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Anastasia

The van door slides open before we even stop, and the slap of cold mountain air jolts me upright.

I blink and pluck away the hair that’s stuck to my lips. My head feels full of cotton balls from whatever they gave me just after I signed the final contract. But even through the drug haze, the ache in my breasts is getting worse.

Milk dripping from my nipples soaks through the thin robe they gave me after my final virginity inspection and pre-nuptial shower.

After that, the delivery drivers shoved a cup of what they said was fruit punch into my hand and told me to drink it.

From there, it was a windowless van and everything went soft around the edges. All I remember was the drive seemed endless and every bump made my breasts jolt and throb.

It's only been one week since I was informed I’d been purchased.

Purchased.

The old school way of saying it, is I’m a mail order bride. It feels like a dream, or maybe a nightmare because it’s becoming real.

The two men in black gloves and coveralls yank me from my seat. The backs of my legs peel off the sticky vinyl. They rake their gazes over me, inspect my arms and legs before moving on to my torso. I try to plant my feet, but the world tilts at a strange angle until one of the men pulls me upright. The one on the left grunts when he sees the dark patches on my chest.

“She’s flowing like a right proper cow. He’s gonna like that.” The taller one says.

I cross my arms trying to cover myself and my face grows hot.

When the woman with the fancy purse who always paid with hundred-dollar bills at the diner where I waitressed slipped me her phone number one day after listening to the owner berate me for not filling the salt shakers the night before, all I wanted was a way out.

Seems that’s exactly what I got. I’m just not sure if the trade off is going to be what I thought it would be.

Impatient fingers dig into my arms, my bare feet dragging on an uneven stone pathway toward a wooden door that looks more like a drawbridge over a shark infested mote than a welcoming entry to my new life.

Inside, heat blasts from an floor to ceiling stone fireplace across the cavernous room ahead of us but I can’t stop shivering.

In the center of the room, a gleaming metal cage sort of contraption stands.

I know what it is. It was mentioned in the contract.

Subject agrees if the purchaser chooses to submit to breeding in a stall.

The steel and leather reality of what I’m to become mocks me.

I signed the contract anyway. I doubted anyone would want to use something like that, right?

At least, that's what I kept repeating to myself on the long drive. But if I'm being honest now that the eleventh hour is here and wetness is slick between my legs, it wasn't just the money and desperation that brought me here.

There was some small part of me that fluttered at the idea of being a powerful man’s wife. Used for breeding and then, there’s the milk. That was a little added surprise after the initial meeting with the woman from the diner, I was given some supplements after an exam with a doctor and an injection to jump start my lactation.

To my shock, four days later, the first beads of milk formed on my nipples. My breasts started to feel different. I was re-thinking the whole crazy possibility of being a wife to someone I’d never met.

Then, I guess I didn’t fill the salt shakers right again and I got fired.

When I walked back to my apartment, the owner of the building was taping the eviction notice to my door.

I quickly convinced myself I would just be doing what my body was made for. Breeding and feeding.

Maybe that’s all I was put on this earth to do. Memories of my father flash through my foggy brain as the fire crackles. The day he left me with my grandparents after my mother died in a mysterious fire in our barn he said, don’t be a bother.

I never saw him again.

My father didn’t think I was worth his time. My grandparents let me stay as long as I kept the house clean. Cooked their meals but the day I came home from school telling them I wanted to be a nurse, go to college, they pulled me out of school.

When the state lady came to check on me a month later, they shoved me in a closet and told me to stay quiet or I’d find out just how bad a beating could get.

I can survive this. Whatever this is.

A hand grabs my elbow, yanks at my robe. The thin fabric skitters across my skin, then slides to the floor. My flesh pebbles in the air, my breasts swing free, and fat and shameless droplets fall from the drawn pink peaks.

I want to hide my body from the men who brought me, but instead, I’m pushed toward the frame, bent over, manipulated like an animal. Leather cuts into my wrists, my thighs, my ankles as metal buckles clink and straps cinch tight.

The weight of my breasts tug on my chest wall as they sway under me like udders already dripping onto the padded floor beneath me.

The men laugh as heat floods my cheeks. The room spins a bit until I close my eyes. Heavy steps come from somewhere to my left. The laughter stops as the footfalls get closer. I heave in a breath thinking of the woman behind the desk handing me the pen to sign two months ago.

“You’re perfect. Pretty, but young looking and a virgin and soon, you’ll lactate. You’ll be sold to a prominent husband for sure. Those hips?”, she’d shaken her head with envy in her dead, dark eyes, “Sign there and I’ll explain your supplements…”

A greasy man in a half-buttoned priest collar appears walking in front of the big fireplace, reeking of whiskey. He lifts his clipboard and furrows his brow when he glances at me. “The Bratva Butcher buying a hucow online? Didn’t think he’d sink that low.”

Arousal taunts me from my core as shame washes over my damp skin. One of the delivery men replies. “Not just any cow. She’s a beauty. Fertile, quiet, already producing.”

A rough chuckle. “Guess even kings get thirsty.”

Butcher. Is this what she meant when she said a prominent husband?

There’s more chuckling, a hand brushes on the skin of my exposed hip and my stomach turns sour, then more footsteps, moving away this time then the sound of the door opening and closing and I’m left in the silence of the massive stone room.

I squeeze my eyes shut for a long moment and start to count as the priest clears his throat. When I open them again, he’s staring at the ceiling mumbling a prayer.

When I feel like I may come right out of my skin, there’s the clink of a metal latch, the swoosh of another heavy door. The priest pulls himself upright, sucking in his stomach. "Hello, sir."

No response. Shoes click on the stone floor, moving from behind me then come into view beside the priest.

My odd position in the breeding stall gives me a clear view of my soon to be husband’s shoes. They’re polished with a small gold logo on the side of the heel that screams expensive. The cuff of the suit pants is perfect. Hand stitched. My glance travels upward.

His cream dress shirt is untucked, the top buttons undone to reveal a thick patch of chest hair. Sleeves rolled up, corded muscle in tanned forearms lead to powerful hands. Images of those hands gripping my hips, closing around my throat fill my head.

I clench my thighs together. I know what’s about to happen but I’m woefully inexperienced. The sum total of my physical contact with the opposite sex would be a few fumbling, disappointing make out sessions with a customer named Henry from the diner.

He seemed nice. Asked me out proper on a date. Paid for the movies a couple times until he made it clear in the back of his car with his hand around my throat that he wasn’t going to stop at a kiss.

The bravest moment of my life up until today was when I landed a hard knee right into the crotch of his stained khaki pants. He threw up all over himself as I swore off men and walked four miles home in the freezing rain to my one room apartment over the dry-cleaning store on Milwaukee Street.

I focus on the floor and his shoes. The man that’s to be my husband just stands there. I feel his eyes raking over me as my muscles contract.

Finally, he speaks, “I ordered a breeder. Not a little girl. She looked older in the photos. She’s legal, right?”

"Yes, sir of course. Do you want to send her back?" The priest stammers, shifts on his feet. “The delivery men have already left but for you, I’m sure we can call them back to retrieve her.”

No. No. Worse than selling yourself would be to get rejected. I’m pretty sure girls that are returned are not treated well.

Another beat. Lots of cursing, then, "No. She’s here. She'll do as long as she’s the one I paid for. Fertility guaranteed."

“Yes, sir. She’s the purchased cow. I checked the manifest when she was delivered.”

"Get on with it then," he says. His gaze sweeps over me and my whole-body tingles.

The greasy man pulls out an old Bible and recites some passages. It all sounds like gibberish to me. Like he’s talking underwater.

The dark man narrows his eyes, the lines in his brow deepen and I swallow whatever protests might have been forming in my throat.

“Do you, sir, take this leaking bride to be your lawfully wedded cow?”

He grunts. "I do."

"Then you may consummate the marriage." The priest almost trips over himself as he leaves the room not bothering with my part of the vows.

Silence falls. I thought there might be more time to get to know each other. But that's not how it's going to go.


CHAPTER 2
[image: ]



Anastasia

My husband steps closer.

I don’t know what else to call him. No one has introduced us.

Still, his presence sends tiny shockwaves over my skin.

I don't want to do this. But I'm ridiculously wet. Danger hangs in the air like an aphrodisiac.

He pulls my hair together in a tail and sweeps it over my shoulder. Fingers trail down my back.

“My little breeder, you're going to do everything I say."

He hums as he inspects my body—his property. The pressure of a heavy hand lands on my hip, stroking slowly down to my curve of my ass. Liquid heat seeps down my thighs.

“You're a virgin,” he growls. “But your body wants me. You'll be bred before dawn if your body can take it.”

His fingers rest against my pussy lips before he works them apart and slides two fingers in to breach me. I choke on something between a moan and a scream.

The fingers inch in, cold and clinical, then stop deep inside. A shiver traverses down my spine.

“Tight as fuck,” he says, like he’s talking about livestock. “You’ll stretch. You’ll break. Then you’ll carry.”

Then, as quickly as he pushed them in, his fingers are gone. A breath stutters in my throat, feeling empty. My tits gush in liquid betrayal.

He steps to the right, back into my line of vision. Unbuttons his shirt, works on his belt buckle.

