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Disclaimer

All rights reserved. This book or any portion thereof may not be reproduced or used in any manner whatsoever without the express written permission of the publisher except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

Although the author has made every effort to ensure that the information in this book was correct at press time, the author does not assume and hereby disclaims any liability to any party for any loss, damage, or disruption caused by errors or omissions, whether such errors or omissions result from negligence, accident, or any other cause.

Also, all characters in this book are of legal age. And any resemblance to real life persons is purely coincidental.


Chapter One

I’d been fantasizing about Irina Volkova since the moment I stepped off the plane in St. Petersburg.

She was assigned as our “host mother” through the university exchange program—thirty-nine, recently divorced, with a body that made every rational thought evaporate the second she walked into a room. Pale skin like fresh snow under moonlight, wide hips that rolled with every step, a soft, generous belly that spoke of years lived without apology, and breasts so heavy they seemed to defy gravity even when she wore the plainest blouses. Her auburn hair was always pinned up in a loose bun when she cooked for us, strands escaping like they were trying to escape the restraint she imposed on herself. But when she bent over to set a plate of borscht or pelmeni in front of me, that blouse would gape just enough for me to catch the creamy swell of cleavage, the dark-pink shadow of a nipple pressing against thin cotton. I’d stare, pulse hammering, pretending to focus on my spoon while my cock thickened under the table.

Every night in my tiny dorm room I replayed those moments. I’d stroke myself slow at first, imagining her thick thighs parting for me, her soft belly pressed flush against mine as I sank into her heat. I pictured her moaning my name in that thick, smoky Russian accent—malysh, she’d call me, little one—while I pumped deep, raw, unprotected, filling her until she overflowed. I came harder thinking about breeding her than I ever had with girls my own age. Irina wasn’t just hot. She was forbidden. Maternal. Hungry. And she knew exactly what she did to me.

I caught her watching me too. Once, when the other students were out at a bar crawl, she’d leaned across the kitchen counter to hand me a glass of tea. Her breast brushed my forearm—deliberate, lingering. She didn’t pull away. Instead she held my gaze, green eyes dark and unreadable, lips parted just enough to show the wet tip of her tongue. “You’re always so quiet, malysh,” she’d murmured. “What are you thinking about when you look at me like that?”

I’d stammered something stupid about the weather. She’d only smiled—slow, knowing—and walked away, hips swaying like a promise.

Two weeks ago, everything changed.

It was after one of her famous Friday dinners. The other Americans had already stumbled off to their rooms, drunk on vodka and borscht. I stayed to help clear the table—my excuse to be near her longer. She moved around the kitchen like she owned every inch of it, thick thighs brushing together under her skirt, ass jiggling softly with each step. When I handed her the last plate, our fingers touched. She didn’t let go.

Instead she pulled me closer, voice dropping to a husky whisper so the house wouldn’t hear.

“My family has an old dacha,” she said. “A little wooden cabin in the woods, north of the city. Very private. Very quiet.” Her thumb stroked the inside of my wrist, slow circles that sent heat straight to my groin. “This weekend the snow will be heavy. A real blizzard. The kind that traps people inside for days.”

She stepped even nearer, her heavy breasts almost brushing my chest. I could smell her—warm skin, faint rosewater, and something deeper, muskier, the scent of a woman who hadn’t been properly fucked in far too long.

“If you want…” Her green eyes locked on mine, pupils blown wide. “You can come stay. Just you. No one else. No other students. No distractions.”

Her fingers tightened on my wrist. “I’ve seen how you look at me, malysh. I know what you want. And I’m tired of pretending I don’t want the same.”

My mouth went dry. My cock was already half-hard, straining against my jeans. I didn’t trust myself to speak.

She leaned in until her lips were a breath from my ear. “Say yes. And I’ll show you everything you’ve been jerking off to in that little dorm bed of yours.”

I said yes before my brain could catch up. The word came out rough, needy. She smiled—predatory, triumphant—and released me. “Good boy,” she whispered. “Pack light. You won’t need many clothes.”

I spent the next two weeks in agony. Every lecture, every meal, every time I passed her in the hallway, I felt her eyes on me. Once she “accidentally” dropped a spoon and bent to pick it up right in front of me, skirt riding up to show the creamy undersides of her thick thighs and the barest hint of black lace panties stretched tight over plump ass cheeks. She took her time straightening, glancing back over her shoulder with a look that said she knew exactly how hard I was.

