catalog than the last one. All tidy. All perfect. All wrong.

All young. Panic turns my windpipe to a pin prick. What if she’s not here?

I turn the page, sweat beads on my forehead, when her chocolate brown eyes hit me like the crack of a bullwhip.

Clara.

Christ, they didn’t even give her a day… Happy birthday, Clara.

Not fourteen in floral patched overalls anymore, laughing while she outran the dogs. That was back when they were beloved pets, not protectors that salivate for blood.

She was not my granddaughter by blood, and I never thought of her in the ways that kick at my balls now. Fuck. This new world has turned me into a monster.

She’s lost the look of wonder in those round doe eyes. I still feel the stubborn chin I cupped as she tried so hard not to cry the day the State car took her away. Now she’s barely a woman in the government-approved bride’s clinical white.

The golden white blonde hair I remember has darkened a shade. It’s to the middle of her back now in subtle waves that make my fingers twitch imagining how I used to brush it while she told me her made up stories about castles and unicorns.

The corners of her mouth are turned upward in the photo, but not by choice. Over her chest, where her curves have filled out, two damp circles darken the fabric… Proof that she’s a prize cow that will have a price tag to match.

I grind my molars until my jaw pops.

She’s already producing. Already ripe. I hate that the thoughts of her strapped to the government milking machine makes my insides feel like they are on fire.

The memory of her baby-sweet scent curls through the years and hooks the part of me that never learned to let go.

Shame claws at conscience because the protective, nurturing feelings from years ago are giving way to something different. Something hungrier. Something feral. Something I shouldn’t feel but will never apologize for.

The government rounded up all the girls aged thirteen and up after the pandemic destroyed ninety percent of female fertility. They experimented, tested. The ones found to be fertile were kept. The rest… The rest were tossed back to whatever family was left.

I’ve spent every second since making sure I can pay whatever number she draws once her file finally shows in the catalog. I went from a man with a small farm, repairing cars and machinery on the side, to a ruthless criminal.

I took every dollar I had and bought my first load of illegal automatic weapons two weeks after they came for my granddaughter. It was adapt or die and no way was I leaving this earth without seeing her free.

Even now, reigning over my dusty empire with fear and an iron fist, I know one man who will try to make getting her back harder. Because he makes every fucking thing harder.

Luke Rainer.

The type who likes to make a point of taking what isn’t his. The type I’ve been itching to bury for years.

The next hour is a mixture of whiskey and cold showers. I will get her back. That is non-negotiable. But there’s the other problem. The requirements the State places on owners of the rare, fertile women.

They must be bred. Bred hard. Bred often. The state cows must be filled until they forget the world outside of their designated purpose.

With fire in my veins and my hair still damp from the shower, I tap the vid-screen set in my desk. The Bride Auction Room live feed hums on. Rows of men appear in boxed frames, the state-appointed host is center top. White platform. Bright light.

There she is. Poised in the neat straight line of girls who’ve crested their eighteenth birthday, cattle to be auctioned off to the highest bidder.

And there, three boxes over on the screen, is Luke already logged in. His feet up on his desk as red sparks my vision picturing his hands on my perfect angel.

Clara’s hands are clasped in front of her, her head down like she’s saying a prayer. There’s a tag pinned to the front of her dress just under the neckline.

Producing Lot #19

I stand because sitting feels like an insult. The host’s voice ticks through terms I memorized years ago. The moderator drones on, rules, binding contracts, blah-blah-fucking-blah.

The muscles in my back knot as they count down.

Lot 1. 2. 3.

My breath shortens as her turn approaches. Some go for millions, some far less. The difference?

Milk.

Warm. Human. Sweet cream.

It’s become nearly a currency of its own. Traded on black markets. Auctioned at Sotheby’s. Tested and tasted and ordered like fine wine at restaurants only the elite can afford.

The auctioneer’s voice announces her turn, “Lot 19 gentleman. This one is special.”

It’s time. My fingers ball into fists at my sides as she fills the screen. “Hucow classification. Virginity verified. Fertility grade—”

“Bid,” I growl, hitting the numeric keys then the red box that confirms my bid. My number drops heavy enough to punch silence into the feed.

Luke’s grin widens like he’s been waiting for me. Like this was always going to be a fight to the death.

I keep my eyes where they belong. On her.

Clara’s lashes flicker up for just a second. Recognition softens her lips. She knows me. Her Pops. The only man who ever taught her the difference between a promise and a lie.

Numbers climb.

Him. Me. Him. Me.

A man only gets one bride in this new world. Why is he here now going after the one woman I give a shit about?

I’m sixty-two years old. I’m not here to start a fucking family, although that’s a side effect of winning her. If it wasn’t for her, I’d let time take me whenever it came calling.

The host tries to herd the room, barking out stats about my Clara, urging on the other men.

Luke’s the only one who counters me.

He shows me all his teeth like a dog about to be put in the ground. Then he mouths, Mine to breed, adding a crude hand gesture just in case I don’t read lips.

Over my dead body. Preferably, over his.

I type in the kind of number that makes men re-evaluate what they love and hit confirm bid. The room doesn’t breathe. The host swallows audibly.

I count the seconds. Ten seconds and she’s mine. Luke glares forward. He’s rich, but he’s rational.

I am not. Not when it comes to Clara.

Finally, the auctioneer’s voice cracks through the speaker. “Sold. To Mr. Ward. Congratulations on your new bride.”

He adds a smirk. He knows she’s my step-granddaughter. I had to confirm the rules didn’t disqualify me from bidding on her weeks ago. Blood relations are not allowed to bid on their own.

But, non-blood relations, there was no stipulation in the rules that denied me.

Mine.

I kill the feed and confirm the transfer of payment.

I’m at the door, down the steps, boots biting the gravel in record time. My coach waits, its black steel frame glints in the afternoon light. The matched bays chomp and stomp, ready to reach the high speeds the carriage is licensed for. My driver drops and pulls the door open.

“Capitol House,” I bark, the words tasting like dark victory.

We roll. Riders take the flanks, rifles easy against their shoulders. Dust wakes in our tracks and hangs there, the scent of last night’s rain and gun oil stirring in the air. Out past the cottonwoods, the road shoulders narrow.

Autos were outlawed after the world changed. One of the many ways the new leadership kept the population under control and less able to move around and spread the virus.

It didn’t work, but their laws remained turning the country into a sci-fi high-tech wild west.

My stomach pinches with sickness the entire way thinking of my perfect angel there waiting.

Finally, the Capitol House rises against the sky, the coach pulls up in front.

I take the white stairs, run my hand along the stainless rail. Inside is colder than the laws it creates, but my blood runs hotter with every step.

A bored clerk glances up at me. She stops being bored when I press my thumb to the print reader and my ID file flashes on her screen.

They make me sign seven times. Ask for a retinal scan, prick my blood, and spin the sample. Then, finally, I’m led to a small room, cameras on. I’m given five minutes.

I pump my rock-hard erection, ripping the skin up and down with my callused palm. Thoughts of Clara, her creamy milk, her unblemished skin, the fact that she’s mine now and nearly in my possession, inspire the roar of my ejaculation. I fill their plastic cup to overflowing in thirty seconds, dump my still hot seed into the testing receptacle and wait.

A red light above the door goes green. The lock clicks and I’m out.

Three floors up, the property transfer authorization pings.

“Mr. Ward?” asks a suited functionary with the permanent hunch of a man who knows he works for a viper. He doesn’t wait for me to indicate I’m the man he’s looking for. “If you’ll come this way for the consummation affidavit scheduling—”

“Scheduling?” My voice hits concrete, hard and sharp. I’m already imagining the seconds I could lose.

His smile twitches. “Inspection verifies marital consummation occurred within the legal window. Paperwork, then you’re free to… depart with your bride. Unless you want to use one of the breeding suites here to consummate immediately.”

Consummate. Legal window.

Meaning another man's hands will be on her if I don’t move fast enough. The thought rips open something raw inside me. I can’t let that happen. I won’t let that happen.

I nod tightly. “You can verify tomorrow. Early. At my ranch. My men will allow you in.”

He nods, then takes me to the holding corridor. It makes me sick to have to do all of this to get the girl who’s been mine long before they took her away, but this is the world we live in now. My power is far-reaching, but I’m not in control of the bureaucracy.

The guard taps the glass. The bulb inside buzzes on.

