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Bred for Him

                A Dark Ranch Romance


Prologue

She said she needed work.

I said I needed help around the ranch.

We both knew that wasn’t the truth.

Delilah Quinn showed up in tight denim shorts and a smile too sweet for her own good. Fresh out of college, broke, and trying to look innocent.

But she wasn’t. Not with those curves. Not with that little voice saying “yes, sir” like she meant it.

I’m nearly twice her age. Old enough to know better. Mean enough not to care.

She sleeps two rooms down. Drinks my coffee. Walks around barefoot like she owns the damn place. And every night, I lie awake thinking about stretching her open, pressing her belly full, and watching my seed take root.

I told myself I’d give it a week.

A week before I bred her like she was made for it.

Turns out, I couldn’t wait that long.


Chapter 1

The girl been here three days.

Three days of walking around my land like she doesn’t know what she’s doing to me.

She’s got no business being out here. Doesn’t know a damn thing about cattle or crops. Keeps asking questions with that wide-eyed, sugar-sweet voice, like she wants to learn. Like she thinks I’m patient.

She doesn’t know what it does to me when she calls me sir.

Not yet.

Right now, she’s in the barn, tugging a hose around like it weighs more than she does. Her cutoffs are riding high—higher than they were yesterday—and her tank top is damp with sweat, clinging to her tits like it was painted on.

She’s humming.

Completely unaware.

I should turn around. Get back to the fence line. Let her finish watering and pretend I don’t want to bend her over that trough and fuck her full until she’s crying my name.

But then she drops the hose.

It slaps the concrete. Water sprays across her calves.

And she bends.

Slow. Straight-legged. Ass out.

And I fucking snap.

I’m behind her before I think twice. One hand clamps around her waist. The other’s on her throat, gentle but firm, tilting her back against me.

She gasps. “Beau—”

“Quiet.” My mouth brushes her ear. “Don’t say a word unless it’s yes.”

She freezes. Then shivers.

I press my palm against her stomach, pulling her tighter. Let her feel how hard I am.

“This what you wanted?” I growl. “Wearing those little shorts. Bending over like that.”

“I—I didn’t mean—”

“Yes or no, Delilah.”

A beat of silence.

Then, breathless: “Yes.”

That’s all I need.

I spin her to face me, pin her against the wooden beam behind us, and crush my mouth to hers. She whimpers. Sweet and shocked. But her hands grab my shirt, tug me closer, like she’s been waiting for this.

I shove her tank top up. Her tits spill out, nipples tight and flushed. I mouth one, then the other, biting just enough to make her cry out.

She squirms, thighs clenching. “Please—”

I shove a hand down the front of her shorts, past the useless lace of her panties.

She’s soaked.

So fucking wet I groan into her neck, rubbing my fingers through the mess she’s already made for me.

“You want me to fuck a baby into you, sweetheart?”

She stiffens.

Then nods. Just once.

And whispers: “Yes, sir.”

My fingers slide into her.

I fuck her with them hard—rough, deep, wet. My thumb finds her clit and I don’t stop, even when she gasps, even when she trembles.

“Come,” I growl against her mouth. “Come on my fingers and tell me who’s going to fill you.”

She moans—loud. Back arches. Hips jerk.

And then she’s coming, dripping down my hand, breathless and trembling and wrecked.

I pull my fingers free, spread them so she can see the mess she made.

Then I press them to her lips.

“Clean it up.”

And she does.

Licks them. Sucks them. Moans again like she’s already addicted.

I pull away before I take her right there.

Before I ruin her the way I want to.

But I lean in close, one hand still on her hip, and say:

“You’ve got one night to think it over, Delilah. Tomorrow, I’m going to bend you over and fuck my baby into you.”

And when I walk away?

She doesn’t stop me.

The sun’s barely up when I see her.

Delilah steps out of the bunkhouse, hair still messy from sleep, wearing one of those little cotton dresses that barely covers her ass. No bra. No panties. I can tell from the way the fabric moves.

She did that on purpose.

Good girl.

She meets my eyes across the yard. No smile. No wave.