The soft sound of a zipper matches the movement of his fingers at the front of his black slacks and I hold my breath.

I dare to let myself look as his pants drop to the floor.

He’s naked from the waist down and jutting out in front of him is an otherworldly sized erection. I blink.

Terror cinches around my windpipe. He's not going to put that thing in me, is he? I couldn't possibly—

He disappears from my sight. I suck in a breath, heart pounding as he moves to where my ass is up, my shamefully wet sex is angled and ready to receive.

The pressure of his hands rest on my hips as he grunts. The tip of his cock slaps against my pussy lips.

Fear is a different sort of drug. I want it in me. Destroying me. Turning me into whatever he needs me to be.

A blink of pressure is all I get before the bolt of pain tears a scream raw from my throat.

The first push is brutal. He splits me open with a groan, stretching me wide around his length. He saws himself in and out, likely only a few inches but it feels like I’m being torn in half.

I scream again—not just from pain.

From everything. From relief.

My aching pussy is so full I feel him everywhere. White clouds take over my vision. Burning takes over my breasts as the prickling tingles draw my nipples tight as white cream flows from me in tiny rivers.

The rush of the milk letting down forces my eyes to roll back as a shudder wracks me from head to toe.

He holds himself there, half buried inside me. The darts of pain from my body expanding to accommodate him have my jaw unhinged, my breathing shallow.

The cuffs and straps hold me helpless, suspended and vulnerable.

He could do anything with me. No one is coming. No one cares.

I don’t know if I want him to move or not. Something primal in my DNA aches for my hips to push back, to take more, to move, move, move but I play the part of the good cow and remain still, squeezing around his invasion.

When he finally pushes forward again and speaks, my entire body jerks like I’ve been shocked. “You feel where I’m inside your body little cow? That’s what I bought you for. Your hole. Nothing more. Your milk is a bonus but it’s your hole I needed.”

Humiliation wraps around me like a shameful shroud. I've never felt anything like it. Tied up, filled, leaking. Insulted and dehumanized.

Why does that fan the wicked flames of arousal down into my marrow? I’m teetering on the edge of something I've never felt before.

He slaps my ass with a stinging strike and I arch forward, a sound ripping out of me that I can’t identify as pain or pleasure.

My inner walls clench and undulate, trying to adjust to his girth. The man slips back out. I have time to take a breath before he slams back in pushing all the air from my lungs, my chest pressing into the front of the frame.

Every thrust punches moans from my throat. The cage creaks. My wrists strain in the cuffs. My tits bounce, leaking uncontrollably, milk splashing against the padded floor.

Faster. Faster.

The pace turns furious. Slap, slap, slap skin on skin. Wetness easing his way.

“Greedy wet pussy wants to be wrecked I see. I'm going to fill you up don’t worry cow,” he pants, fingers bruising on my hips. “My little breeder you better fucking produce for me. I paid what most men would consider a fortune for you.”

Tears burn in rivers down my cheeks. I'm spread out for his enjoyment, his use. Just like an animal. But underneath it?

Pleasure betrays me. There’s a tightening, a tension, a fury I bite back, but it pushes forward, demanding something I’m desperately trying to deny.

I push back against him the best the restraints allow. I shouldn’t—but I do. The bitterness of how I got here fades as darts of pain fan out from my center. I can't think. The world has contracted to this man’s cock stretching and pulling and filling me.

I breathe in deep, struggling to loosen my muscles and accept what he’s forcing my body to accept.

“Fuck,” he growls. “You want it. Say it.”

A yelp chirps from my throat, and I gather my muscles around him. I fling my head back and forth, my hair sticking to my lips, I dig my body into the frame, unable to stop the moans.

“I—I don’t—”

He reaches one hand under me and thick, hard fingers dig into the painful swollen flesh of my breast. The other hand joins, his pelvis pressed into my ass as his thumbs press and roll over my nipples. My head flies back as he teases the sensitive peaks. “Say you want your husband’s cock wife.”

“I want—” My voice cracks on a sob. He's stopped moving and I will say anything to make him start fucking me again. “I want your cock. Husband, please, I want your cock.”

He roars.

The slap of skin, the metallic jingle of the frame, my sobs—shame and pleasure blurred into one filthy chorus.

The aching tension springs forth with its own demands between my legs, tits squirting violently as more milk covers my body and the floor. My cunt spasms as I come without warning, milk gushing, pussy contracting, head thrown back.

He keeps fucking me through it, chasing his own. “That's it, baby. My milky slut. Pull that cum from my balls like a good breeding whore.”

My pussy walls clench while he thrusts, a stabbing sensation mixed with pleasure and ache. I'm still pulsing, riding our mad coupling like a blind, helpless animal.

Deep. Deep. Deep.

Bodies slapping, I’m sobbing now, I’m not sure why, I’m not sad really, the orgasm freed something inside me. My wrists rock in the cuffs, my body suspended a vessel for fucking now nothing more.

My thoughts evaporate. I’m floating, covered in sweat and filled with shameful lust as another orgasm rips through me like a jagged knife.

One final plunge and every inch is pushed inside me to my limits. His thickness jerks, he grunts curse words as the first spurt of liquid heat coats my walls.

A convulsion shakes me until I nearly black out as he pumps his cum inside me. Over and over the hot wetness shoots deep, making his cock slip and slide in my own desperate arousal and broken virginity. I'm slick with his juices and mine, mixed with a healthy amount of blood I’m sure.

Nothing that big could not cause damage.

"Your needy little cunt is stretched for me now. I'm marking you with my cock, like a brand on my prized cow. Your body needs to memorize how I fit. You’ll be used hard and often wife."

A spasm locks around my core at his words. Why does a man like this need to marry in order to get what he wants? Surely he could just…order a woman for his pleasure whenever he wants.

Why a wife I wonder but my brain is foggy, the reasons don’t seem to matter. Blood rushes in my ears making everything sound hushed.

I’m here now. I’m his. I signed everything I only pray I please him because every instinct tells me when this man is displeased, someone pays the price.

When he pulls out, I sag. Milk and cum seem to drip and cover me everywhere. I’m a shaking, sweating, panting, creamy mess.

When he releases the cuffs, I collapse against the frame in huffing breaths. It is the only thing keeping me upright.

There’s a vague realization that he’s moving around. There’s the sound of water, then, he’s dressing himself where he stripped minutes ago.

Then I’m lifted. Thick arms gather me off the frame, to my shock, he holds me against his chest, warm and slick and safe.

“You’re my property,” he says. “You leak for me. You breed for me. Eventually if you are an obedient cow, you’ll carry my name. Raise my child. I take good care of my possessions. As long as they take good care of me. My name is Luka Morelli and you are my wife.”

I don’t have the energy to squeak out a sob. I manage a nod.

His lips find my ear, breath warm, the slight scent of whiskey and coffee. “And soon… you’ll carry my heir.”


CHAPTER 3
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Luka

She’s wrecked, deflowered, bloody and filled with me.

She’s a beauty, sprawled across my bed like a lamb offered up to a monster.

And that’s what I am. The Bratva Butcher, enforcer for my family's organization. I haven’t kept track of how many men I’ve killed but somewhere in our records, I’m sure someone has.

More than ten. Less then a thousand. The number doesn’t matter what does matter, is I am done with that part of my life.

The last job didn’t go as planned. Send to kill a old man with a debt, picture in hand, I took aim, called his name so he would know what was coming and I took the shot.

Only, when the job was done and it was time to gather the proof of my work, I shoved the black hood of his sweatshirt off and…

It was not an old man.

It was a woman. A girl really. Maybe sixteen, eighteen at the most. From the visual of her teeth or lack thereof I should say, the deep sores on her face and the sweet scent in the air, she had a long-term relationship with meth. It didn’t take me long to find the old man in a back closet, someone had done my job for me.

Maybe her. Maybe her boyfriend. Maybe another debt collector but still, I’d never made that mistake before. Killed the wrong person. Somehow, I guess I had this idea that if they deserved it, it was just a job being done. One that was necessary.

Something in me changed that day.

Now I'm hiding in the mountains, nursing my wounds, and planning my revenge. Which includes buying a dairy girl and breeding her like a prize heifer until she bears me an heir.

A twinge catches in my chest surprising me.

I shouldn't care. She's a piece of property. But I can't stop staring at her.

Her lush thighs are still sticky with cum and blood. Her fat tits are snaked with dark veins, shining in the firelight, milk beading on the flat tips of her nipples, gathering then running in miniature white rivers down the taught flesh.

The fire paints her curves in gold, but I see her how she really is—my softness in this grave of a home. She's my warmth in exile. So young looking. I’m a vile old man compared to her.

My bastard of a half-brother thinks I'm dead. After living in the shadows for too long, Boris made a deal with our enemies. Kill our whole family, except for him and his mother—my father's former mistress. Papa had many illegitimate children, but I was his only heir.

I stand up and add another log to the fire.

I should be dead. Along with Papa, Mama, and my sweet sister. But it was my body double in my bed the night our house burned to the ground as I was drinking and trying to play away my fortune in an endless game of blackjack at the Bellagio.

Living that life you learn that danger is always coming. I never left my home without leaving someone there wearing the exact rings I wore, same height, weight, even the same gold covered molars.