Clara stands there, barefoot, fresh faced, ankle tag blinking slow. She’s smaller than the ache I’ve been carrying and somehow bigger than it, too. The first breath she takes when she sees me shivers through her whole body. My chest hurts. What if someone had outbid me?

They’d be dead before they hit the consummation suite.

“Eighteen today,” the guard remarks, as if that makes any of this reasonable. “Congratulations,” he says to the floor.

The door to her holding room opens and I fill it immediately. She crosses to the door with uneven steps, like she’s just remembering how to run after being told her whole life to stay in place. I don’t touch her until she follows me to an alcove away from any other eyes. Then I can’t stop.

“Angel. Princess. Fuck, I’ve been waiting for this day.” The words bank in my throat as I’m filled with the fresh scent of her.

Her hair is soft. Her cheek is warm. Her pulse rabbits under my thumb, trying to leap into my skin. The relief is so sharp it borders on pain.

“Pops,” she breathes. I tuck the sound into a place I don’t show anyone. Her voice is the kind of thing that could undo me if anyone thought to use it against me.

“You’re coming home,” I release a breath I’ve been holding for four years.

They make me take the state-issued ring before we leave, a symbol like all the others they adore, and slide it onto her finger under a camera eye. Then, she does the same to me, making my heart rocket into my throat.

We’re married.

They scan both rings. The system pings ownership transfer complete, as if a machine could define what I’ve always known.

“Is that it?” she whispers into my side. “We’re…married now?”

I sniff, running my knuckles down her cheeks. “That’s what’s required, Clara. So, yes, you are my wife.”

I watch her swallow, pupils open then tighten.

“Husband.” She mutters like she’s trying to figure out what that word means.

“Let’s go.” I tangle my fingers in her hair, guiding her by the back of the neck into a life neither of us asked for.

But, one I want more than my next breath.
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Outside, the heat is oppressive. The coach door shuts behind us, and the world tightens into polished wood, leather, the sway of carriage springs.

And her.

She’s trained to present herself, fold her hands, not make men nervous. The tag at her ankle chirps once as it connects with my coach’s registry and goes quiet.

“Come here,” I say. My hand patting my thigh, my dick straining at the fabric confining it.

Hesitation flares for a moment and dies just as quickly. She pads across the small space, her knees brushing mine, then her slight weight is in my lap. She remembers exactly where her place is.

My palm slides over the back of her thigh, over the new curves of her body, feeling the tremor she can’t hide from me. The tightness in my chest eases just enough to let me breathe again.

I inhale against the side of her hair. Gone is the sweetness of childhood replaced by a sultry scent of a woman on the crest of something dangerous and magical and forbidden.

“Are you okay?” I ask keeping my voice as close to the man she used to know as possible.

Her fingers bunch the lapel of my coat and hold. “I knew you’d come.”

My thumb edges under the fabric at her knee, skin to skin, a comforting touch meant to steady both of us. “I’d fight a thousand men and burn down ten Capital’s to get to you.”

Her mouth tips up like she wants to smile and is afraid of it. “They said I shouldn’t call you Pops anymore. That it wasn’t… proper.”

“Then don’t say it for them.” I lean in, putting the words against the corner of her mouth where they belong, the scruff of my beard rasps against her tender cheek. “Say it for me.”

“Pops,” she whispers.

Good girl.

The coach jolts. Horses whinny.

My men call a warning, and my hand flies to the butt of my pistol.

“Just a rabbit breaking cover”, one of them yells and I gulp down the rage at anything that threatens what I have.

The landscape moves, our pace remaining steady. I keep my hand at her hip as we ride in silence, because I’ve got years to make up for, because men who lose what they can’t live without don’t recover.

“We’re going to stop once,” I tell her. “Water and feed at the north relay. Then we don’t stop until the ranch gate.”

She nods. “I haven’t been off State property in… a long time.” A tremor threads the words. “Is it very quiet there?”

“It’s what you need it to be. It’s ours. If you don’t like it, I’ll tear it down and build it back however you like.” I press my palm to her throat, fingers wrapping around needing to control her very breath.

Her throat moves under my fingers. Her eyes flick to the window, then back to me. “Will the… inspection… hurt?”

“They don’t get a hand on you, I’ll be sure of it,” I say, my voice flattening.

“Okay,” she breathes, relief and something warmer infused. She nestles into my chest. “I’m not afraid when you say it.”

The carriage settles into its long run and I move my hand from her neck down her back, my other one stays heavy on her thigh.

I look down at the ring they made me put on her hand. It catches a scrap of light and throws it back. It’ll do until I put something on her that better represents what she is to me now.

“Clara Ward,” I say, testing the name. “No more number nineteen.” No more Clara Sampson her father’s name. My stepson. “You hear that?”

She nods, her words muffled against my chest when she says, “Yes.”

“Good my wife.” I angle her face up, memorize the way her mouth softens for me. Those brown eyes bringing back so many memories I shouldn’t have right now. “You have a kiss for me after all these years?”

She blinks, once, twice. “Yes, of course.”

I press my lips to hers. So fucking sweet. So young. So wrong.

My balls spasm as I let my tongue dance on the seam of her lips, letting her know how things are going to be different between us, and let the convoy carry us out of the city’s reach.

They took her once. They won’t get another turn.


CHAPTER 2
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Clara

The coach sways in time with my heartbeat.

I just kissed my grandfather. Step-grandfather I remind myself.

Not the sweet cheek pecks from childhood. A kiss. My first. The swipe of his warm tongue on my lips letting me know this is really happening.

I’m perched sideways across his lap, the hard muscles of his thighs shift under mine. He smells like something that makes the air feel hot in my lungs. Outside, hooves pound against the dirt, iron wheels hiss over grit, and there’s the occasional creak of a harness.

The flavor of his kiss swirls over my tastebuds making the world feel fuzzy around the edges. A little bit of whiskey, a little bit of the man I knew for so long as just Pops. Conflict spins in my belly as I battle the urge to push off his lap. This is wrong my head tells me but the heat thumping between my legs begs to differ.

Every time we hit a rut, his palm curves higher on my thigh.

I don’t know where to look. The window is full of flat brown and verdant green, flashes of fence line and rusted water towers. Inside, it’s all polished wood, brass fittings, the faint oil scent from what I think is the metal polish that’s making everything gleam.

Pop’s is a powerful man in this new world, I can tell. No normal man with a state sponsored job could afford a coach like this.

His coat scratches lightly against my bare arm. His gaze is hard and steady, like nothing outside could ever touch me again.

The State told me to expect an owner. A husband. They showed me pictures of men seeking fertile brides and told me how to fold my hands just so, how to say “yes, sir” without too much eye contact.

They didn’t prepare me for Pops.

The man who carried me on his shoulders through a flooded pasture because I was too small to make the walk. The man they said was too old to keep me.

And now the man who paid more than I can even imagine to take me back.

“Still with me, baby?” I feel the question twist things down inside my belly.

I nod, my cheek brushing his shirt. “Yes, Pops.”

The sound he makes is like a restrained animal. His hand slides just an inch higher, fingertips catching on the hem of the scratchy dress.

He slides the hand from my back and tips my chin up with two fingers, the pad of his thumb brushing just under my lower lip as he says, “You’re quieter than I remember.”

I swallow then say, “The State doesn’t like it when we talk unless we’re spoken to.”

His jaw flexes under the shadow of his beard. With an air of finality, he tells me, “You’re not with the State anymore.”

The words sink into me like warmth into cold fingers. I want to believe them so badly it aches.

The coach slows, the sound of the team shifting to a trot filters inside. Pops glances toward the window slit and then back to me, explaining, “Relay stop. Quick water for the bays. We don’t get out.”

I nod, feeling the sway change, the familiar ache in my breasts reminding me I’m not the little girl I was when we were last together. Dampness spreads on the my undershirt, sweat trickling down my spine.

I know enough that a lactating fertile female is a prize. Embarrassment heats my cheeks thinking of how I’m going to talk to Pops about my milk. How I need to be pumped every couple hours or I’ll be in pain.

When I thought I’d be auctioned off to one of the men the state prepared me for, I was ready for that conversation. It would be delivered with a clinical tone, just me stating a need. Now… I squirm in my seat at the thought of his hands working the pump. I wonder what kind he has.

If he will sell my milk. Or, keep it for himself.

Then, there’s the…breeding. The man that I only knew as my gran-pops since I was a girl is going to have to lay me down and…consummate our bond.