The day of the trip arrived. I told the program coordinator I was visiting a friend in Moscow. I rented the cheapest car I could find, loaded a single duffel bag, and drove north into the gathering storm.

The snow started light, then turned vicious. Flakes the size of coins whipped sideways. The windshield wipers couldn’t keep up. Twenty miles from the coordinates she’d texted me, the engine sputtered, coughed white smoke, and died in a deep drift. I cursed, kicked the door open, and started walking.

The cold bit through my coat like teeth. My boots sank to mid-calf with every step. Wind howled, stealing my breath. I thought about turning back, but the image of Irina waiting—alone, naked under that thin sweater, thighs parted, pussy already wet for me—kept me moving.

Hours passed. Or maybe minutes. Time blurred in the whiteout. My fingers went numb. My legs burned. I was half-convinced I’d freeze to death chasing pussy when I finally saw it: a faint orange glow slicing through the swirling snow. One window. One cabin. Just like she’d described.

I staggered up the porch steps, pounded on the heavy timber door with a fist I could barely feel. Teeth chattering, lungs burning, I leaned against the frame, praying she was really there.

The door swung open almost instantly.

Irina stood framed in the firelight like something out of every filthy dream I’d ever had.

She wore the same thin wool sweater I remembered from her kitchen in the city—the one that always looked two sizes too small. Now it clung obscenely to every lush curve. Wide hips filled the doorway. Her soft, generous belly rolled gently above thick thighs that rubbed together as she shifted her weight. Massive breasts strained the fabric so hard her dark-pink nipples stood out like bullets, begging to be sucked. And that hair—wild, deep auburn, no longer pinned up. It spilled past her shoulders in thick waves, catching the firelight like molten copper.

She looked me over slowly, eyes raking from my snow-crusted boots to my shivering shoulders, then lower, where my cock—traitorous, desperate—was already thickening in my soaked jeans despite the cold.

“You made it,” she purred, voice thick with that smoky Russian accent. “I was beginning to think the cold would fuck you before I could.”

I stumbled across the threshold. She slammed the door shut behind me. Heat hit like a physical blow—pine smoke, wood crackling, and her scent wrapping around me: warm skin, rosewater, and the unmistakable musk of a woman in heat.

She stepped closer. Close enough that I could feel the warmth radiating off her lush body.

“I’ve been alone here since yesterday,” she said, voice dropping low. “Thinking about you. About how young you are. How full. How hard you must be right now, just from looking at me.”

Her tongue traced the curve of her full bottom lip. “I invited you because I’m tired of being empty, malysh. Tired of my fingers, my toys, pretending they’re enough. I want a real cock. Young. Thick. Full of seed.”

Her green eyes burned into mine.

“And you… you look like you have more than enough to fix that.”

Before I could answer—before I could even breathe—her fingers caught the hem of her sweater. She peeled it off in one slow, deliberate motion.

Her heavy tits bounced free—pale, full, perfect, nipples swollen and dark, already aching. They swayed with her breath, begging for hands, for mouth, for teeth.

My dick jerked hard, straining painfully against frozen denim.

She smiled—slow, predatory, victorious.

“Strip,” she ordered, voice husky with need. “Or I’ll rip those wet clothes off you myself.”

The fire roared behind her. The storm screamed outside. And I knew, in that moment, I was already hers.


Chapter Two

I didn’t make her wait. My hands shook—not from cold anymore, but from the raw, pounding need that had simmered for months. Jeans, shirt, boxers—everything hit the floor in a wet slap. My cock sprang free, thick and veined, the swollen head already glistening with precum, throbbing in the warm firelight like it knew exactly where it belonged. Irina’s green eyes darkened, drinking me in with a hunger that made my balls tighten.

“So eager, malysh,” she purred, voice thick and smoky. She stepped close, wrapping one soft, warm hand around my shaft. Her grip was firm, possessive, thumb circling the leaking tip and smearing my precum down the length. I bucked into her fist with a groan. “I’ve seen how you stare. Every dinner, every time I leaned close… you got so hard under the table. Thought I didn’t notice? Thought I didn’t feel your eyes on my tits, my ass, my belly?”