Just a look.

Like she knows what’s coming.

And she’s ready.

By the time I reach her, she’s already backed up against the wooden slats of the stable wall, staring up at me with that flushed, shy-little-slut look she wears so well.

“You thinkin’ this through?” I ask, dragging my fingers up her bare thigh. “Once I put it in you, there’s no goin’ back. I’m not stopping. I’m not pulling out. I’m not askin’ twice.”

She bites her lip. “I know.”

“Say it.”

“I want it.” She swallows. “I want your baby.”

I don’t say a damn thing.

I just grab her.

Spin her around. Bend her over the railing. Pull that flimsy dress up over her hips.

No panties. Just smooth skin. Dripping cunt.

Goddamn.

I unbuckle my belt, tug my jeans down just enough, and line myself up.

One push.

She gasps—tight, hot, fuck, she’s perfect.

I grab her hips and shove in all the way.

Balls-deep in one brutal thrust.

She chokes on a cry, fingers clawing at the railing. I give her a second. Let her adjust.

Then I start to move.

Hard. Deep. Fast.

No finesse. No gentle rhythm.

Just rough, possessive fucking. My hips slamming into her ass with every stroke, my cock stretching her open again and again until she’s moaning nonstop.

“You feel that?” I growl. “Feel me inside you, breeding this pretty pussy?”

“Yes—oh God, Beau—”

“That’s right,” I grunt, one hand in her hair, yanking her head back. “You’re not going anywhere now. You’re mine.”

Her thighs shake. She’s so damn wet, every thrust sounds obscene—slick and messy and perfect.

I reach around, rub her clit in tight circles, and whisper, “Come on me again, baby. Milk my cock while I fill you up.”

She screams—comes hard, pulsing around me, soaking my cock.

And I lose it.

I shove in deep, grip her hips like I own her, and come.

Hard.

Rope after rope of thick, hot cum shooting into her.

I don’t move. Don’t let her go. Just grind into her, emptying myself until I’m drained and she’s stuffed full.

When I finally pull out, she’s shaking. Her thighs glossy with slick, her pussy dripping with everything I gave her.

I crouch down, spread her open, and watch it leak.

“Not done yet,” I mutter.

And I push it back in with two fingers.

She whimpers.

“You’re gonna keep every drop.”

I press a kiss to her spine, stand up, and tug her dress back down.

“Go inside. Lie on your back. Legs up. I want gravity on my side.”

She nods, dazed.

Fucked.

Bred.

And she loved it.

Good. Because I’m not stopping until I’ve knocked her up good and proper.

And maybe not even then.

It’s been over an hour.

I told her to lie down, legs up, keep it all in.

And when I push open the bunkhouse door and step inside, there she is.

Flat on her back, arms tucked beside her, knees drawn up, feet pressed to the headboard. Her little cotton dress is bunched around her waist. No panties. Just flushed skin, my cum clinging to her thighs.

She turns her head when she hears the door. Eyes wide. Glazed.

Still breathing heavy.

Goddamn.

“You do everything you’re told?” I ask, stepping closer, voice low.

She swallows. “You said you wanted gravity on your side.”

I stop at the foot of the bed. My jeans are already tightening again.

“I come in here an hour later, and you’re still like this.”

She nods, soft. “Didn’t want to waste any of it.”

I grip the edge of the mattress, lean over her.

“You’re a good girl, Delilah. You know that?”

Her eyes flutter.

I push her knees wider. Slide a hand between her legs. She gasps when I drag two fingers through the slick, push them in deep, curl them up.

Still warm.

Still full.

“You held it all,” I murmur. “Still leaking for me.”

She moans.

“I should fuck you again,” I growl. “Push it deeper. Breed you until it takes.”

Her voice is barely a whisper. “Yes.”

That’s all I need.

I climb onto the bed, grab her hips, and drag her to the edge like she weighs nothing. My cock’s already out, already hard, already aching to be buried in her again.

And she’s so fucking ready—wet, needy, stretched open for me.

I don’t ease in this time.

I slam it.

Balls-deep in one rough thrust.