The words of the old matron that used to spank me for not staying on the pump for my allotted time had led me away after the auction, hissing in my ear, “He’ll stuff his old man cock into your bleeding torn pussy and pant in your ear as he ruts and spurts. He will fuck you, Clara. Put all that hot sticky seed in your belly.”

My heart hammers in my chest. A new wave of nervousness grips me. Pops strokes my back again as waves of shame and conflict tighten around my throat.

Hearing men’s voices outside, the clink of buckets, the quick hiss of filling canteens makes my muscles tense.

When the wheels start rolling again, his lips are suddenly at my ear, his breath warm enough to make me shiver.

“You’re safe,” he says. “They can’t touch you now.”

I believe him. Not because the State says so, not because there’s a paper with his name on it, but because his arms are around me and there’s no space for anything else to get through.

The road stretches ahead, long and straight. Somewhere at the end of it is his ranch. My new home. And for the first time in years, I’m not afraid of what’s coming.


CHAPTER 3
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Clara

The gate clicks shut behind us, and the sound stays in my chest.

Pops looks… different. The man I remember had laugh lines that deepened when I begged for another ride on his shoulders.

This one has a set to his jaw, a weight in his shoulders. New scars on his forehead and cheek.

His hair’s grayer, beard fuller, eyes sharper, still brown, but holding a steady, unblinking focus that feels like possession. But, he’s handsome. More than handsome, desirable in a way that men get with experience and time.

I remember him as bigger than life, but what I see now is just big. When he stood in the doorway to claim me, the top of his hat brushed the door frame. His shoulders could still easily support me as he walked us through the fields.

He lifts me from the coach before I can step down. His hands span my waist easily, warm through the thin cotton. He sets me on my feet but doesn’t let go right away. It feels like he’s making sure I’m real.

“It’s still your farm. When you said ranch, I thought it would be someplace new.” I recognize the house. It’s bigger now. With two new wings off the main white house I remember. Gleaming metal bars on the windows and cameras and security fencing around the perimeter.

“No, same place, just more of it. And it’s our farm Princess. As of today, you’ll be added to every deed and account. You will have everything you need forever. I’ll make sure of it.” He growls, taking my hand in his.

We go up the porch steps together. The boards are scuffed smooth in the center from years of use. Inside, the front hall is dim, the same coat rack I remember leaning slightly forward, a row of his boots lined neat along the wall. A faded quilt hangs over the banister like it’s been waiting for me.

He doesn’t lead me toward the small bedroom I used to sleep in. He takes me straight to the back of the house.

His room.

The air inside is cool. He can afford to still use electricity for temperature control. Curtains are drawn halfway, letting in a slice of late-afternoon light that falls across the wide bed. The blanket there is thick and expensive looking, and one pillow bears the faint imprint of his head. There’s a belt coiled neatly on a chair, a folded newspaper on the nightstand beside an empty mug.

“This is your bedroom now,” he says, tone even, leaving no room for question. “Our marital bed.”

I fidget, fingers curling into my palms.

His eyes drop, and my breath stumbles. My breasts are full, tight, and heavy. The ache deepening. I feel the slow seep of dampness against my skin. His jaw works once, like he’s holding something back.

“You’ve been carrying so much.” He grits out, but before I can say anything, he’s lifting the simple white dress over my head in one smooth motion. The heat in his gaze makes me burn.

I should deny it, but with him, I can’t. “Yes. I was one of the best producers in my group.”

His eyes flash as he lowers his massive frame to sit on the edge of the bed and draws me between his knees then, drags the undershirt off, my hair falling in my face. The denim of his jeans is rough against my bare thighs. His hands curve under the weight of me, lifting one breast as he asks, “Hurts?”

“A little.” It’s an understatement, but I’m too embarrassed to admit how badly I’m aching for relief standing here in just my very wet panties.

He looks up, catches my eyes, and doesn’t blink. “You won’t hurt anymore. Not if I can help it.”

The first press of his mouth is heat and softness, then the strong pull as his lips pinch and seal around me. Relief comes almost instantly as a long sighing exhale expresses from my lungs.

The tug of his mouth ignites the letdown that starts somewhere in my shoulders in prickling waves. But there’s something else, too. Something low and insistent in my belly that makes me grab onto his arms.

I’ve only known the pull of the mechanical pumps that the state forced me to use since I started to bleed. I didn’t understand until they started the supplements and the schedules and a month later, the first drops of milk beaded on my nipples.

Then, I was hooked up to the machines, forced to stay in place until the timer went off. Pumped every four hours day and night. I always left relieved, but there was no joy in it.

But this? God, a mouth… his mouth. It’s so different than the pump. The letdown feels like it comes from bone deep with a warmth making my knees wobble. And he’s so close, his breath ghosting over the swell of my skin. His scruff scratching where it touches.

He drinks from me and groans, his tongue teasing, then circling, then pulling again. I feel every swallow. My breath comes faster, my hips shifting without permission. My grandpop’s is suckling on my breasts. His thick fingers drumming on the swollen flesh, urging more and more of the cream into his welcoming mouth.

And, God forgive me, it feels so good.

His blue eyes flick up and catch me watching him. The Pops I knew never looked at me like he is now. Never touched me like this. This man is harder, more certain, his hunger not hidden but aimed right at me.

And I… I can’t bring myself to want the man I remember more than I want this.

He moves to the other side, his hand cupping me, his thumb brushing over skin drawn tight. The suction is stronger this time, deep enough to make me gasp. He lowers a hand to grab my hip, hard fingertips digging in and a tugging starts down in my center, blooming into a damp fire at the apex of my thighs.

When he finally releases me, I’m panting, my skin covered in a sheen of sweat and his beard leaves a faint redness behind, I barely recognize the deep voice that comes out of him when he asks, “Better?”

I nod, my voice lost somewhere between my pounding heart and the forbidden urge growing down deep in my bones.

“Good girl. You’ll be milked by mouth and pump. I’m already addicted to your cream little cow,” he rumbles, almost to himself, his calloused hands letting the weight of my tits fall as he leans, reaching to the side. The squeak of a wooden drawer opening draws my eyes as he retrieves a daffodil yellow nightgown in soft silk from the little nightstand next to the bed.

“You deserve soft, beautiful things against your skin. From now on, nothing will touch you that is not pleasing to me. Or you.”

The fabric is like a soft breeze as it falls over my head. It’s like being tickled with butterfly wings as it drops down my body.

“God, I haven’t felt anything like this since they took me away.” I hum, running my hands down the fabric over my hips feeling strangely beautiful and desirable for the first time in my life.

His face hardens as he eases me back onto the bed, tucking my legs up like he used to when I was younger, pulling the quilt over me.

Then he climbs in behind me, his chest a solid wall at my back, his arm wrapping around my waist. His hand rests low over my stomach.

“Welcome home princess. You’re safe.”

I miss the Pops who used to carry me across the pasture on his shoulders. But this one, this man with the rougher hands and sharper eyes, makes me feel things so wrong, they don’t have a name.

And I don’t want them to stop.


CHAPTER 4
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Pops

Clara’s breathing turned soft and even within minutes of laying her down.

I felt so fucking conflicted but my urge to take care of her and make her remember me as the man that made her feel safe overrode the carnal desire that was clawing inside of me and turning me into a feral beast ready to rut her into the goddamn floor.

She slept through the evening and all night. I only slipped out a couple times to tend to some work, answer some messages. Then I returned, right back to the bed where soon I’ll tear her sweetness from between he legs and consummate this wicked union the new world has forced upon us.

She’s still curled against me when her eyes finally open. The pain in my groin enough to make my head feel like it’s going to explode.

It wouldn’t surprise me if she doesn’t remember where she is. My arm is heavy over her waist, my thick cock pressing into the small of her back, aching to get inside her.

Hell, I was hard all night. My balls are swollen, heavy with everything I’ve been holding back. She has no idea how close I am to snapping.

The smell of her hair, the little sounds she makes when she stirs, every bit of it makes my cock throb harder. I shift against her, needing her to feel exactly what she’s done to me.

“Not morning yet,” I rasp, tightening my hold on her. “We’ve got business first.”

I’ve been counting down the hours. We have sixteen hours from the time I took possession of her to start the breeding.

She blinks, still dazed, sounding far away when she says, “The inspection.”

The word tastes foul. I hate that anyone will lay eyes on her, but they will.

“They’ll be here soon, and I won’t give them a single reason to try to take you from me,” I assure her, my hand gripping her hip as my thumb strokes slow circles.