Her words flooded me with memories—those stolen glances, the way my cock would strain while she served food, imagining bending her over right there and breeding her on the kitchen floor. She’d known. Always known.

She pushed me down onto the thick wool rug, the fibers scratching my bare back as the fire’s heat licked at my side. Irina straddled me, thick thighs clamping my hips like velvet traps. Her soft belly pressed warm and plush against my abs, molding perfectly. Massive breasts swayed above my face, nipples dark-pink and tight, begging. That auburn hair fell forward like molten fire, brushing my chest.

The scent of her hit hard—musky arousal, rosewater, and pure wet need. She was already dripping; slick heat coated my cock where it pressed against her swollen folds. My mind raced: This is it. Irina Volkova, the thick fertile MILF I’ve obsessed over, about to take me raw. No rubber. No pulling out. Just flooding her womb.

But she had other plans. “Not yet,” she growled, grabbing my hair and yanking my head up. “You’ve stared at this body for months. Now you worship it. Make me cum on your tongue first.”

She shifted up, planting her knees beside my head, thick thighs spreading wide. Her plump ass hovered, then she lowered—shoving my face straight between her legs. The world narrowed to hot, soft flesh. Her pussy lips—swollen, slick, framed by neat auburn curls—smashed against my mouth. She tasted like salt and honey, tangy-sweet, the flavor of a woman who hadn’t been properly eaten in years. Her juices flooded my lips, chin, cheeks.

“Lick,” she commanded, grinding down, hands fisting my hair to pin me. “Eat your Russian mama’s pussy like the hungry boy you are. Make me soak that pretty face.”

I obeyed instantly. Tongue flat, I lapped from bottom to top, savoring every inch. Found her clit—throbbing, swollen—and circled it slow, then faster. Her thighs quivered around my ears, soft belly resting warm against my forehead. God, she was perfect—thick, fertile, dominant. I’m tasting the woman I’ve jerked off to a hundred times. She’s using my mouth, and I fucking love it.

Irina moaned deep, hips rocking, fucking my face with deliberate rolls. “Da… suck it harder, malysh. Make me drip.” I sucked her clit between my lips, flicking the tip while my hands gripped her thighs—soft flesh spilling over my fingers. The fire crackled, shadows dancing over her curves. Her juices ran down my neck, sticky and warm. I swallowed greedily.

“Deeper,” she demanded. “Fingers too.” I slid two inside her—easy, she was drenched—and curled them up, stroking that spongy spot. She bucked, crying out. “Yes! Fuck, you’re good. Eat me until I cum all over you.”

Her dominance made my cock leak steadily onto my stomach. I pumped my fingers faster, tongue lashing relentlessly. Her thighs trembled, clamping tighter, belly quivering. Then she shattered—screaming in Russian, a flood of fresh wetness hitting my tongue. She ground down hard, riding the waves, soaking my face until I was drenched in her release. I licked through every shudder, drawing out her pleasure until she finally lifted off, panting, eyes glazed.

“Such a good boy,” she purred, sliding back down my body. Her slick pussy trailed a wet line along my chest and abs. She kissed me—deep, filthy—tasting herself on my tongue, owning my mouth. I groaned, hands roaming her curves, squeezing heavy tits, thumbs teasing swollen nipples.

Now she was ready. She straddled my hips again, thick thighs locking tight. Soft belly pressed warm to mine, breasts swaying. She lined me up, hand guiding my bare cock to her entrance. In one long, greedy glide, she sank down—taking every thick inch until her plump ass rested on my balls.

The sensation was overwhelming. She was molten velvet inside—hot, tight, greedy—clenching around me like she’d been starving for years. I groaned loud, raw, the sound bouncing off the cabin walls. Fuck… she feels better than any fantasy. Warm. Wet. Fertile. Made to be bred.

Irina started to ride—slow rolls at first, then slamming down, ass jiggling with every thrust. Skin slapped skin, wet and obscene, mixing with the fire’s crackle. Her tits bounced wildly. I grabbed fistfuls—hips dimpling under my grip, ass cheeks overflowing my palms, tits spilling between my fingers.