I just never thought the poor bastard I hired to be me would end up under the granite stone etched with my name.

Rage makes my vision red. I will get my revenge for the past. But first, I have to secure my future. The gorgeous young woman in my bed snores softly and I reach out and pat her hair.

After the betrayal—after my family burned—I let them bury me. Let the world believe the Bratva Butcher was gone. But I wasn’t done. Not until I left something behind that could never be touched.

That’s what she is. She’s my monument, my legacy, and my endgame. The soft, milk-swollen future I can shape with my cock.

And Christ, the catalog didn’t do her justice.

That picture showed curves, sure. A promise of weight and warmth. But not the trembling lower lip. Not the eyes that fluttered open and begged before she even knew who I was. Not the way her tits respond, spilling like they’ve been waiting for me their whole life. Like they know me.

She’s a contrast of too young and too womanly and the mixture is intoxicating even to a man like me. Women were never important to me. They came and went, I used them for my purposes but this one?

I may have bought something precious.

I told the woman on the phone I wanted which ever breeding bitch was the most expensive which meant fertile.

They test them. How I’m not sure but for what I paid, the assured me she’d be ripe upon delivery.

She sent me the catalog with this stunning naïve barely legal angel circled on the page.

I pull the sheet up to her waist and she sighs, mouth open.

She’s not just a body. She’s a biology designed to ruin men.

I don’t even know her name. The file said 'Anastasia,' but that’s paper talk. Bureaucracy.

What I see curled up in my bed isn't some name they stuck on the paperwork. Doesn’t matter. That’s not who she is. She’s my little korova, my breeder. She's my milk girl, still leaking on my bed after I stuffed her full of my seed.

My mouth waters for that cream she’s producing. A kink I’d not known I had until I saw her strapped in that breeding contraption, I bought it to convince myself this was just a business deal, nothing more. With her dehumanized and strapped in, the only part of me that need touch her was my dick.

My cock immediately knew that was not the case.

The word rolls through me like a spark—korova. Russian for cow. Soft and obscene.

It fits the way she sags into the mattress, tits heavy and red, the curve of her back, body barely able to hold all that sweetness she’s been hoarding.

I’m still rock hard, jerking against my zipper like it never finished. Because it will never be finished with her.

My cock was barely out of her for the first time when I made the call—burned up the last connection I swore I wouldn’t use. The second I saw her squirting milk mid-fuck from those heavy tits, I knew I needed more.

I ordered the industrial setup straight from the breeder registry. Not some cheap chrome machine, but the kind used on elite dairy girls in the black market auctions. It has leather cuffs, timer settings, milk capture flasks. Delivery’s already scheduled.

She’ll be strapped in by morning, hooked up, and draining. And I’ll be there to watch every goddamn drop.

The fire snaps beside us, casting shadows over the rough stone and wood around the bed. There’s nothing soft in this room—nothing but her. The only silk, the only flesh, the only warmth in a place built to bury a man like me.

I rub my shaft up and down through my pants, enjoying the sight of my woman in my bed. Tiny girls shaped like a boy never appealed to me. I want a woman with meat on her bones, gorgeous curves, and full, juicy tits. My little korova is like my dream come to life.

A dream I never allowed myself to realize.

Her chest barely rises and falls with each breath. Arms lax. Still dripping like her body doesn’t know it’s over. One breast twitches slightly as another bead forms and rolls down. I follow it with my eyes until it hits the bedsheet. The wet sound sends a bolt straight to my spine.

I don’t speak. I don’t think. I move.

One hand slides up the curve of her waist, over the softness of her belly, until I can palm a heavy, swollen breast. The skin is flushed and tight, her nipple already slick. I squeeze. Milk fountains onto my wrist. She shifts, barely.

She’s so tired, still recovering from the drugs they gave her and the fuck I gave her. She doesn’t even know I’m here. But her body responds to me because it knows it's mine.

I bring the milk to my mouth. It's hot, sweet, salted from the sweat of her skin. It hits my tongue like a drug. I groan, low and guttural.

I strip, laying my clothes on the end of the bed then climb onto the mattress.

Kneeling on the bed, I shift between her legs. My lengthened cock can’t bear to wait any more. I need to be inside, buried completely. To make her spill that delicious, creamy milk from those heaving breasts again.

Her thighs fall open in her sleep like her body knows I’ve come back to finish the claim. There’s no fear. No tension. Just the wreckage of her cunt, glossy with my spend, lips still swollen from being split wide. I groan as my cock swells harder, pulsing against the air between us like it’s scenting her heat.

Fuck, I can’t wait any longer. If I do, I might explode. And I would much rather stake my claim again in what’s mine than let this go to waste.

I lay down behind her and spread her further apart. Lower my cock to her beckoning hole.

I don’t push.

I slide.

The tip finds her slick entrance like it’s being guided, and I sink in inch by inch, the resistance sinful, the heat obscene.

Her obedient pussy draws me in slow, greedy, like she’s still dreaming about me and doesn’t want to wake up. I bottom out with a hiss, my chest pressing into her back, forehead against the nape of her neck.

I stay inside her, not moving letting her soaking warmth hug me. I heave in a breath, savoring the way her pussy walls flutter around my shaft.

Another throaty groan escapes me as I bask in the sensation, buried in the tightest, wettest cunt I’ve ever had, surrounded by the body I bought to breed and might end up worshipping.

Her breath hitches, thighs twitch, and I swear she murmurs something—my name or a sob. I don’t know which. And it doesn't matter. Everything she says or does is for me, from now on. I grab a handful of her tits, swollen and heavy and begging for attention, and squeeze until milk gushes over my knuckles. It’s hot. Thicker now. Creamy.

Fuck, I want to taste the milk she's making for me. To take those perfect teats in my mouth and draw in her sweet cream.

I lower my mouth to her shoulder, panting into her skin as I milk her with one hand. I squeeze rhythmically, like her personal hand pump, while the other hand strokes her hip. I feel her clench around my cock, still asleep. She's so tight. Her soft body reacts with a mind of its own, still aching from the first fucking, and now begging for more. We're connected. In this place that doesn't exist, with a man who is dead, and the woman who will bring him back to life.

I lean in. Her breasts, large in the picture from the catalog, are huge from the injections given to stimulate milk production. I can squeeze her tit, pull it to the side, and take a nipple between my teeth. I draw a soft pull first, earning a slight gasp. Then, I suckle, lips dancing over her nipple tips. Milk gushes in my mouth, creamy on my tongue.

She moans in her sleep, pushes her chest out. My mouth draws her nipple deeper.

The whole sensation, sound, and taste of her milk hits something in my chest that feels like a new organ. My cock throbs one time before spilling everything I have deep into her, one thick pump at a time. Her heavy breasts jiggle, milk trickling down her front and spurting in my mouth.

I groan, letting her drain my balls with that man eating cunt of hers.

My hands linger on her tits, coaxing more milk with soft pinches, drinking between breaths, hips twitching as aftershocks roll through my spine. She doesn’t move. She just lets me take what I want. And being the madman that I am, I don’t think I would have stopped if she told me otherwise.

I don’t care that she’s unconscious.

Her body knows what it’s for.

And it belongs to me.

She moans in her sleep, soft and helpless. Fuck me, but my cock hardens again, aching for more. I adjust inside her. Her tight pussy was made to be filled. I need to take more of what’s mine.

I don’t thrust. I just exist inside her. Let her body do what it was made to do.

Her pussy walls clench, milking my cock. I'm being squeezed from the base to the tip, like she’s jerking me off without lifting a finger. Steady pants escape me, stifled by the warm milk that fills my mouth. My tongue swipes at her nipples, indulging in the cream. It thickens, becoming even warmer, begging me to drink it.

Her body’s sucking me dry, her needy slit drawing me in. I gasp, the ache shooting straight into my balls. They tighten and my hips lock. I empty into her like I’m reloading her womb with purpose. Thrust after mindless thrust, I shoot my hot cum deep inside, bathing her walls with my seed, staking my claim. The sensation makes me shudder, but it’s not enough.

I need more.

She breathes my name like a sigh, and I lose it.

No, I’m not done. Not with my cock still throbbing and hard, red and thick. I’ve been summoned by her to continue, to give her body everything that she needs. She shivers, breasts swaying, and more milk spilling. A splash rests on my hand, earning another feral growl.

I ease her slack body onto her back and hook her legs on my arms, spreading her thighs wide so I get a view of the obscene way her pink folds have to spread to take me in.

I thrust back in her sloppy cunt and then devour both breasts. Her milk coats my mouth, dribbles down her chest. I lap it up, frantic, fevered.

I don’t know if I’m feeding or worshipping. My cock’s buried deep in her, sliding into it’s new home.

I’m ready to bust again without moving. All I need is the cow’s creamy milk and this yielding body, mine for the taking, and I’ll be as close to happy as I know how to be.

She gasps, but never moves. Rational me should stop. But that was thrown out the window when my family was murdered.

My hands, mouth, fingers, everything is covered in her cream. I pull out and then slam my cock all the way inside. That tight pussy clenches around my shaft, urging me on. The sensation of my balls tightening, the throbbing ache of her overwhelms me again. I thrust again into her dripping cunt and groan against those delicious nipples.