“You were my father’s stepfather,” she says, softly as if confirming the lack of our blood relation makes what we are about to do okay.

I hold her gaze as I whisper, “I raised him. I was your grandfather in every way that mattered. Now you’re mine in every way that matters in this new world.” I lean in, my breath on her ear. “We will make a life for ourselves. We will be more to each other than we would have been in the world before.”

“Even if it’s wrong?” she asks, her throat bobbing as she swallows harshly.

My cock twitches against her, aching to push into her virgin heat. “It’s only wrong if you don’t want it. Do you?”

“I– I think I want it. I don’t know a lot, only what they told us. We weren’t supposed to talk about it. But, I want to be close to you.”

That’s all I need. I damn near break my neck stripping off my clothes, kicking my pants and boxers off on the side of the bed, tugging at my shirt until I’m bare, cock standing tall, the skin pulled tight.

I don’t give her much of a chance to stare and be terrified. My dick’s as ready as any younger man, weeping and as thick as her wrist and long as her forearm.

I haul her into my lap, her thighs spreading over mine. The soft heat of her presses right to my length. My palms roam up her sides, my thumbs brushing the swells of her breasts.

“They made you this way, but it’s a gift your body makes just for me now.” I say, squeezing her engorged, leaking tits, her wetness hugging my shaft. “My job’s to drain you… and then fuck you so full you’ll never wonder who owns you.”

She shivers, leaning further into my touch instinctually as she breathes, “Yes, Pops.”

I strip the nightgown I dressed her in from her shoulders, the front soaked in glorious drenched circles, baring those perfect, dripping breasts. My balls tighten at the sight, my cock throbbing against her slick heat. She shudders at the contact. I keep her eyes locked to mine.

“Feed me princess. I want you to put your nipple in my mouth. Give me nourishment as only you can.”

The tick of a smile I see has my cock as thick as a fucking stallion’s dick.

Her little hands look even smaller as she hoists the weight of her swollen tit, bringing it to my lips, brushing the droplets of cream across the seam.

“Drink Pops. I made all this milk just for you.”

Is it possible this girl could be any more perfect?

The first pull gushes over my tongue. I barely need to suck, warm, sweet cream just pouring out of her. Her taste brands me. She gasps, nails digging into me, and my balls pulse. I suck again, bringing in more of her delectable taste. It goes down like honey, coating my mouth and throat.

“Say my name,” I growl against her nipple, only pulling back enough to speak.

“Pops—”

“Louder. Let them hear you at the fucking capital. Let them know you’re mine,” I demand. “No one will touch you but me. You’ll never feed another man the way you’ll feed me.”

“Pops!”

I land my hand on the side of her ass, branding her with the imprint of my ownership.

She moans, grinding against me. I bite back a fucking roar, switching to her other breast, I latch on harder, swallowing greedily as I take what she gives deep inside me.

Her thighs tremble around me. My hand moves higher until I can feel the heat between her legs. She’s dripping here too. Every part of her is crying out for me.

I release her drawn out nipple, flip her over, pinning her under me, her thighs fall wide as I press my body between them.

The head of my cock finds the heat of her entrance. She sucks in a breath but doesn’t pull away. My entire being screams at me to plunge inside and take what’s mine.

I grind against her opening, teasing both of us. Despite her hesitation, despite the way she stares at me with wide eyes, she’s soaking. She wants this, but she’s scared.

Does it make me a terrible man that the thought makes my cock even harder?

“You know I have to,” The words half a growl. I phrase it like I haven’t been aching to get inside her every second since I placed that final bid. “If they don’t see you taken, they’ll try to take you from me.”

“It’s okay, Pops,” She whispers. “I know. You have to do it. We have to. I’ll be brave.”

Fuck, this girl.

“Yes, you will be. Pops is going to fuck you now. We’re husband and wife, and this is my right.”

I push, grimace.

Push harder.

She winces.

Jesus, never gonna fucking fit.

“I’m sorry baby, it’s okay to cry, it’s gonna hurt, just hold on, I’ll always make it better, just like I always did. It’s just different now.”

I buck my hips, popping the tip through as she hisses and wiggles. Her tight heat stretches around me like she was made for my cock alone. Her gasp breaks into a moan. Her nails bite into my skin.

“Ow. Hurts, too big Pops, too big.” She half sobs, her fingers on my cheeks now, eyes begging.

“Just count to three, princess.” I grind my teeth together holding back. “One.”

My eyes urge her to count with me.

She does and we say together, “Two.” Then, “Three.”

I surge forward, clenching my ass cheeks with the force. The lust and primal need blinding me as I tear through her cherry tightness.

Her pussy sucks me up greedily as I kiss away the scream. The wet walls squeeze my length, practically begging me to breed her or at least that’s what I tell myself as she screams and bangs her little fists on my shoulders.

Her breasts gush onto my chest. My mouth waters, and my cock twitches inside her.

Clara is perfect, leaking obscenely. And all mine.

My balls are so tight they ache, the need to spill already clawing at my spine. This girl, this sweet, fertile girl, is driving me insane and she doesn’t even know it.

“Fuck, you’re perfect,” I break from her lips, staying buried deep.

I pump and grind my lower body up against her, finding a spot that makes her voice turn from pain to something else. I do it again, then again. I fuck her sweetly, giving her just as much pleasure as she’s giving me.

I lower my face, bracing myself on one arm and turning her nipple upward. I feed from her as I slide in and out, pumping, pumping slow, then faster, taking her milk while my cock throbs inside her.

Her sounds shift, Pleasure now.

Definitely pleasure. Her arms thread around my shoulders, holding onto me like she’s trying to anchor herself to this moment.

Suddenly, the restraint, the sweetness I was giving her, breaks. A feral growl breaks from my throat. My grip on her tightens, and my teeth pinch the milky nipple as I continue to swallow down the sweetness.

Thrusting up into her wildly, she screams for her Pops. My orgasm builds. Everything inside me feels wild and dangerous as her wet warmth tells me all the secrets she’s been keeping. I’m drunk on her, drunk on the feeling of her pussy fluttering around my cock, on the noises she makes without realizing.

“So fucking pretty. Your body is hugging me everywhere princess. You’re being so good.”

If I were a weaker man, I’d spill into her just like this. I’d let the pleasure that’s threatening to tear out of my chest like a wild dog out. The only thing that stops me is the need to take care of my sweet little cow.

I need to show her this isn’t something to fear. It’s good. Her Pops can make even the scary things fun.

She’s panting against my ear, her voice wrecked as she whimpers, “Feels so full… so deep.”

“That’s because your pussy is memorizing me. Your body understands this is the only cock that will ever be inside you,” I snarl, pulling back to drive into her again, harder this time. She cries out helplessly. I take another deep pull from her breast, groaning at the taste. “When they knock, you’ll still be right here. My mouth on you if I want it. I’ll keep my cock inside you where it belongs.”

Her eyes are glazed, lips wet. She’s striped down to a primal state as her orgasm rips through her body. It’s like her brain has turned off, that she’s only here to serve her purpose. To be bred. Then, as her pussy squeezes around me, her climaxing body begging to be filled, she opens that pretty, plump mouth to speak.

“I belong to you. I’m your wife Pops. You can do whatever you want to me.”

The words slam through me, my cock pressing on her fucking womb. My balls threaten to blow but I need to hold on. Soon, but not yet.

Right after they see she’s mine.


CHAPTER 5
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Clara

Every time he moves, I feel the thick stretch. My body grips around him like it’s trying to lock him inside me forever.

Even after my world was rocked with something so intense that I don’t have a name for it, every single cell of my being is screaming for more.

My breasts are heavy, aching, and each tug of his mouth pulls a helpless gasp from my throat. The rhythm of his suck matches the slow, possessive thrusts of his hips, and it’s too much, too good, like my body has been waiting for this all along.

I can’t stop touching him. My fingers dig into the thick muscle of his shoulders, nails scraping lightly, clinging to the man who has always been there. But never like this.

He used to carry me on his shoulders when I was small. Now he’s carrying me in a way that literally takes my breath away. He’s so far inside in my body I feel him in my belly, in my bones.

“Pops…” I whimper, my voice shaking as he continues to grind into my center. Our bodies moving together, the volume feeling turned up on everything. “You’re so big.”

His eyes burn down into mine. The strain on his face is overwhelming, making something hot pool in my gut. He keeps targeting a spot deep inside me that makes my thighs quake and slap closed against his hips.