She cries out—head thrown back, hands gripping the sheets, legs still in the air, wide open and helpless for me.

“That’s it,” I grunt, fucking her hard. “This is what you were made for. Taking my cock. Holding my cum.”

The bed slams into the wall with every thrust. Her tits bounce with every stroke. She’s gasping, begging, whimpering please please don’t stop.

I don’t.

I fuck her like I’m trying to break her open from the inside. Fast. Brutal. Every inch claimed.

“You want my baby?” I snarl. “Say it.”

“I want it—I want you to put it in me—again—”

I grab her thighs, pin them up against her chest, and go even deeper.

She screams.

And I come.

Again.

Loud, hard, deep.

Filling her a second time. More than before. So much it gushes out around me the second I start to pull free.

But I don’t pull out all the way.

I keep the head of my cock buried just inside her, still leaking, still twitching.

“You’re gonna be pregnant,” I mutter. “And you’re gonna love it.”

She nods, trembling.

And I watch her.

Still open. Still dripping. Still mine.

She’s still spread for me.

Legs shaking. Pussy swollen and raw, leaking thick with everything I’ve given her.

I should let her rest.

Should clean her up, pull the covers over her, go cool off in the barn.

But I don’t move.

I sit there at the edge of the bed, cock still half-hard and wet, watching it slide out of her slow. My cum drips down her ass, soaking the sheets.

And I fucking love it.

“Messy little thing,” I murmur, dragging my fingers through the slick between her thighs. She flinches. Sensitive. Spent.

I do it again anyway.

“You like being used like that?”

She nods, lips parted, chest heaving.

“You want to be full of me until you can’t hold any more?”

Another nod. “Yes, sir.”

God help me.

I wasn’t supposed to want her this bad. One time, maybe two. Get it out of my system. Scratch the itch, send her on her way.

But now?

I can’t stop touching her.

I slide two fingers in again. She moans—high, helpless.

“You feel that?” I whisper, curling them inside. “That’s me. Still in you.”

She cries out when I press harder, deeper. Her back arches. She’s too raw, too fucked out—and still she wants it.

“You’re mine now, Delilah.”

I lean down, mouth at her ear.

“You understand what that means?”

She tries to speak. Can’t.

So I tell her.

“It means this body doesn’t belong to you anymore. It’s mine. Your pussy, your womb, your mouth—every inch of you. Mine to fill. Mine to fuck. Mine to breed.”

She shudders beneath me. Eyes fluttering, skin flushed, thighs trembling.

And fuck me if my cock doesn’t start getting hard again just from watching her fall apart like that.

I grab her hips, flip her onto her stomach, and press my weight over her back. She gasps when she feels me at her entrance again—already.

“I’m not done,” I growl into her neck. “Not until you can’t walk. Not until you feel me for days. Not until there’s no doubt what I’ve done to you.”

I push in slow this time.

Let her feel it.

The stretch. The ache. The fullness.

She whimpers, body arching to meet me, even though she’s spent.

And I start to fuck her again.

Hard.

Deep.

Mine.


Chapter 2

She’s limp under me.

Spent. Ruined. Bred.

But I’m still hard.

Still inside her.

Still hungry.

Her body’s trembling, slick and flushed and leaking from every place I’ve claimed.

But I don’t pull out.

I grip her hips tighter. Roll my cock in slow—so deep it makes her gasp. She’s too sensitive. She twitches every time I move.

Good.

“I can feel it,” I mutter. “Everything I’ve put in you. Still fucking warm.”

She whimpers, head turned to the side, cheek against the sheets.

And something in me snaps.

“You think you’re a person to me right now?” I growl, dragging my cock back and slamming it in hard.

She cries out, weak and perfect.

“You’re just a hole,” I snarl. “A wet little breeding hole for me to use until my cum takes.”

Her breath catches—humiliation, heat, want.

“You think I give a fuck if you’re tired? If you’re sore?”

Another thrust. Her thighs shake.

“All I care about is getting you pregnant.”

She moans—shameful and needy.

I grab a fistful of her hair, yank her head back so her cheek lifts from the bed.