My sweet, sticky, messy girl is wet everywhere and I can't hold back any longer. I cum, long and loud, squelching inside her ready hole. She squirts a stream of milk, while her orgasm traps my cock in a stranglehold.

My vision blurs and my body grows limp. All I know is she’s mine. And I’m never letting her run dry.

When I finally fall back onto the bed beside her—breath ragged, mouth soaked, and cock thoroughly spent—I drag my fingers over the soft curve of her belly.

I whisper to her skin. “You’re growing with what I’m putting inside you.”

She purrs in her sleep turning and tucking herself against me. Her head finding my chest.

And I am a fucking king.


CHAPTER 4
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Anastasia

Iwake to pressure. It’s a pull. It's rhythmic, measured.

There’s the scent of sex, sweet milk and cigar smoke in the air.

My eyes flutter open, and for a second, I can’t move. My brain is hazy. My limbs are heavy. My chest is tight, swollen. My pussy stretched and used.

I’m strapped down on the bed, held in place by heavy straps . My back rests on the soft mattress. My arms lay at my sides, buckled in place with wide leather cuffs. My legs are bent at the knees and spread. Despite the restraints, my body is cushioned, supported.

And my breasts—

Oh God.

They’re suctioned into something. Transparent cones that hum and hiss and tug. The pressure is gentle but insistent. The cones tug at my nipples in a rhythmic pulsing, relieving the ache that never seems to go away. My nipples spurt milk. I can feel the warmth as it leaves me, the shiver it causes deep in my belly.

There a prickle at my neck. He’s watching me.

I don’t have to look. I feel the weight of his gaze. The way the air thickens with his presence.

Then I hear it. The growl of satisfaction in his chest.

“You woke up for me finally, little korova,” he says.

The sound of that name on his lips makes my thighs clench. His voice wraps around me like velvet soaked in smoke. I turn my head slowly, pulse thudding in my throat.

He’s sitting in a chair by the fireplace, shirtless and God what a sight he is, his dark hair tousled like he ran his hands through it too many times. His pants are undone, like he couldn’t be bothered to finish dressing.

And his giant cock is hard standing out in the V of his open pants, jutting out proudly, precum dripping from the tip.

My whimper turns into a moan. My hips buck on instinct, nipples tugged gently by the machines.

“Look at you. Barely conscious, and still giving.” He rises, dropping the burning cigar into the fire moving slow, unhurried. His lips are wet and I hate how beautiful he is.

Older, yes, forty maybe? Lines in his forehead, around his eyes, flickers of gray at his temples. But his body is that of a man half his age and then there’s his cock. Obviously he’s a healthy man because I haven’t seen it in flaccid form yet.

He moves to the side of the bed, fingers dragging along my ankle, tracing the cuff, then up my thigh. My skin prickles with need and I squirm under his touch. The cool air on my pussy provides some relief.

“You're a perfect producer. I didn't think it would take so well,” he murmurs, eyes on my tits, watching the pump tug and release my nipples, drawing them an inch down into the flanges, cream spraying with each suck of the pump. “You were made for milking.”

The hum of the machine lets out a hiss as he pushes a button and adjusts its rhythm, faster now, sucking with more intensity. I cry out as a mixture of pain and relief prickle deep in my chest. My hips jerk. Jolts of pleasure shock through my entire body.

He chuckles, squints his eyes.

“Good girl. My milky little slut.”

His hands move to my thigh, and I groan slightly, spreading further. His fingers trail up, spiderlike touches on skin, until he reaches my aching pussy. A low rumble comes from his chest as he presses the digits against my wet lips.

I shiver, gasping. I shouldn’t want this. But my body craves him like a drug. Every touch sets me on fire.

Two fingers slide in my pussy. I clench around them, eyes fluttering. It’s something but something primal inside me wants more.

More. The monster that’s standing up against his belly. It’s become the focus on my world.

My pussy grows wetter as he explores, learning every inch of me.

“I didn’t even wake you with my cock inside you,” he growls. “And you’re soaked again. Ready."

I want to deny it. I want to say it’s the pump, the drugs, the fear.

But it’s him.

He leans over, unhooks one of the cones, and my tit bounces free, nipple red and glistening. The pressure builds and a trail of milk drips down the slope.

He catches it with his tongue.

I sob, pussy throbbing like it’s begging for him.

“I could live off you,” he says, voice low. “No man should be this lucky.”

I try to speak. Tell him I don’t want this as much as he says I do. But it's like my brain has melted. I'm only tits and cunt now, one ball of aching need.

He returns the cup to my breast and the suction returns, sending a zap of pleasure into my chest.

He steps closer and grips the edge of the bed, staring down at me with that dark hunger he wears like a second skin. His cock juts forward, thick and heavy, veins standing out like he’s ready to rupture.

His pants fall to the floor, he kicks off his shoes, and he’s naked again and my insides convulse.

I turn my head to the side to view him better. He leans forward and teases my mouth with the tip of his manhood. Soft and hard meeting at the juncture.

"Show me how you use that mouth," he growls.

I whimper and nod. He presses the head of his oversized cock against my tongue as I strain to wrap my lips around his girth. I taste him—salt and musk, the head already leaking. I open wider and tilt my head a little more, trying to take more of him in my mouth. He hisses through his teeth.

"Good little breeder. Milk me just like that."

My face grows hot from the praise.

He pushes in slow, feeding me inch by inch, one hand tangled in my hair, guiding my head as he rocks forward. The suction on my breast continues, making me twitch beneath him, my moan vibrating along his shaft. My hips press forward, my cunt pulsating without being touched.

"Shit—keep going. Milk me, just like you’re leaking for me from those fat fucking tits."

When his cock hits the back of my throat, wateriness settles in my eyes. I push it away, knowing not to quit. He starts to fuck my mouth in shallow thrusts, groaning every time my lips stretch tighter. Tears slip from the corners of my eyes, but I take it. All of it.

It isn’t just because I need to. I want to. His other hand cups my tit and squeezes as the pump keeps working, dribbling milk out from the suctions and onto his fingers. I'm greedy for his cock, licking and sucking like my life depends on it. He grunts, small noises, with each thrust and my core heats up, liquid trickling down my thighs.

With a growl, he pulls out of my mouth and strokes himself once. After a moment he glides over to my spread-open legs. My pussy tingles and I squirm in the restraints. His satisfied hum vibrates through my core as he fingers my folds.

Without any warning, he slams in, earning a scream from me. His thick cock stretches me, the machine milks me, and my orgasm builds. The milker hums, picking up its pace. My nipples, painfully sensitive, get tugged on again, and again as desperate sounds gurgle with every breath.

His hands circle my throat, holding tightly. “No sound. No scream. Take it, korova.” My pussy throbs, walls clenching around his thick shaft.

I force a nod, even though the sensations are overwhelming. My eyes burn, tears beginning to flow on my hot cheeks. His fingers relax, but stay at my throat. He thrusts deep and slow, eyes closed.

A pride fills me at the pleasure on his face. I know I’m being used, but I can’t help it. I want this man happy.

With me.

I’m stuffed, filled with his massive girth. My hips buck, cuffs strain as I choke and gasp and suck.

The tit he squeezed earlier drops the suction, causing milk to cascade in micro-fountains into the air.

He drops a hand, then leans down, kisses my mouth like he owns it. I kiss him back, tongues dancing as he hums and fucks. His fingers trail down my side and I shiver as his hips churn. Holding my hip, his cock thrusts relentlessly inside my aching cunt.

He pulls back and I’m breathless. The tingling tension feels like it’s everywhere. My tits, my belly, the apex of my thighs.

My heart.

“You want my cum?” he growls against my lips. “Say it. Say you want me to breed you again. You want to be wet and sticky with me fucking you raw like a good heifer born to breed and be milked.”

I choke on the words. His thrusts get faster, splitting me open. My tits fountain more milk with every deep plunge.

“Please… please yes.” I stutter, balling my fists in the restraints, the leather digging into my wrist. “I’m just a hole for you to breed. I’ll be pregnant for you, only you.”

He slams in deep, like he’s pushing past my womb and claiming my insides.

My back arches with the impact, the cuffs shaking and pulling. The machine hisses in time with my scream, milk spraying against his chest as he grinds in deeper.

He doesn’t freeze, not this time.

A low, guttural growl escapes him as he empties himself. The warmth of his cum touches every fiber of my insides. I tighten and clench, sobbing. I'm so close to the edge, I don't think I can wait any longer.

"My milky dairy girl. Come for me." He snarls against my neck, puffs of hot breath shooting straight to my core.

The sensations of being filled with his cum while being drained of my milk send me over the edge. My orgasm crashes over me. I pulse, out of control, like it will never stop. Wave after wave takes me further into mindless bliss. My moans echo off the walls.

When we both come down, he stills for a moment. Then, he pulls the other suction out. Milk covers my breast. He tears the cuffs off my hands and legs, then loosens the straps and flips me onto my stomach.

A rough, hard slap echoes through the room, and I gasp as fire lights up the flesh of my upturned ass.