“And you’re so tight, baby,” he says. He slams into me harder to prove his point. “My perfect little girl, made to take me, made to be mine. God, forgive me I want to live inside your fucking cunt baby.”

The words make me throb around him, electricity shooting through my spine. The bloom of pain in my core is disappearing into the mind-bending pleasure.

Every drag of his length against that sweet, aching place inside makes my vision blur. My mind is blissfully empty of everything but him.

I trust him to carry me through this, to take care of me just like he always has.

Milk spills into his mouth again and he groans. The sound sends shivers through my chest and heat straight between my legs. He’s feeding from me, sucking down all I have to give. The relief is indescribable. The effect on my body is unimaginable.

“You taste so good for me,” he groans, pulling off one teat to give the other attention. “Gonna drink down every drop. I’m going to suck these until you’re empty for me. Then I’m filling you back up. Breeding you so full they’ll see the proof in your belly every time they look at you.”

My whole-body clenches. The thought of being round with his child, our child, makes my core squeeze around him. It’s like my body is answering for me, speaking without my permission.

“I want it,” I whisper, my breath hitching as the image flashes in my mind. “I want to be yours like that. I want them to see.”

Pops’s thrusts grow more furious. Each pump steals the air from my lungs. The slap of his hips against the wet openness of my legs echoes in the room, the sound mingling with my mindless cries.

Pressure coils, sharp and dizzying. It doesn’t take long until I fly apart in a million little pieces. Writhing and jerking like I’m holding an electric wire, crying his name like it’s the only word I know. I feel like I’m ascending right into the sky.

His mouth leaves my breast just long enough for him to growl against my lips, “You’re mine, Clara. My girl. My little cow, made to feed me, carry my babies, and never leave my bed. You’re going to make me a real father. That’s going to make us family twice over.”

A helpless whimper catches in my throat. My body clutches at him, begging for what’s coming.

His voice drops into something dark and certain. He leans in close, never stopping his thrusts as he says, “I’m going to pump you full of my cum, and you’ll hold it for me. Everyone will see you swollen, dripping. They’ll know I’ve claimed you in every way.”

He drives deep, balls slapping my thighs. Heat floods me in thick, pulsing waves. My eyes squeeze shut as I feel him fill me. Every drop sinks into me where it belongs. A few drops dribble out of me. I’m spilling over with his seed.

There’s a loud buzzing sound that breaks through our dark lust.

Pops freezes, both of us panting.

“That’s them. I’ll buzz them in from here. I have a security pad next to the bed.” He grunts, holding his thickness inside me, the lines in his forehead deepening. “You just keep your eyes closed.”

I do as he says, squeezing my eyes shut as I feel his body shift over mine.

There’s another buzz then his voice. “Come straight back down the hall, open the door, take one look, then get the fuck out. If you don’t, I’ll have my men take you out in pieces.”

My pulse rushes in my ears, my body turning under his weight, the strain of having my legs so wide starting to make the muscles quiver.

There’s the click of a door knob, heavy steps then Pop’s voice again.

“That’s fucking close enough! You can see what you need to see from there. Now get the fuck out. And close the fucking door.”

His manhood twitches and thickens inside me as I count my breaths, the footsteps retreat. The click of the door.

“Open your eyes princess.” Pop’s eases in and out of my opening in slow strokes. “Inspection is over.”

I’m his. Branded, bred, and aching for more.
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Later, I’m wrapped in that thick soft blanket. Just like he promised, everything that touches me is incredible. No more scratchy, stiff factory-made clothes. feels like a dream against my skin.

I remember curling up in blankets here as a child after playing with the dogs or running around the pond. Pops would read to me by the fire until I fell asleep.

My fingers trace the edge of the blanket, and a memory comes back. My father’s mother wasn’t a kind woman. She and Pops had only been married a short while before she left, vanishing without so much as a goodbye. She never came back.

But Pops stayed. He stayed and raised my father as his own, never walking away, never letting go of the family she abandoned.

Now he’s here, holding me the same way, like nothing in the world could make him let go of me either.

“I’ll be back princess.” His lips press to my forehead as he pushes out of the bed and I get my first look at him in his entirety.

That thick stalk stands tall still. Wrapped in the smear of my blood. His body is hard and taught, as defined as a man half his age.

“I don’t think I’ll be going anywhere.” I wince at the twinges that remind me of our consummation.

He exhales a chuckle. “I’ll make sure of that.”

I lay back, my eyes drift to the window where morning light seeps through. For a moment, I wonder about my father. Where he is. If he’s alive.

Before the melancholy sets in, Pops is back, carrying a long wooden tray mounded with delights.

He sets it down beside me, and the reality that I’m really here for good I think sets in.

“How long since you had fruit?” Pops smiles. “I remember when that’s all you would eat.”

“A long time.” I manage around the saliva gathering under my tongue.

On the tray piled high are plump grapes, slices of fresh melon, sugared berries, candied figs. There’s whole peaches, plums, and kiwi.

They’re luxuries I haven’t seen in years. In this world, food like this is rarer than gold.

“Where did you get all this?” I ask, unable to take my eyes off of the feast in front of me.

His mouth curves into something between a smirk and a warning. I can’t look away from him, my stomach swooping without explanation.

“Things are different now, Clara,” he says, reaching down to stroke my cheek. “When they took you, I… changed. I made sure I’d have the means to get you back. Money, power, enough muscle to make sure no one dares to try to take you again.”

I look at him, really look. He’s harder now, edges sharper, the softness I remember burned away. But the man who stayed when everyone else left is still there. Only, he’s wrapped in something dangerous and unshakable.

“What about my father?” I ask, almost afraid of the answer.

“Outer Plains. Last I heard, he’s still breathing,” Pops tells me. He speaks slowly, carefully selecting each word before he uses it. “But even if he showed up, he wouldn’t understand what we’ve had to do to save you.”

I nod slowly. I’ve never felt much for my father. , He was a drunk who cared more about his next drink than he did about me. My mother died so young I can barely remember her face. Pops was the one who stayed. Pops is the one who matters.

And now, Pops is the man who owns me.

Pops tore my innocence from me. My body stretched, I cried, I pushed myself onto him. I heard him groan with pleasure as he emptied himself as far inside me as he could go. More than once. The smack of his balls on the wetness between us. God, what have we done?

He leans closer, his thumb strokes the swell of my cheek as though he’s heard my thoughts and is comforting me in the wake of them. His voice low is low as he says, “Eat up, little cow. You’ll need your strength.” His eyes drop to my chest, a slow smile curving his lips. I shiver as though the weight of his gaze is a physical sensation. “It’s time for a real milking.”


CHAPTER 6
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Pops

She’s wrapped in that old blanket, the one she used to curl into when she was small, the one I used to tuck around her when she fell asleep in my lap. I can still feel the ghost of her tiny weight against me from those nights by the fire. Now that’s replaced by the warm, lush curves of the woman I’ve just taken.

The memory sits heavy in my chest, tangled with the way my body is still buzzing from spilling deep inside her, claiming her in a way no one can undo. Every part of me is still swollen and sensitized from it, my cock thick and heavy, my balls aching with the aftershocks of release. I’ve never felt more bound to another soul in my life.

Even before she grew into a gorgeous, fertile woman, I knew I was bound to her.

I watch her as she picks over the platter. Her fingers linger over the grapes for a moment. Then, she touches the sugared berries before bringing the pad of her forefinger to her lips to lick away the sweetness. She pops a piece of melon in her mouth as she considers the candy before her.

Everything on the plate is a reminder of exactly who I am now. The delicacies in front of her cost more than most men make in a year. There isn’t any question about the kind of bounty I possess.

And, just like the sweet foods in front of her belong to me, so does she.

“Where did you get all this?” she asks as she contemplates her next bite.

I sit on the edge of the bed, my hand curling around her ankle, thumb stroking her skin. Soothingly, I say, “Things changed when they took you. I changed. Built wealth. Power. Enough that no one can touch what’s mine.”

Her brow furrows, curiosity lingering.

“At the auction… someone else really wanted me. The bidding was—”

I cut her off with a sharp look.

“If I hadn’t won…” I begin. My jaw flexes, heat rising in my chest at the thought. “If that bastard had taken you, I would have hunted him down. I would’ve painted the capital red with his blood before I let him put a hand on you. He thinks he could take the most important thing from me?”

I shake my head, voice low and lethal as I say, “I’m not just the farmer I once was, Clara. I have blood on my hands, and I’ll spill more without losing a wink of sleep if anyone tries to take you again.”