“You begged for this, Delilah. You begged for my cock. For my cum.”

Her voice is broken. “I did.”

“You wanted to be bred like a bitch in heat.”

“I did—Beau—”

“Wanted to be filled so deep it leaks for hours.”

“Yes—yes, I want it—”

I slam into her, harder than before. She screams. Her hands claw at the mattress, but she doesn’t try to stop me.

Because she loves it.

She fucking lives for it.

“Just a cumdump now,” I grunt, pounding her into the bed. “You understand that? Nothing but a hole to fill.”

She moans. “Yes, sir.”

I keep going. Brutal. Relentless. Balls slapping her swollen pussy, cum already leaking out around me.

And I still want more inside her.

“Say it,” I growl. “Tell me what you are.”

Her voice is a wrecked whisper.

“I’m your hole.”

“Say it louder.”

“I’m your breeding hole—fuck—I’m just a hole for you—”

I lose it.

I fuck her so deep my cock bruises her womb, and I come—hot, thick, violent.

I push as deep as I can, grinding into her, pouring every last drop where it belongs.

She’s sobbing. Shaking. Whimpering with each twitch of my cock.

But she doesn’t tell me to stop.

Because she’s mine now.

My slut.

My hole.

And soon?

My baby inside her.

She’s still shaking.

Still twitching every time my cock throbs inside her.

But I’m not done.

Not even close.

I pull out slow, watching her pussy gape and pulse, leaking thick with everything I’ve pumped into her. It runs down her thighs, puddles on the sheets.

And it pisses me off.

“Wasting it,” I mutter. “Can’t have that.”

She’s barely conscious, eyes glassy, mouth parted.

But she hears me.

She always hears me.

I grab her by the hips, flip her over, and spread her legs. Wide. So I can see the mess I made—her wrecked little hole drooling cum like it’s begging for more.

“You think I’m lettin’ this drip out of you?” I growl.

She doesn’t answer.

So I slap her inner thigh. Not hard. Just enough to make her flinch.

“Answer me.”

She gasps. “No, sir.”

“Damn right.”

I reach down, smear the cum along her slit with three fingers. Press it back inside, slow, firm.

She cries out.

Too sensitive.

Too fucked.

I keep going anyway.

Then I shove two fingers in deep—twist. Grind against her sweet spot until she’s clawing at the sheets.

“I’m gonna plug you up,” I murmur. “Stuff your greedy little cunt so full you won’t be able to push a single drop out.”

Her eyes flutter. “Plug—?”

I grab my belt from the floor. Wrap it around her thighs, pull tight until her legs are locked shut.

Then I roll a pillow under her hips, push my fingers in again, and fuck her slow with them.

“You feel that? That’s my cum. And you’re not gonna lose a drop of it, baby.”

She whimpers. “Feels full…”

I smile. Dark. Filthy.

“Good. That’s how I want you.”

I drag my fingers out and rub the slick mess over her belly. Her tits. Her throat.

Marking her.

“You’re mine, Delilah. My little breedable slut. And I’m gonna keep you plugged and dripping until I see that bump start to show.”

Her head falls back.

She moans like she wants it.

And I know the second I untie her?

I’m gonna bend her over and do it again.

Because the truth is?

I don’t care if she’s already bred.

I just want to ruin her.

She’s tied up tight.

Thighs strapped together with my belt, her legs trembling, dress shoved up under her tits. Her pussy’s swollen, leaking slow between her clenched thighs, and her skin’s streaked with my cum.

Perfect.

I crouch down at the edge of the bed, drag my fingers between the gap where her thighs press together. She jerks.

“Too much,” she whispers.

I slap her pussy.

Not hard.

But firm. Possessive.

She cries out, back arching.

“You think I care?” I growl, pushing her thighs open as far as the belt will allow. “You think this is about what you can take?”

She shakes her head.

“No, sir.”

“Damn right.”

I press my cock against her again. She gasps—already too sensitive, already wrecked—but her hips still roll toward me.

Little slut’s addicted now.

I force myself inside slow. It’s tight—tighter with her thighs bound together, pussy already fucked raw—but I slide in all the way, inch by inch.