“You feel that? That’s where I’ll leave my brand. My fuckin’ mark." He lands a palm again and again as I bite into my lip to bear the pain. “Soon, I’ll heat up a proper brand in the fire, you’d like that wouldn’t you? You’ll have my scar on your forever. Because you’re mine. Forever.”

I sob, my body suspended between suction and stretch, trembling at the brink.

Then he leans down and sinks his teeth into my shoulder, right as the world fades.


CHAPTER 5
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Luka

The delivery came after lunch.

My cook knows better than to ask questions. She’s been making meals for one for years but when I gave her the menu for today, she paused for only a few seconds, then set out to the store to gather the ingredients.

I enjoyed watching her eat more than I expected. Sitting there at my long ornate dining table naked. I hadn’t thought of making sure she had clothes here.

My thoughts went no farther than getting her here and rooting my heir inside her.

I didn’t expect to have any concern for her wellbeing or happiness outside of what was necessary for her to produce for me.

I allowed her a walk in the garden wearing one of my shirts and a pair of my boxers. The sight didn’t just make me hard, it made me want something I never wanted before.

A wife. Which, technically, she already is.

She settled into a bath as the delivery for the new milking machine arrived.

I had the company put in the room at the back of the bedroom. It looks like a walk-in closet, but it's actually a panic room disguised as a closet. Space for a cot, a heater, and the machine that could've outfitted a dairy. The milker arrived in crates. I assembled it myself. Every tube and suction cup.

I'm glad it's next to the bedroom. We can sleep in the bedroom and play in the new milking room. Safe, soundproofed, and perfect for breeding. I need to conceive my heir before I get my revenge. Then that bastard Boris will pay.
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She spent a good portion of the rest of the day in the library as I delt with some financial duties. My investments will carry me in luxury until the end of my days, but now I have others to consider and if I were to expire with my baby growing in her belly, I needed to be sure things were set up the way I see fit.

Dinner was calm, quiet. Neither of us spoke more than a few words but as soon as it was over.

I showed her to the new room and that’s where we are now. I’m buried to the root in my soft-fleshed cow.

The machine keeps humming, pulling fat streams of cream from her. She is my little korova, my prize, my fuckable, milk-drenched breeder.

Her back arches, ass tilted up just right, like her body knows how I like it. She’s twitching, trembling, soaked. Her thighs are a mess of slick, cum, and whatever sweet surrender pours out of a girl when she’s been claimed all day and all night.

I squeeze her waist hard—hard enough to bruise—because she needs to know: this isn’t a fuck. This is branding. Imprinting.

Every time she leaks, every time I pump her full, her body learns me deeper.

“Fucking perfect hole,” I growl, slamming in hard enough to shove the frame. “You're my sweet mess, my milk toy. Leaking from your udders, dripping from your cunt.”

The machine lets out a low whine as it deepens suction. Milk floods the chamber, and she cries out, back bowing, ass pressing tighter into my hips. I thrust faster, her walls gripping my cock in a vise. She’s close, her needy pussy ready for my cum.

“Hold it,” I bark, slapping her ass with a crack that echoes off stone. “Don’t you dare come until I give you the order. You come without my permission, I’ll strap you in for hours.”

She sobs, thighs quivering. The obedience goes straight to my cock. Good. My little korova knows she’s mine.

I lean over her, tongue dragging across the nape of her neck, voice dripping filth into her ear.

“You feel that? That’s my cock shaping your pussy. Your body and mind are mine to control. You’ll never be able to fuck without leaking. Never be able to breathe without feeling me still inside.”

I yank off one of the milking cones, and the gush of milk that flows hits the floor. My thrusts are even faster. I see her body, rigid and tight. She’s fighting every urge to cum right there, and it’s the hottest fucking thing she’s done.

This woman is the perfect cow. Her fat tits leak on command. Even now, as I crush her hips, I can feel her response. Those puckering tits, with all the milk being sucked out of her, gushing not because of the machine. They flow because of me.

“Breed for me. I want that belly swollen. I can’t wait to see what your tits do once you’re impregnated,” I snarl.

A garbled sound escapes her, half moan, half sob. I angle my hips, feeling that delicious tightness suck me in. Harsh slaps decorate her reddened ass, the continuous brand that reminds her of who I am.

“Who’s a good little korova? A fucking cow built for just for my pleasure?”

She gasps, arching forward. "Me?"

“Yes, you are. Such a good girl.” I plow deeper, faster.

Her pussy clenches hard.

"Please, Luka. I need to—"

I give her another slap. "Not until I say so."

She sobs, her whole body trembling with the strain.

My balls tighten, cock about to burst. The pressure builds. Only a few more thrusts and I'll nut hard.

The orgasms with her have been mind bending. Nothing like I remember. It’s been me and my hand for so long, but with her?

I see fucking stars and galaxies. The orgasms come from my fucking soul it seems.

“Good little slut," I grunt. "Now you can cum.”

With one final, harsh thrust, she falls apart, tightening even more as she spasms underneath me.

I let go. Every pump has no warmth to it. Just animalistic, raw need as I slam everything I have into her.

Cries are all that echo the room as I empty myself inside her with a roar, ramming into her with a wild, frantic motion. She needs to take everything, have everything. My little breeding cow will hold all of this because it’s mine. Because she was made for this.

When the last bit of my release fills her bred cunt, I stay buried while she collapses in the restraints, nothing left in her body but milk and me.

I slide out of her overused pussy, taking in the sight. Cum pools down her legs, combining with the milk spilling from her tits. My hand caresses her ass, giving it a squeeze. Her eyes glaze over, her body limp and sated.

It’s then that I know one thing is certain. I won’t stop until she’s round and dripping with our future.

She's not just my milk slave. She’s not just my breeding toy.

She’s my fucking wife.


CHAPTER 6
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Anastasia

My eyes open to an empty room. There’s only firelight, the faint scent of him on the sheets, and the constant pulse between my legs. I'm dressed in a short nightgown, no underwear. He says I'll never wear panties again.

My thighs tremble with every shift of weight, the muscles overused, sore from being strapped into the milking machine. My pussy is tender, swollen, gaping open like it hasn’t stopped remembering his thick cock pounding into me. Milk beads at my nipples perpetually—tight, throbbing, heavy enough to ache as it trickles down my ribs.

I should feel ashamed.

I shiver. The fire’s gone low, nothing left but the occasional crackle of ember, and the scent of him still clings to the blankets twisted around my legs. My neck aches, legs shaking from too much use and not enough rest.

I nursed him early this morning when he pulled at me. It was different, I pressed my nipple to his mouth in the dark, cradling the back of his head while he latched on and made the most glorious soft satisfied sounds.

The pleasure and satisfaction I got from knowing I was nourishing him from my body spun through me until it lodged a deep new purpose for me in my core.

His hands massaged the taunt flesh as he drew milk from my body in deep draws. He fills me, he completes me. I don't have to think or worry. I just am. And that's enough.

And the food? I’ve never eaten so well. He keeps track of my nutrients, my water. Says it’s to be sure his baby will be healthy.

But, still, I feel…safe. Adored even with his cold eyes and the way he still fucks me like an animal.

Footsteps come from the hallway.

I lift my head.

He’s framed in the doorway, firelight licking at the ridges of muscle beneath his open shirt. Warmth spreads through my core. His eyes are cold steel, locked on mine, but his chest rises slow and heavy, like he’s been pacing for hours, like he didn’t just walk but stalked his way back to me.

In his hands is a leather collar.

He reaches me before I can blink. Then kneels, slides the smooth collar around my throat, smooth and snug. The skin-to-skin graze of his knuckles makes my nipples bead instantly. He pulls on something at the front of the piece, pulling my neck forward. Fastens a short black leash to the collar and stands up.

I start to shake. This leash tethers me, but also it grounds me. I'm not afraid. My swollen breasts start leaking through my babydoll nightgown.

“You need to eat.” The gravel in his voice makes my body tingle. “You’ll be feeding me again soon, too. I'm going to drown in the milk from your juicy tits. I'm going to soak my cock in the cream from your dripping pussy."

I jerk my head, thighs clenched together. His words shoot straight to my cunt.

“When I’ve had my fill, you’re going back on the pump. You'll give until there’s nothing left but me inside." He tugs the leash. "Crawl like a nice little cow.”

Lowering myself to the floor, the world seems to spin, I’m lightheaded but more than turned on.

Milk oozes and spurts form me. My jiggling teats seem tied to my pussy. Every movement causes little tremors in my needy cunt.

My husband walks in front of me, tugging on the leash, guiding me like a prized animal as I shuffle on all fours behind him, the hard floor applying pressure to my kneecaps with each step forward.

He pulls me out of the bedroom. Down a hallway of dark wood, lit with warm fire sconces. The whole house smells cigars and sex.

His turns around and tugs me closer. "Fuck me, you look so pretty on your hands and knees. Look how your tits hang down like a real cow. The cum dripping down your legs." He smacks his lips. "My perfect little korova."

The collar pulls at the back of my throat as he tugs it forward, gesturing for me to go in front of him into a wide, open room. Pots and pans are stacked neatly beside a farmhouse sink. There's a gigantic island, all stone and iron and aged butcher block in the middle of the room. At the back, there's a fireplace made of ancient field stone.

He releases the leash.

“Sit.”