Her fingers curl around my wrist, gentle where I am hard. “You are a good man, Pops. You’re my good man.”

There’s no argument there. She knows the man who raised her drank more than he fathered. Knows her mother’s been gone since she was too young to remember her face. I stayed. I protected her. I became something harder, sharper, because this world doesn’t respect softness.

And now, with her back in my bed, I have no reason to keep my hunger in check.

I reach for her, pulling her into my lap. The blanket slipping from her shoulders. My hand cups the heavy swell of her breast, thumb brushing her peaked nipple.

“Eat, little cow,” I murmur, my other hand already reaching for the pump beside the bed. “Then we’re going to see just how much you can give me.”

She bites into a grape, juice running down her chin. I can’t resist licking it away. Her breath stutters when my tongue brushes her lips, and I hear the soft hitch in her chest when my palm cradles her other breast. The weight of it in my hand, the heat of her body against mine.

It’s everything I’ve been starving for.

As I stroke her skin softly, I reach down to grab what I’ve stashed away beneath my side of the bed. It’s been here in anticipation of this moment, waiting for the day I had my little cow in bed with me. She doesn’t even notice what I’ve got until I’m pressing it against her.

I fit the wide, clear cup of the pump over her nipple, the curved edges sealing to her skin with a soft hiss. My gaze locks on her face as the first mechanical pull tugs her breast forward, making her gasp. Her eyes widen, and she grabs onto me. Squirming slightly, she tries to get away, but I don’t let her go.

The steady, rhythmic suction is hypnotic. It’s a slow, greedy draw that makes her flesh swell and release in perfect time. I can’t make myself look away.

Milk beads, then streams into the glass chamber with a faint wet sound that goes straight to my cock. I can hear the quiet whir of the pump, the gentle pop with each cycle, and it’s as if the damn thing is milking me through her.

My balls tighten with every pull. I groan low in my throat at the sight. I’m hard as a rock seeing just how full she is.

“That’s it…” I groan. “Give it to me, Clara. All of it.”

Her eyelids flutter closed, her hips shifting against my thigh. She’s feeling it deep, the same way I am. Despite her initial attempts to get away, she’s leaning into the device, loving the sensations it’s giving her.

When the draw of milk goes from a steady flow to a slow trickle, I switch to the other breast. My free hand slides under the blanket to stroke the soft inside of her thigh. She parts for me without thinking, and my cock throbs at the invitation.

“You keep this up,” I growl, watching her milk stream into the cup, “and I’ll spend the rest of my days keeping you full… and bred… so no one ever questions who you belong to.”

Her lips tremble, but her voice is certain. “I already belong to you. Only you, Pops.”

In a cloud of possessive lust, my hand travels to the wetness between her thighs. She’s so ripe, so ready for me. My fingers plunge inside her without any resistance.

Clara makes a soft, desperate noise. A shudder runs through her body as I expertly find the sweet spot inside her. As the pump continues to drain her milk, her hips grind against me helplessly.

I give my girl what she wants. I find that hard little nub, teasing and fingering her clit. Each one of my movements makes her breath catch, her body twitch, and the stimulation from the pump drives her closer and closer to the edge.

“That’s it, sweet little cow,” I say through gritted teeth, the sight of her on edge making my cock ache painfully. “Look at me.”

She tilts her head toward me, her bleary eyes meeting mine. I groan, animalistic and unrestrained. Her mouth is parted, her pretty pink lips glistening.

“Go ahead,” I say, encouraging as I rub her clit I circles. “Look at your Gran-pops when you cum.”

That’s the trigger. Her breath hitches, her body gushes wetness. Pleasure takes hold of her.

“Pops. Pops.”

My pulse nearly pounds through my jugular. I’m making her happy. I’m making her addicted to the pleasure only I will ever give her. A groan launches from my throat.

“I’m going to spend the rest of my life making you moan my name while you come.”

“Yes, I want that. I want to sit on your lap and feel you go up inside me. I want to bounce on your lap and feed you my milk.”

This sweet girl is like a filthy old man’s wet dream.

I keep working her through it, not removing my hand until she’s boneless and blind.

As I kiss her sweetly, removing the nearly full pump from her breast, I start planning just how I’ll mark her again.


CHAPTER 7
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Clara

Iwake to the scorching heat of his mouth on me. His tongue works deep between my thighs, pulling me from sleep with a gasp. My hands fist in his hair, holding him there as he growls low, possessive and hungry. The vibration shoots up my spine. Every slow, deliberate stroke of his tongue edges me faster and faster toward that glorious blinding edge, and when the pleasure overtakes me, it’s not gentle.

“Good morning to me.” I hiss between clenched teeth bucking my hips into his mouth.

“Get used to waking up with my tongue in your little cunt. Or my cock. And soon in your ass.”

I feel myself starting to come apart at the seams, crying out his name as my body arches. This is where I belong. Every part of him is made for every part of me.

He’s insistent, working me through the peak with his expert mouth. It’s heady and overwhelming. Nothing in the training the state put me through prepared me for this kind of attention. I never allowed myself to believe this would feel so good.

“Every part of you is addicting,” Pops says when he finally pulls away from my pulsing opening. Our eyes meet, a burning flame passing between us. Then, he growls, “I need more.”

He doesn’t waste a second, sliding up my body. He presses hot, wet kisses to my stomach and my aching breasts squeezing them in rough hands.

“Fucking udders on my cow. When you’re bred with my seed, they’re going to be even bigger. Hang down lower.” Then, our mouths connect. I inhale sharply, my head swimming with a pleasure so sharp it borders on pain.

The heavy length of him drags through my slick heat. He teases me for a few seconds before he pushes in, slow and punishingly thick. The stretch is delicious. I can barely breathe when he bottoms out.

“Take it all, little girl. Take every inch of your Pops,” he says, holding himself still for a moment so I can adjust to the intrusion.

After a beat, he starts to move, each thrust deep and sure. I feel another swell of ecstasy building all the way to the balls of my feet. My nipples are hard, practically begging for attention.

One of his hands finds my breast again. He leans down, feeding from me as he grinds against my sweet spot. With a grunt against my skin, he fills me with his seed. When he reluctantly pulls away from my teat, I’m boneless in his arms.

We share each other’s air for a beat. He thrusts into me one last time, pushing his release as far inside of me as he can. Then, slowly, he pulls out. I can’t help but hiss at the loss, feeling empty without him.

"I have something for you," he says, pushing my hair from my face.

Curiosity hums in my veins as he helps me dress. Then, he leads me outside. My hand is warm and secure as he threads our fingers together.

The air is still cool enough to raise goosebumps along my skin. My bare feet sink into the soft earth as we approach a structure I’ve never seen before. It’s massive, a gleaming barn set apart from the others. Its walls are new, wood polished and smelling faintly of fresh-cut cedar. The heavy double doors banded in iron.

Inside, the light is golden, filtering through high windows. My breath catches as I take everything in.

There are stalls, but not for animals. Each is spotless, outfitted with strange, intricate equipment. There are gleaming pumps, padded benches, plush seating that looks almost indecent for a barn.

In the center, a wide, padded table I can only imagine the purpose of.

I glance at him, my voice shaking as I ask, “Was it… always for me?”

“I don’t want to answer that.”

He leads me deeper, past the milking stations, to a set of heavy carved doors. When he pushes them open, my eyes go wide. Rooms stretch before me.

Closets overflowing with dresses. Rows of soft velvets, shimmering satins, and lace so delicate it threatens to melt under my fingertips. There’s lingerie finer than anything I’ve dared to dream of since the world fell apart.

Shelves groan with books whose spines I thought I’d never see again, familiar titles making my heart lurch. Jewelry glints in the lamplight, not just gold and silver, but rare stones that catch and scatter the light like fire. Trinkets from old worlds, silks in jewel tones, glass bottles of perfume whose scents whisper of luxury and danger.

Every single thing is the kind of treasure that takes power, real and dangerous power, to claim and keep.

“Pops…” My throat is tight. My brain struggles to take in everything that I’m seeing. “This is…”

“This is what I’ve built,” he says simply. “So you’ll never go without again. So you’ll never be taken from me again. Since the day they stole you from me, I’ve been gathering every thing in this horrible world I thought would make you happy. The stalls came after. But, I never forgot about you. Never.”

The memory of our earlier talk about the auction flashes hot in my mind.

“No one will ever take you from me, Clara,” he tells me. “Not while I’m breathing.”