She screams into the sheets.

Fucking music.

“You’re gonna take it,” I mutter, grabbing her hips, slamming in harder now. “You’re gonna lie here, all tied up, and take every inch.”

The belt creaks with every thrust. Her legs try to shake, but they can’t move. She’s trapped—held open for me, locked around my cock like she was made for it.

“Just a hole,” I pant, slamming into her again. “Just a tight little breeding hole for me to use.”

She moans, loud and wrecked.

“You feel that, baby? That’s what you’re good for. Not talkin’. Not thinkin’. Just lying here while I fill you up again.”

She sobs—yes, sir, yes, I’m yours.

And fuck me if that doesn’t make me come harder than ever.

I slam in to the hilt and spill inside her—a deep, hot flood that forces more of my mess out around the base of my cock even as I keep thrusting.

But I don’t stop.

I fuck her through it. Slow now. Deep. Mean.

Grinding it up into her womb like I can force the pregnancy to stick.

And when I finally pull out?

She’s twitching.

Destroyed.

Tied up, full, dripping everywhere.

And smiling through the tears.

“Good girl,” I whisper, brushing the hair off her sweat-slick cheek. “Took it so well.”

Then I lean down, mouth at her ear.

“But you’re not done yet, Delilah.”

I grab her ankles. Pull them higher.

Because when I said I’d fuck her until she couldn’t walk?

I meant every word.

She’s still tied.

My belt’s cinched tight around her thighs, keeping them pressed together, pussy swollen and shiny with my cum. Her hands are gripping the sheets like they’re the only thing keeping her grounded.

She’s a fucking mess.

But not finished.

Not even close.

I stroke my cock slowly, watching her body twitch.

“Good little hole,” I murmur. “Took everything I gave you. Every drop.”

She breathes hard, cheek turned toward me, lips trembling.

But she’s smiling.

And I can’t fucking stand it.

Because there’s one part of her I haven’t claimed yet.

One last tight, untouched spot.

And I want it.

I lean over her back, lips at her ear. “You ever been fucked in the ass, Delilah?”

She tenses. Shakes her head, slow.

I grin.

“Good.”

I drag my hand down her back, over her ass, spreading her open as much as her bound legs will allow. She squirms, breath catching when I let my thumb slide down, right over that tight, perfect little ring.

“Beau—”

“You’re gonna take it,” I growl. “No lube. No fingers. Just me.”

She gasps. “It won’t—”

I slap her ass. Hard this time.

“You think I care if it hurts?” I snarl, pushing the head of my cock lower. “You think I haven’t earned this?”

She moans—shameful, shocked, soaked.

And she doesn’t say no.

So I press forward.

Slow.

Tight.

Hot.

She’s so fucking tight my eyes roll back. Her body tries to resist, clenching up around me, but I keep pushing. Inch by inch.

Her breath is ragged, high and helpless.

And then—I’m inside.

She screams.

Fucking music.

I hold her hips still and start to move. Shallow at first, then deeper. Grinding into her ass with every stroke, spreading her open around me.

“Goddamn,” I hiss. “You were saving the best for last, huh?”

She sobs, fingers clawing at the sheets. “Hurts—”

I grab her hair, yank her head back.

“Yeah? And?”

Her eyes are glassy. Her lips part.

And she says it.

“Feels good.”

Fuck yes it does.

I slam into her harder. Faster. Using her body like she’s nothing but a sleeve for my cock—just another hole to break in.

“You’re gonna remember this,” I growl. “Every time you sit down. Every time you shift. You’ll feel me inside you.”

She moans—wrecked and ruined.

I reach around, rub her clit while I pound her ass, and she comes again—fucking squirts all over the mattress, sobbing, soaking my hand.

And that’s it.

I snap.

I bury myself to the hilt and come hard, spilling inside her ass like it’s my goddamn right. Her body spasms around me, clenching like it’s trying to hold it in.

And I just keep thrusting.

Filling her.

Marking her.

Breaking her open.

Until there’s nowhere left on her body I haven’t claimed.