I obey. There’s a small rough-hewn bench near the hearth. He stalks to a massive industrial fridge, and pulls out eggs, butter, something wrapped in brown paper. Bare-chested, still smelling like sex, he fries eggs and flips thick slices of bacon in a cast-iron pan like it’s nothing.

The sizzle makes my mouth water. My stomach is growling so loud I swear he can hear it.

When he brings the plate, he kneels. Heat pools between my legs, and my thighs clench, the friction intoxicating.

Then he tears a part of the bacon and feeds me by hand. I gobble up the greasy bits, warm and crispy, licking his fingers. He tears the eggs in half before placing them in my mouth. After finishing the eggs, I slow down a little and earn a rough groan of approval from him.

He grabs a last bit of toast, still hot from sitting in the pan. He tears it off, then shoves the contents into my mouth.

“You need fat,” he says. “Milk doesn’t make itself.”

I chew and swallow. He follows my every movement. When the food is gone, he wipes the corner of my mouth with his knuckles.

His next words cut through the air. “What did you do before?”

I freeze. “Before… this?” We haven't shared a lot of personal details yet. I know his name, that something bad happened to make him move out here. But that's all.

He nods once.

"I got by. My childhood didn’t set me up for success I guess you’d say. I had nothing. No family." I blink back the tears.

"We are alike in that way. I have no family either. Except," He squeezes my thigh. “You are my wife now so we are family.”

I let the depth and warmth of what he’s saying seep into my heart. Then, he asks, “What is your name? Your paperwork said you were Anastasia, but I don’t think that is the truth.”

I shake my head, swallowing before answering, “I’m just Ann. Ann Ford. Anastasia is a beautiful woman with possibility and dreams. I’m just…Ann.”

His jaw tightens, a twitch beneath the stubble.

“You are not just Ann. You are my wife. Tell me what brought you joy before you came here.”

I think of my life. There was more work than play. I rarely considered what brought me joy until now.

“I had an old record player and record albums. It was left in the closet at the room I rented. I would listen to music. Old stuff. Classical. It felt like it took me away. I'd close my eyes and pretend that I had something soft in my life.”

His eyes grow dark. The twitch becomes a spasm and he bolts upright, turns and leaves the room without a word.

I sit waiting, the empty plate still on my lap, tugging at the collar at my throat. The pit in my stomach grows with every passing minute.

The fire pops once, twice. Still he doesn't return. My heart hammers in my chest.

The idea that his child could be growing inside me right now becomes real.

I am married.

To this man who clearly has had a dangerous life. A rich, privileged life. If I bear his child, I am his forever no matter what any paper might say.

Then—

There are footsteps coming closer.

He returns and holds out his hand. In his palm is a battered old iPod.

"What—?"

He shrugs and looks around the room. On the counter he finds a small speaker, plugs in the iPod, scrolls.

Soft piano music spills into the space.

Tchaikovsky. I remember it. The music is full and swelling just like me.

My vision grows blurry. He appears in front of me and wipes my tears with his thumb. I sniff and he returns to the fridge. Pulls out a heavy glass jar. He pours the white liquid into a large glass.

"Your milk." He raises it to his lips and drinks while locking eyes with me. When he's done, he smacks his lips.

A shudder ghosts through every fiber of my body. My eyes well up with further tears.

He stalks to me and rakes his gaze over my body. Pulling the soaking nightgown off my shoulders, he exposes my breasts and flicks my taut nipples. I whimper at every small touch.

His large hands grab my thighs and spread them, rough palms locking my knees apart as the music swells. The bench groans beneath me, firelight flashing across my dripping skin.

"Baby girl, you can have music whenever you want now." He lifts me by the hips, sets me on the cold stone table behind us like I weigh nothing. My legs dangle. My pussy pulses, the ache there coupled with something more.

He pulls up the bench. When he sits he leans forward like a king taking his place at a throne. His fingers dance up my legs, the soft, featherlike touches making me tingle.

He reaches the apex of my legs and pauses. His eyes shine as he smiles like the Cheshire Cat.

“Only a girl named Ann would have a masterpiece between her legs like this.” Then he feasts.

His tongue starts low—dragging along the crease of my thigh, teasing where I’m most tender, before rising higher to lap between folds already soaked. The flicks of his tongue are slow, almost lazy at first. Like he has all the time in the world.

Then his tongue moves faster, tasting not on my folds, but the walls surrounding my most intimate areas. I gasp, clenching. He keeps my legs open with a gentle push.

I spread myself for him. I need it all. With a gentle swipe against my clit, he returns to my pussy, making circles then licking up and down with his unrelenting tongue.

I moan, losing myself in the sensations. My tits bounce, leaking milk down my chest and stomach. I run my hands through his hair, grabbing handfuls to anchor me.

He's devouring me. Touching me. Tasting me. Mapping every part of me.

His lips hover over that magically bundle of nerves, hot breath sending jolts of arousal through every part of me. Pursing together, they seal over my clit.

My scream folds into the music.

A growl vibrates through his mouth, deep in his chest, shaking into my bones. His thumbs dig into the soft meat of my thighs, prying me wider. The stubble on his jaw rasps my skin as he works me over, my back arched off the table.

He noses into my slit, tongue spearing in, flicking, tasting. Every time I try to pull away, he holds me, chasing me. Corrals me with his grip, punishes me with a slow, devastating lick that has my toes curling against the cold air.

“My little pet,” he groans, voice muffled in my cunt. “So fucking sweet.”

He flattens his tongue again. Circles my clit with slow strokes. Then, he dips, claiming me again. I hold his head there, fingers gripping his tousled hair like a lifeline. Arousal courses through every part of me. I gyrate my hips, seeking release. He growls into my pussy, the vibrations bringing me closer to the edge.

He picks up the pace. I'm moaning incoherently. Milk spurts from my breasts around us, spilling onto the table. He grinds his mouth harder into me, drinking like my body’s giving him absolution.

The music swells to the resounding chorus. He's relentless. I clench against him, eyes widening. “I’m close. Stop, Stop!”

He doesn’t. He just drinks in every part of me. I gasp, arching my back, holding him tight as I reach the edge.

With a scream, I cum, soaking his mouth, his chin, and his very soul. Milk spills down, coating my stomach and hips. He moves, drinking that up too. I pulse like never before, wave after wave crashing inside me.

The man doesn’t stop. He groans, rasping. His mouth pushes harder against my clit. When he slips a finger in my aching pussy, it launches me into a spiral until I can't stand it anymore. My whole body convulses in one throbbing release, and I can't stop myself from clamping my thighs on his head so tight I think I might break him. I collapse on the table, milk everywhere.

I expect him to stand and slam into me to chase his own release.

But instead, he pulls me up by the leash, taking a seat beside me, lifting my hips so I’m straddling him.

“Feed me, wife. Show your husband your devotion.”

He latches on, my nipples tugged over his tongue as I moan, head falling back, the let down tingling from my head through to my nipples.

This is not the nightmare I feared.

The nightmare is, what if I don’t breed for him? What if, he tells me to leave.


CHAPTER 7
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Luka

It’s been a month.

She’s never out of my sight.

If she’s not on the pump, she’s on my cock—soft and sleepy or writhing and wild, it doesn’t matter. I feed her meals while she straddles my waist, bouncing on my hard cock.

In the shower she sucks me off while the water cleanses my sins. And when her pussy is battered and overflowing with my spend, I take her in her tight ass, coaxing her into a whole-body orgasm that puts my cock in a stranglehold. I pump my seed in that dark hole then, fueled by her cries.

I need her around me like air to breathe. Like blood. The constant squeeze of her heat, the way she leaks every time I press in... it’s rewiring me.

This isn’t just instinct anymore, it’s an addiction. A sickness. A holy fucking need that’s taken root in my bones. Every time I pull out, I feel hollow. Like I’ve lost something vital. Every time I slide back in, it’s like remembering who the fuck I am.

I haven't forgotten my half-brother. I'm biding my time with my korova, ensuring she's bred before I seek my revenge. So I fuck her day and night, losing myself in her soft meat, watching her full udders spray and gush their sweet cream.

If she’s not leaking in her sleep, she’s dripping down her thighs while I bend her over every surface of this house. The walls know the slap of her body. The echoes of her cries. She sounds like she was made for this—made for me. Her milk stains the floorboards. The scent clings to the stone fireplace. I’ve rubbed her cream into the grain of the dining table just so I could eat breakfast with her taste under my hands.

The milking machine set-up in the walk-in closet of the bedroom allows me perfect access. She used to find it confining. She doesn't cry in it anymore. Now she moans.

Moans for me.

My little korova.

My soft-limbed, milk-wet, cock-hungry obsession.

She takes it all, the roughness, the weight, the stretch of me inside her over and over until I’m empty. I mount her until she’s so full it drips out with every step. She waddles now, slow and sore, and every time she winces, I want to plow her harder just to feel the ache settle deeper in her bones.

She stopped flinching after the first week. Now she begs.

And she’s ripe. I can smell it on her. Taste it on my tongue every time I bury my face in that wet cunt. Feel it in the way she milks me when I empty inside, like her body’s desperate.