I lay a hand on his chest, feeling the hard thud of his heart. Softly, I say, “You’re a good man, Pops. You’re my good man.”

Some of the tightness eases from his face, but the heat in his eyes doesn’t fade. It sharpens, darkens, like he’s already picturing exactly what he’ll do to me.

“You’re mine. And now…” he growls as his hand slides to my lower back, then my ass where he lands a hard smack. He urges me toward one of the padded benches. “It’s time for a proper session in your new barn… and when I’m done, there won’t be a corner of your body or your heart that doesn’t know you’re mine.”


CHAPTER 8
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Pops

She looks so small against the padded bench, but I know she’s more than her tiny stature. This girl, my girl, has been carved into me with blood and fire. I didn’t just win her at that auction. I took her back from the jaws of men who thought they could own her.

Now, I own her in a way no one else can touch.

I secure the leather straps gently around her wrists. I’m not binding her against her will, but I need to keep her still when the pleasure makes her writhe. The milking rig gleams under the lamplight. Polished chrome and glass collection jars reflect the orange glow. I switch on the motor, and the faint hum makes Clara jump.

The low, rhythmic pulse of the pump fills the barn. It’s the sound I built this place for.

“This is you giving to me now. It’s not the state forcing your body to yield. This is us.”

When I fit the cups over her swollen breasts, they seal with a soft hiss. Her gasp is immediate and sharp as the suction begins. She whimpers softly, her hands opening and closing as she takes in the sensations.

The machine draws at her in steady, greedy pulls. Her nipples tug and stretch inside the clear domes. I can see everything. Each pump makes her shudder, the milk beads and runs down into the tubes.

My cock swells heavy in my jeans just watching the way she squirms as the machine works.

"Look at you," I whisper, kneeling beside her so I can stroke her cheek. "Perfect little cow, giving me everything."

Her eyes flutter open, hazy and wet. "Pops… it feels…" she slurs, a sweet little whine escaping her lips.

"I know how it feels," I cut in, barely containing the moan that threatens to tear from my throat. My cock aches with want as I track pump pulling at her engorged breasts. Nipples getting longer, filling the tubes as her cream paints the waiting containers white. "Like you were made for this. Made for me."

The jars begin to fill, each creamy stream proof of how her body’s changing for me. Every drop could be another man’s temptation. And that’s why I’ll kill anyone who tries.

I think of the rival at the auction, the way his hand twitched toward his bid card when he saw her. If I hadn’t won, if she were in his barn right now… my hands curl into fists.

No one will ever have her like this. No one but me.

I lean down, my mouth at her ear. She shivers as I say, "You hear me, baby? No one else will ever see you like this. No one else will ever taste you, touch you, fuck you, eat your soft little pussy, stuff their dick down your soft little throat. You’re mine until there’s nothing left of me."

Her soft whimper threads through the hum of the pump. I watch as her toes curl, her thighs trembling. Her flesh is sinfully enticing. My need to be inside her again is a physical ache.

The jars are almost full when I shut the machine off. The silence feels thick, hot. I lift the cups away and milk drips over my fingers. Clara watches me with her pupils clouded over. I bring them to my mouth without breaking eye contact.

"Sweet," I murmur, licking them clean. "Like you."

Her lips part, breathless, and I can see the question in her eyes. What comes next?

"Now," I say, standing behind her and unbuckling my belt.

I free myself and guide her hips to the edge of the bench. I stuff the tip of my bulbous head right through her opening, savoring the way her body stretches and locks around the tip.

“Fuck me back baby. Show Pops how good he feels to you.”

Her walls open up, hips rocking, welcoming me in and adjusting to my length. Every inch of her tight, wet pussy squeezes me. I growl her name. She’s mine. Mine.

Her cry is raw, her fingers gripping at the leather straps as I drive deeper. She braces herself against each hard thrust I give her, the bench rocking with the effort. She’s still tender from this morning. Every single squeeze of her sex around my length, every single shiver of pleasure zips through my being.

"God, Pops…" she whines, the words barely legible, each syllable punched out of her by my thrusts.

"Say it," I demand against her throat.

"I love you," she gasps, arching into me.

It’s primal, a declaration that comes out without thought.

The words detonate inside me. I brace my hands on the metal bars, my thrusts turning relentless.

Slap, slap, slap.

Flesh on flesh.

Wet on wet.

Salt and sweat and her juices. Fucking magic.

It’s like a fever has taken over me, and she’s the only thing that can cure me.

"I love you, Clara. Always have. Always will," I grunt, almost broken, but the truth has never been clearer. This is a fact that sinks into my bones and permeates the air around us.

We come together in a blinding rush. Her cry tangles with my groan as I spill deep inside her. My release claims her as surely as my words have. I stay there, buried in her, breathing hard, roaring at the ceiling at the orgasm takes me to places I’ve never been.

She sighs, soft and sated, saying, "My Pops."

"My little cow. Forever," I promise, sealing it with another hot spurt against her womb.

I’m rooting inside her. I own her.

She is my new home.


CHAPTER 9
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Clara

It’s been three days since Pops claimed me in every filthy, possessive way imaginable, filling me, breaking me open, owning my body, my pulse, my breath. Marking me so deep there’s no part of me he hasn’t made his, and now he’s taking me into town, my mind still reeling over what we’ve done.

I think of how Pops put his cock inside me, filled me with his release, made me his in the most primal ways, licking me clean like a man obsessed. This man, my Pops, is my breeder, my milker, my lover.

We ride in his carriage, the black lacquered sides shining in the sun, drawn by two massive draft horses. I do feel like a princess with him. The years of concrete walls and uncomfortable cots fading with each passing hour.

The locals stop and stare as we go by, some with fear, others with awe. I sit beside him like royalty, his arm draped over the back of the seat, his presence radiating ownership and power.

Pops is the feared king of this territory, and I am his queen. My youth contrasts his age but there’s nothing about him that lacks. He’s as virile as any young man, maybe more.

Because, God, I am really sore. But, it’s a secret badge of honor I wear. My chest fills with pride every he loses himself inside me.

We step down onto the main street, and he doesn’t hesitate to lavish me with whatever catches my eye. Fresh pastries from the baker. A bolt of silk from the cloth merchant. Ripe peaches so fragrant my mouth waters.

But it’s the hard candy in a crystal container that draws my hand. Pops buys the whole jar without blinking.

When a small, dirt-smudged boy peeks at us from behind a barrel on the street, I kneel and offer him a piece of the candy. The crowd goes silent, watching in horror, waiting for Pops to snap at the boy for taking what’s mine.

Instead, Pops crouches beside me, his massive hand reaching into his coat. He presses a heavy gold coin into the boy’s palm.

"For your mama. Run home and give it to her. Tell her Mr. Ward gave it to you," he says gruffly, watching as the boy bolts, wide-eyed, and the crowd stirs.

Pops straightens, his hand settling on the small of my back. "Come," he commands softly. "There’s something else."

He leads me down a quiet lane to a small chapel draped in flowers. Inside, on a stand, a dress waits for me. It’s white and soft beneath my fingertips. Beside it, a bouquet of wild roses. An officiant stands ready.

"We’re already bound by the auction and in the eyes of the state," Pops says, his eyes fixed on mine. "But I want more. I want everyone to see you as my wife."

My heart swells so full it aches.

“I want that too.”

“Good girl.” Pops runs a hand down my hair, nodding to the officiant. “Show her to the room. Help her change.”

In a small white room, I change into the dress, the silk whispering over my skin, and when I walk back, Pops looks at me like he’s seeing the sun for the first time. My chest nearly bursts with pride.

The ceremony is short, just the vows that make me cry with happiness.

“Forever.” Pops finishes the vows, taking my hand in his, tugging the state metal band off my finger and sliding a new one into its place.

“God.” I look down, gape mouthed.

“I told you I’d upgrade it.” Pops pressing my palm to his chest so I get a full view of the massive blush pink diamond on my finger. “It’s old. Called a cushion cut from the nineteen-twenties. Six carats. It’s rare. Not as rare as you my sweet girl, but as close as I could come.”

“You may kiss your bride, Mr. Ward.” The officiant lowers his eyes, as Pops draws my lips to his, hands on the back of my neck.

Our lips slip, tongues glide, he fills my mouth with a moan and I do the same in return, my body already lubricating for him wanting to feel that solid length pushing inside me.