She’s limp beneath me.

Ass dripping. Pussy raw. Face soaked with sweat and tears and the scent of me.

But I’m still hard.

Still throbbing.

Still inside.

I stay like that for a minute—buried in her ass, hips pressed flush, chest rising slow. Just breathing her in. Listening to the little whimpers she makes every time I twitch.

But I’m not done.

Not until I’ve claimed her one more time.

I drag out slow, watching her gape around my cock, stretched and pulsing. My cum runs down her crack, messy and thick.

I slap her ass once—just to hear the sound.

Then I flip her over.

She moans, helpless, dazed, but I don’t give her time to think.

I grab her thighs—still strapped tight with my belt—and push them back to her chest.

She’s wide open now.

Ass leaking.

Pussy dripping.

Wrecked.

And so fucking ready.

I slide into her in one hard thrust.

Deep.

So deep she screams.

And then she gasps when she feels it—the plug.

My cum still inside her ass, sealed tight by the stretch.

She can’t push anything out.

Can’t escape me.

Good.

Because she’s not supposed to.

“You feel that?” I growl, pounding into her now. “Feel how full you are?”

She nods, tears in her eyes, lips trembling.

“Say it.”

“I’m full—fuck—I’m so full of you—”

“That’s right. Front. Back. No room left.”

I kiss her hard—brutal, wet, biting—then pull back and spit in her mouth.

She gasps.

I spit again. Slower.

She moans.

And swallows.

“Good girl,” I growl. “Breedable little cumdump. You were made for this.”

I fuck her harder now, faster. Her legs are shaking, belly soft and bouncing under my hands. Every thrust shoves the mess deeper.

“No more leaking,” I snarl. “No more wasting it. You’re gonna keep every fucking drop.”

Her fingers claw at my shoulders, nails digging deep.

“Please,” she begs. “Fill me again. Don’t stop. Don’t stop—”

And I don’t.

I grind in deeper. Rut into her like an animal, balls slapping her soaked skin, cock so deep I swear I can feel her womb twitching.

Then I come.

Hard.

Growling into her mouth as I pour another load inside—hot, thick, endless. So much she gasps from the pressure. So much it leaks anyway—but I don’t pull out.

I stay.

Bury myself as deep as I can and grind slow, making sure every last drop sticks.

She’s sobbing now. Wrecked.

But smiling.

And when I finally speak, it’s not a question.

It’s a promise.

“You’re pregnant now, Delilah.”

I kiss her again. Soft this time.

And don’t move.

Because I meant what I said.

I’m not pulling out.

Not tonight.

Not ever.
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The boy next door, all grown up, living in the house across from hers.

She’s still married. Still tired. Still full of everything I want.

And she doesn’t know I’m the one who changed her life forever.

But she will.

Because I’ve come home to take what’s mine.

Her body. Her milk. Her heart.

And I’m not leaving until she gives me all of it. Again and again.

Milk & Mine is a darkly possessive romance told entirely from the obsessive male POV. If you love dangerously devoted men, unfiltered obsession, and women made to be filled, fed, and claimed—this story is yours.

Taking Her at Midnight: A Steamy Step Romance of Control and Desire

She married my father five years ago.

I’ve been obsessed with her ever since.

I was already a grown man when I met Juliana—twenty, cocky, and smart enough to know she wasn’t just beautiful… she was breakable.

She tried to pretend I was just her husband’s son.

But I saw the way she looked at me when she thought no one was watching.

I heard the way she breathed when I stood too close.

And I felt the way her body responded when I finally touched her.

Now I’m back.

Rich. Unattached. Living in their house.

And I don’t sleep alone.

She never tells me no.

Not when I crawl into her bed.

Not when I use her in the morning.

Not even when he’s asleep beside her.

My father still thinks she’s his.

But Juliana was never his.

She’s mine.

Dark. Obsessive. Forbidden.

If you crave stories where the man takes what he wants and never gives it back, Taking Her at Midnight will own you from page one.

age gap, step dynamic, sleep play, public teasing, spanking, power exchange, absolute possession.
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