She was guaranteed ripe when she arrived but maybe it was the stress, or the drugs they gave her, but she bled two weeks after she arrived. I fucked her cramps away, eased her mind when she thought I would send her back with promises and walks outside. Even took her into the small town to buy her everything her devoted heart desired.

Then, two days ago, I tasted the change in her pussy and I strapped her legs onto a spreader bar, kept her hips high and fucked her until she passed out. And I haven't stopped.

I can track her cycle by the shift in her scent as I taste her juices on my tongue. By how quickly she overflows on the pump. How her tits get heavier, more sensitive. It’s too early to know for sure, but my instinct knows. I’m growing in my bride. I’ve plowed my calf into my cow.

The milk’s thicker. Richer. She’s growing into it, even if the proof hasn’t landed yet. She’s taking me. And when she moans now, there’s something in it. Need, yes—but also trust. That’s the most dangerous part.

Every day I mark her. Fill her. Carve my future into her womb as my fingers hold her hips, the shuddering orgasm filling the walls.

Making sure it fucking takes.

The industrial-grade hucow pump system hums in the bedroom closet like a second heartbeat. And every time she cries out, it’s synced to her.

After I strap her in for this morning's session, I talk to her. Her feet dangle off the edge, hips raised, and the suction fits nicely on her tits. She gasps, squirming every time the humming machine tugs on her leaking mounds. While the pump milks her slow and steady, I whisper filth into her ear.

"Gonna drink from these tits while you beg for it. Gonna fuck you until milk’s the only thing your brain knows how to make."

She smiles when I talk like that. She leaks faster. Watching my little heifer get milked, the sweet, docile look on her face, the utter satisfaction she gets drives me wild. I can’t get enough.

My cock hangs hungrily, straining against my pants. I unzip and fist my thick shaft.

"You want my cock, don't you? That greedy little pussy is soaked for me." I hum in satisfaction admiring the black collar she wears with pride around her tiny throat.

“Yes.” She flips her hair, tries to catch my gaze.

“Beg for it,” I grunt, slapping her ass raw. She cries out, milk suctions pressing forward.

“Please, please." Her eyes roll back, her hair shining in the low light. “I want your cock. I always want it. Please, I need it.”

I squeeze her pink ass cheek and she whimpers. A trickle of liquid runs down her thigh. I run my finger through it and lick it up.

A smile crosses my lips. I love how she wants me the way I want her. I position myself between her legs, spreading her pussy lips open. Slick and soaked, it calls to me, begging for me to take what’s mine.

My hips slam my cock inside her walls, and she arches, crying out my name like a litany. Her sweet fuckable body molds to mine as I drive into her over and over again. Her moans shoot straight to my cock.

I almost don’t answer when the phone rings.

It buzzes once, then again. I’m buried in her, both of us gasping, her tits in my hands, milk dripping onto the floor. The fire’s a low hiss in the bedroom beside us. The machine's hum makes my cock as hard as a rail. Every thrust increases my hunger for her, hitting me with the raging force of a tornado. Milk spills, and I reach down to taste some. It’s richer, creamier. I swear I can taste the hormones, the life growing inside.

Third buzz. Fuck.

I pull out.

“What’s wrong?” she pleads. It takes everything in me to pull away from her obedient pussy. I should ignore the phone and spill my load to remind her that she’s mine.

But something tells me this time I have to answer,

My cock shines with her slick, and my thighs are wet from where we’ve been grinding since before dawn. She reaches for me, snug in her straps. I slap her hand away. Not now.

I check the caller ID.

Ivan.

I answer. “What?”

Static. Then: “Boss, you need to move. There’s heat coming for you.”

“It's Boris?”

“Yes. He knows you're alive. One of the delivery drivers for your little wife must have recognized you. They’re coming for the girl.”

“Fuck,” I steal a glance at my soft cow, worn and used and perfect. My heart hammers in my throat.

“He knows you're breeding her. Boris doesn’t want another Volkov heir to threaten his position."

"They won't touch her." I snarl into the phone.

"He’s not coming with a gift basket. The world thinks your dead and no one’s coming looking for her. He’s coming to put you both in the ground.”

I try to quell the rising anger, but I can't. It's always the bloodlines and the politics.

I was the only one who accepted Boris as kin. And still he tried to kill me. I haven't gone for him yet. Haven't defended my reputation as the Bratva Butcher against my bastard brother. But now he’s clawing his way up the mountain, trying to tear her out of my bed, to destroy my legacy.

Coming for her?

That’s a fucking death sentence.

I look down at her. She’s blinking up at me, dazed and raw. I imaging her belly already swelling slightly from what I’ve poured into her these past weeks. My cum. My future. My fucking name.

After I bark orders to Ivan, I hang up. Turning back to the girl, she whimpers, fondling her breasts. We're going to finish what we started.

She opens her legs and I slide inside her heat-soaked cunt. This is where I belong, cock surrounded by her tight walls, slippery and tender. My wild thrusts reach deep, my cock pounding against her ripe cervix, balls slapping against her thighs. I am remembering everything, claiming everything. Blood roars in my ears. I barely register her small cries of pleasure, the screams she emits when she’s close.

When she tightens, gushing from both ends, I finish with a low groan, pumping my seed into her womb. Keeping her bred is the most important thing in the world. I pull out and our gazes collide.

“Are you…okay?” She bites her kiss-swollen lip.

I smooth her worried brow.

"Don't leave me. I don't have anyone else." Her eyes are wide, shining.

“I never will. You’re mine, little korova,” I whisper. “But they're coming for me. For us. I have to prepare."

"Let me help," she says.

Something releases in my chest. "You, milaya? No, I will take care of us. Our family.”

After undoing the restraints, I bring her to bed. Sleep overtakes her as I pet her head. For a while, I watch, before I bury my nose in the curve of her neck and breathe her in like it’s the last inhale I’ll ever get. Her skin smells like warm sugar and sin.

I tuck her into bed, pull the covers up to her chin. Kiss her forehead.

Then grab my gun from the bedside table.

The weight of it settles into my palm like an old friend. Before her, before the fire, before the betrayal, I handled the foot soldiers. Kept them in line while we destroyed any threats to the family. They called me The Butcher even though I didn't use a knife. Because I left a trail of blood in my wake.

I did everything for my family. And I will again.

Caressing the barrel of the pistol, I turn to the door.

“I’ll fucking kill them all.”


CHAPTER 8
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Anastasia

The rain wakes me.

Not the soft kind that brushes windows like a lullaby. This is violent. Wind-lashed. The kind that slaps the roof with open palms and rattles the glass in its frames. It makes the mountain groan, like it remembers everything buried in its belly.

Luka is not with me. Usually, he's close. The scent, the feel, the sound of him at most a room away. I've grown accustomed to hearing Luka somewhere—his shoes, tending the fire, the low grumble of him talking to me or to himself. The creak of floorboards under the weight of what he does to me. What I beg him to keep doing.

But tonight, after he left hours earlier with only a low promise of "back soon," there’s nothing. Not even the echo of his footsteps or the flicker of firelight under the door. Just the storm.

When he was ready for the battle, he left me in the pump room. Not restrained this time. Just laid out on the padded cot beside the machine, tucked under a heavy blanket that smells like smoke and skin and the sex-thick air that never seems to clear. The cotton holds the musk of him. My whole body aches.

It’s always this way now. Fullness. Release. Repeat. But tonight the ache is different—sharper.

The door to the room is locked so only he can enter. I sit up slowly. The blanket slips down my shoulders, cold air brushing my nipples until they tighten, already glossy, already leaking. There is a heater in the far corner, but I don't bother to turn it on.

I slide from the cot and pad to the door, barefoot, still gripping the iPod he left for me. The floor chills my soles. My thighs are sticky. My belly flutters.

Where is he?

The video screen beside the door shows our empty bedroom. I want to peek out, but he commanded me to keep the door shut and locked. I fold my arms across my chest and peer at the screen. The fireplace has gone out, but a lamp casts a glow in the room.

I fight the urge to find him. To know what is going on. What would happen if he got hurt and couldn't let me out? If he didn't live to hold his baby in his arms?

Then there's movement, two strangers burst through the door of the bedroom. They're arguing, looking wildly around the room. They knock over the lamp.

My blood turns cold. My fingers press to my lips as dread settles in my chest like a boulder.

Luka appears behind them in the doorway, his mouth set in a stubborn line. There's a crack of light. Gunfire. I jump as one shot, then another, bursts in the bedroom.

I don’t think. My body bolts on instinct, blanket clutched to my chest. I scramble behind the machine, wedge myself between the wall and its cold, humming bulk. Every breath is a scream in my own ears. My pulse throbs behind my knees.

Muffled bumps and thumps come through the wall as I squeeze my eyes shut. Then silence.

Only the storm again. Distant thunder rolling in like drums from the underworld.

I don’t move. I just pray that my husband is alive.

The mechanical lock on the door whirs. The door creaks open, one inch at a time. I hold my breath.

Luka.

I exhale with a whoosh. He’s soaked in blood. Shirt torn at the collar. Jaw bruised. One knuckle split wide open, the white of bone visible beneath the red. There are gashes on his ribs. Splatter on his throat.

I sob and clamber out of my hiding spot.

His eyes find me and he rushes to my side. I reach for him and we drop to the floor. His chest rises and falls like he’s run for miles.