When we finally come up for a breath, Pops is smiling and I’m crying. I see the man I love. Not my Pops. Not an older man. Just the man that gave me my life back.

“Husband.” I manage on a little broken sob.

“Wife.” He counters and I swear, his voice cracks as well.

Then the chapel doors slam open and I jerk my head around toward the noise. Pops’ hands tugging me under his arm.

A man with fury in his eyes stands in the doorway. He’s glaring at Pops, but I don’t understand why. Leaning in closer to my protector, I whisper, “Who’s that?”

Pops doesn’t get a chance to answer before I gasp. There’s someone else with this angry stranger, someone I recognize. My father.

He looks thinner, older. He stomps up the aisle, getting close enough I smell the stink of liquor that clings to him.

He barely glances at me. I expect to feel disappointed, but I don’t. He doesn’t mean anything to me anymore.

Pops is the only man that matters. No one else.

"You can’t keep her, not if you’re dead," the first man spits. I realize with knee-buckling clarity that he must be the other man bidding on me at the auction. "She belongs with her family. Then, her family will give her to me to be bred properly. By a man that still can."

Pops moves to shield me low and lethal, he says, "I am her fucking family."

My father’s voice slurs with anger and alcohol when he says, "What you’ve done is wrong. She’s—"

He’s cut off when the other man lunges, trying to grab me. Pops strikes fast, driving him back with a blow that sends him crashing into a pew.

The man, stupidly, tries to scramble to his feet. It’s a fatal mistake. Pops moves quickly, pulling the gun that’s always on his hip. The shot lands right between the man’s eyes, and he gives one final twitch before going completely still.

"Go back to whatever hole you crawled from," Pops growls at my father. His boot comes close to my father’s face, ready to strike. "Come back when you know what it means to be a man. But remember, she’s mine."

My father stumbles back, muttering. The other man doesn’t rise and from the singled hole between his eyes, he never will.

After a moment, Pops turns to me, cups my face in his hands, and kisses me hard enough to erase every trace of fear.

"I told you what I’d do to keep you," he says.

I nod, letting Pops grab my hand and lead me out of the chapel leaving my father and the lifeless other man behind. There’s commotion behind us, but I’m not focused on that. The only thing that matters to me is Pops’s grip on me.

Despite what just happened and the adrenaline pumping through me, I don’t think I’ve been happier. I’m married, and everyone knows how much he cares about me. I’ll remember this day for the rest of my life for all the good that has happened.

Pops helps me into the coach, climbing in behind me. Bags of the treasures he bought for me already stowed inside.

As we start our slow roll through the street, he turns to me, recapturing my small hands in his large ones.

“I love you, Clara,” his reaches for my waist, dragging me to sit on his lap. “I wanted to tell you in there, in front of everyone, but our ceremony was cut a little short.”

“Pops,” I say softly, his words filling in every single part of my being. “I love you, too.”

His lips mount onto mine and I wiggle against him, shifting and straddling him.

“You’re not afraid of me?” he asks when we part, tucking a strand of my hair behind my ear. “I didn’t scare you when I killed that man?”

“No, I’m not afraid of you,” I say, squeezing his hand. “You keep me safe, Pops. How could I ever be scared of you?”

“I’ll always keep you safe,” he vows, kissing me once again. “You’ll never have to be scared again.”

“I forgot one thing.” I say as I inch my way up his body, pushing onto my knees so my hands can work his belt the rustle of the wedding dress fabric filling the carriage.

“What’s that princess?” Pop’s eyes darken, his tongue tracing his bottom lip as I free is already stiff manhood from his pants.

I press myself down onto his length, his head falling back. “Panties.” I giggle as his girth strains my entrance.

“That’s my fucking girl. Bounce on Pop’s cock, then I’m going to put you on your knees and have you lick me nice and clean.”

I do as he says, leaning down to press my lips against his ear, his beard scratching on my cheek as he bucks into me.

“I have a present for you too.” I manage as his thrusts become ruthless.

“What’s. That.” He huffs out, his eyes latching onto mine.

“I didn’t bleed when I was supposed to. You bred your cow good and proper. You’re growing inside me right now.”

That makes him blast off, tearing my dress down the front, stuffing his mouth full of my leaking breasts.

“Feed your husband. Feed me and fuck me. And once that baby is here, I’ll breed my sweet cow again. And again.”

Happily ever after. With my Pops.


EPILOGUE
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Clara

Two years later, the barn is still ours in every sense. Every bench, every machine, every hum of the pumps is a constant reminder of who I belong to. But now it’s also filled with laughter and small footsteps, with the scent of warm hay and the faint sweetness of milk.

Our children, two with his eyes, one with his stubborn chin, nap in the farmhouse while Pops keeps me close, making sure I never forget how it all began.

My father never returned after that day in the chapel. Pops told me once he heard he’d drifted back to the outer plains, still chasing drink more than any kind of redemption. I can’t say I miss him.

My family is here.

Pops is harder now in some ways. He’s more feared than ever in town. He serves on the state panel of executives. A fancy way of saying he helps make the laws now.

His first was releasing every girl that had been kidnapped by the government and forced into fertility and milk production slavery. He made sure they all were united with their families and if their families were gone? He personally over saw they each were trained in a trade, making their own money and made sure they each had a mentor. Found family he called it.

His word is enough to silence any man who’d think to cross him. But he’s softer with me, and with our babies.

The townsfolk still talk about the day the 'king' of the valley gave a street boy gold, and how the woman at his side changed him. Maybe they’re right.

He has me on the padded table now, my wrists loose in his hands. The suction cups are pulling at my breasts in a slow, greedy rhythm. Milk beads and slides into the jars, the sound hypnotic. My body responds as if it’s been waiting all day for this.

Because it has.

He’s behind me, buried deep, his hips moving in a slow grind that has me trembling from head to toe. Each thrust pushes me forward into the pull of the machine, pleasure spiraling higher. The sensations are incredible. I can’t believe I was once scared of this.

Now, it’s my favorite part of the day.

"You feel that?" he rasps against my ear. He works his cock further inside me, as far as he can, threatening to split me open, hitting the spot that drives me wild. "That’s my seed pushing deeper, locking itself inside you. I want you round with another before the frost. I want to see you growing with another perfect child."

My moan breaks on his name. The thought is dizzying. It makes heat pool in my stomach. There’s nothing I want more, nothing I need more.

"Yes, Pops,” I whimper, lust clouding every corner of my brain. He seems to slam into me harder, more possessively, at the sound of my voice. “Breed me. Fill me."

He growls low in his chest, one hand spreading over my belly possessively.

"Already claiming space in here,” he says, thrusting into me wildly now. I know he’s approaching his climax. That knowledge pushes me closer, making that familiar heat coil in me. “Already mine. Only mine."

The jars are nearly full when his pace reaches its peak. The slap of his hips against me is loud in the warm air. The world seems to explode behind my eyelids as my climax takes hold of me, milk spilling faster from my chest. The sound and sight of my orgasm causes him to follow with a groan. I’m flooded so deep that I can feel his seed pulse inside me.

When he eases us down, I’m wrapped in those thick, soft blankets from my childhood.

“Feed me.” He growls as he points to the long velvet sofa across from the milking machine. “I want my cow to put her udders in my mouth. I want that sweet comfort only your breasts can give me.”

This is another of our rituals. Especially after a hard day, I sit, Pops lays his head in my lap, our eyes meet and I cradle his head, guiding my squirting nipple to his mouth, push it inside and let him nurse.

The connection is unlike anything I would have imagined back when I was just a human sack of meat bound to the government’s milking machine.

Pops draws fast and deep, suckling like a child, the scrape of his rough palms on the sides of my taught, engorged flesh as the relief he gives swims through me in waves of decadent pleasure.

The scent of my sweet milk and the man I love surrounds me. From the monitor on the wall, I hear the faint giggle of one of our little ones waking. Somewhere, one of the dogs gives a bored bark.

After he’s nursed from both sides, his eyes take on that blue, milk drunk look and a satisfaction warms me down to my bones.

“Good cow.” He mumbles, sitting up, his lips come to mine and I taste the cream on his lips and tongue. “Your udders were particularly giving today. My belly is full. My cock is hard. It’s another miracle of a day with my angel.”

He kisses my temple, tucking a strand of hair behind my ear as he breathes into my ear, "You’re everything. My wife. My little cow. My forever."

And I smile, knowing that in this barn, in his arms, with our babies sleeping safe and his love wrapped around me, I have everything I’ll ever need.
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