“Are you okay?” he rasps.

I nod my head, unable to speak. Tears splash from my cheeks down to his chest.

He yanks the blanket down and locks his eyes lock on my tits—heavy, glistening, begging for relief. His gaze burns right through me.

“You’re still leaking for me,” he growls. “Even scared. Still so fuckin’ perfect.”

He buries his face between my cream-swollen breasts. One hand palms my thigh, the other slides up, thumb brushing the seam of my cunt. I gasp as he suckles, rough at first, then slower, savouring every drop.

The relief I feel is overwhelming. My heavy, taut breasts ease as I feel his hands along the tips of my nipples, pulling every drop of milk laid inside. His lips flick over the perked nub before closing around, sucking on them, until I moan and tremble in his arms.

“I killed for these,” he whispers against my skin. “For this mouth. For this milk. For this womb. For this girl who didn’t even flinch when the world cracked open.”

He sucks harder, groaning deep, pulling the ache from my belly. My pussy wets, throbbing with a hunger.

"I'm yours. Nothing else matters." I cup his cheek with my hand, his stubble prickly on my palm.

He looks up in my eyes. “You’re mine to fucking protect wife. No harm will come to you as long as I breathe.”

The words wash over me, bringing a contentment I haven't felt in years, maybe never.

His hand snakes into his pocket. Blood smears the gold circle when he holds it up, shaking slightly. His eyes are shining, the corners of his mouth pulled up.

“I’ll marry you again,” he says, pressing the ring between my tits where the milk still runs, “because once wasn’t enough. In a white dress if you choose with a champagne fountain and candles everywhere. Whatever you dream of, I’ll provide.”

I whimper. The ache pulsates, every fiber of my body clamoring for him. He kisses me, the milk on his lips marking my mouth.

“My little korova.”

“My king,” I breathe.

He lifts me into those arms I’ve grown to love, carries me to the bed and sets me down like his most prized possession. My belly warms at his touch. He crawls over me, breath hot against my mouth.

“You will always be safe,” he says, sliding a hand down and taking a nipple between his fingertips. The milk leaks in response.

I nod, my vision blurring. My stomach flutters then calms.

He shifts back slightly and undoes his pants. His cock strains against the garment, then frees. The thick, purple head pulsates and I lick my lips. A drop of pre-cum glistens on the tip and my thighs clench together. Then I spread my legs wide, the cool air hitting my pussy.

"That's my dairy girl. Show me your wet cunt."

I shiver, waiting for him.

Kneeling over me, he strokes his fat cock. With the other hand, he reaches down and pinches my clit. His smirk makes my hips gyrate. He lets go of his cock and with that free hand grabs my full breast. Milk spills down my front as I swivel my hips again. His fingers play with my throbbing clit while he milks my aching udder. I fall into bliss, let it wash away the fear.

And when he pushes his cock inside again, it’s not just need.

It’s war paint.

It’s the promise that no matter how many ghosts come clawing up this mountain, he’ll bury them all.

Because I’m his.

And he’s already proven he’ll kill to keep me.


EPILOGUE
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Anastasia

Eight months later

My legs are spread wide in the custom-built milking throne—steel and velvet and decadence. I arch my back, belly round and taut with twins. My tits are strapped into suction cups, clear tubes whirring with each rhythmic pulse. Milk flows steadily, filling the container beside us with thick, creamy proof that I belong to him.

My husband.

Luka likes to fuck me from below like I’m his altar, his throne, his obsession. I remember the man who told himself he didn’t need softness, he didn’t want it. He just needed a legacy. Just a name to carry on his bloodline.

Now he licks milk from my thighs like it’s communion and tells me I’m his church. Now he growls when I leak without him touching me, paces like an animal when I sleep too far from reach. Now I’m here, crowned in milk, swollen with his legacy, worshipped like I never imagined anyone could want me—let alone need me like this.

Our mansion hums with security. There are armed men at the gates. Our home has marble floors and a dining room the size of a chapel. He took his birthright back, ripped it from his half-brother, to gain command of his family's organization. Then he built a throne at the top and dragged me up onto it.

In the new mansion, he built us a panic room and a separate milking room. Both are accessible from our bedroom and the nursery is across the hall. Even though our wing is surrounded by guards, only Luka makes me feel safe. And horny.

Luka is with me in our milking room. His mouth is on my inner thigh, his stubble rough against my sensitive skin. “This what my little korova needed?” he rasps. “Eight months on my cock, fat with my daughters, dripping milk like a prize cow... and still so fucking greedy for it. You were made for this. For me.”

I’m too swollen to kneel, too full to stand. I used to hide my milk when we first moved in. Now he displays it like treasure. So he built me this chair. A throne for milking, for fucking, for worship.

He licks my swollen folds, seeking my sensitive spots. He's insatiable, sucking and licking my sex like he's starving. I am wide open to him, soaking in his adoration. My whole body thrums with need.

I used to think I was nothing, that nobody wanted me. This man showed me a world of love and possession. I'm his korova, his cow, his queen. And I love to tease him now, show him my bratty side so he can punish me with straps, benches, and machines and then fuck me until I scream.

He slaps my pussy as though he can read my mind and tingles rock through my core.

“Fuck, you’re gushing like a fountain,” he groans, watching the milk stream. “You hear that? That’s legacy, korova. That’s the sound of my twins being fed before they even arrive.”

I try to speak but his fingers are already at my clit, circling ruthlessly. He rubs it, and I moan, hips bucking wildly. His other hand cups my breast, tips the pump just to watch milk splash down my belly. The liquid trickles down and mingles with my pussy juices.

“Luka—”

He grins. “Yes, my little cow. Do you love your king's cock?”

“Yes, my husband." I lick my lips, my pussy aching to be filled.

He presses even firmer, the pressure against my clit making me lurch forward. More milk spills around, soaking us both in cream.

"Can I have it? Please?" I'm gasping now. "I need your big dick.”

He smacks my thigh. Milk sloshes in the cups and I bite back a moan.

"That's a good little slut. Are you hungry for my cock?"

I nod. My eyes roll back in my head when he slides two fingers inside.

"That wet cunt just sucks me in." His thumb continues to rub against my clit and my body pulses instantly. His fingers plunge in and out, then crook to find the sweet spot on my inner walls. The intense warmth and pressure make me cry out.

He chuckles. “You want to come?”

I'm sobbing now, milk dripping on the both of us. "Yes, yes, yes." I'm gyrating wildly, seeking release.

There's only a moment of emptiness when Luka pulls out his fingers before he positions his cock by my entrance and rubs back and forth. My core pulses again and our gazes meet. A faint hint of a smile curves his lips. I scrabble to impale myself on his cock and when he finds my needy hole, he drives up deep, thick and relentless.

Every time he still stretches me, filling my pussy with his massive length. I scream, milk splashing, belly bouncing with the force. My king growls, grabs my throat, and kisses me hard. I melt into him, tingling from the inside out.

Our bodies move together. His hips are ruthless, exquisite. His hand pinches my tits, and the other rubs my clit, grinding the pads of his fingers against my intimate area. I shiver, meeting his thrusts, hips moving in time. Every drag of his shaft along my walls fills me with pleasure, every thrust makes me pulse.

Luka might be my king, but the way he takes me and undoes me is enough to make me give everything to him as his wife.

He keeps up the dirty talk while we fuck like animals.

"My little cum-soaked cow. It’s time I taught you what that asshole is for."

"That will hurt," I gasp, squirting more milk from my full breasts playing the game. He’s been in every hole before, but I know he loves for me to play the innocent game and I love giving him what he desires.

"You were designed to be used. Pain is part of your devotion wife. Fucked and bred like a good milk toy doing what you’re told for your husband no matter what." His rough fingers on my hips send shivers down my spine.

Sex been more intense as my pregnancy progresses. Our bodies know we're making life. I'm endlessly turned on, always wanting his cock inside me, reaching the most intense orgasms every time. Nothing else matters.

I'm bouncing on his cock, panting in time to our rhythm. Every thrust sends waves of warmth through my pussy walls. His giant cock pushes against my cervix and I bear down to feel the ache radiate outward. He grunts and squeezes my ass, pulling me closer.

We hold this position for a moment as my thighs clench. Then, as the throbbing increases, I wiggle and jiggle on top, while his fingers rub my clit in little circles.

"I'm close," I whimper.

"Korova, cum for me." He pinches my clit. "Squeeze my cock, milk every last drop from it."

Picturing his hot cum squirting in my pussy pushes me over the edge. I spasm around his rock hard member, every muscle contracting to wring out his last piece of control. Warmth spreads through me as I pulse over and over again.

He finishes inside me with a snarl, buried balls-deep in my slick cunt. His lips press on mine as the heat settles deep inside.

“Good girl,” he whispers. “You gave me an empire back. You gave me heirs. But this?” He leans in and kisses the side of my mouth. “You gave me peace.”

“Until I act out,” I fire back, earning one final possessive growl and thrust before he pulls out.

“You’ll be back on your leash tomorrow.” He growls, reaching around to press the pad of his thumb against my back entrance. “Turn over wife. All your holes are mine.”

I smile.

Because I wouldn’t want to be anywhere else.
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