“Fuck me like you’ve dreamed,” she growled. “Hard. Deep.” I thrust up, matching her, pounding into her softness. She moaned filthy Russian—“Zaley menya… napolni menya”—her walls fluttering, milking me.

Then she leaned down, lips at my ear, voice husky and dangerous. “You know I’m not on anything, malysh. No pills. No protection. My cycle’s right in the middle—fertile. Ripe. If you cum inside me… you could knock me up. Put a baby in this thick Russian belly.”

The words hit like lightning. My cock throbbed harder inside her. “Fuck, Irina—”

“You like that risk?” she whispered, grinding slower, teasing, clenching deliberately around my shaft. “You like knowing every time you thrust, you’re shooting closer to breeding me? Filling this greedy cunt until it takes? Making my tits even bigger, my belly swell with your child?”

I groaned, hips snapping up harder. “God yes. I’ve thought about it every night—pumping you full, watching you grow.”

She laughed low, wicked. “Then do it. Breed your MILF. Risk it all. I want to feel you explode deep—flood my womb. Give me that thick load. Make me drip with the chance of being pregnant.”

The dirty talk broke something in me. I flipped her onto her back, spread her creamy thighs wide, hooked her legs over my shoulders. Auburn hair fanned across the rug. I drove back in—deep, brutal—bottoming out with every stroke, balls slapping her ass.

Her tits bounced wildly. Nails raked my back. “Harder! Breed me, malysh! Don’t pull out—cum inside! Risk knocking me up right now!”

Sweat slicked her pale skin, trickling between her breasts. I pounded relentlessly, firelight dancing over jiggling curves, soft belly quivering. Her pussy clenched tighter, another orgasm building.

“I’m close,” I growled. “Gonna fill you—”

“Do it,” she demanded, locking her ankles behind my neck. “Cum in me. Breed this fertile Russian whore. Make me yours—risk and all.”

That was it. I slammed home, buried to the hilt, and erupted. Thick, hot ropes flooded her—pulse after pulse—pumping deep into her waiting womb. She milked me with every spasm, thighs trembling, heels digging in, pulling me deeper until cum leaked out around my shaft.

When I finally pulled out, a creamy river poured from her swollen lips, pooling on the rug. She scooped some with two fingers, sucked them clean, staring into my eyes.

“Stay,” she whispered, hoarse. “The storm’s not done. Neither am I. And next time… we go again. Until it takes.”


Chapter Three

The blizzard howled outside like a living thing, wind clawing at the cabin walls, rattling the windows as if trying to break in and steal the heat we’d built between us. But inside, the world had narrowed to firelight, sweat-slick skin, and the wet, filthy rhythm of our bodies locked together.

Irina lay beneath me on the thick wool rug, legs still hooked over my shoulders, creamy thighs spread wide and trembling. Her auburn hair fanned out in wild disarray, strands sticking to her flushed cheeks and the damp curve of her neck. Her massive breasts heaved with every ragged breath, nipples dark and swollen from my earlier attention, glistening in the flickering orange glow. That soft, generous belly quivered with aftershocks, the plush roll of it rising and falling as she stared up at me with glazed, hungry green eyes.

I was still buried deep inside her, cock twitching with the last pulses of my release. Thick ropes of cum had flooded her fertile core—hot, heavy, claiming—and now it leaked slowly out around my shaft, a creamy white river that trickled down her swollen pussy lips and pooled beneath her plump ass on the rug. The sight of it—my seed dripping from her well-fucked cunt—sent a fresh jolt through me. I’d done that. I’d bred her. Risked everything. And fuck, I wanted more.

She felt me twitch inside her and clenched deliberately, milking the last drops from me with a slow, wicked roll of her hips. A low moan escaped her throat. “Mmm… feel that, malysh? You’re still leaking into me. So much cum. So thick. My womb is drinking it all right now.”

Her voice was hoarse, wrecked from screaming, but the dominance hadn’t left it. She reached up, fingers tangling in my hair, pulling my face down until our foreheads touched. Her breath was hot against my lips.

“You know what this means,” she whispered, accent thick and filthy. “No protection. No pulling out. My cycle is perfect right now—ovulating, ripe, begging for seed. Every drop you just pumped into me could be the one that takes. You could have knocked up your thick Russian MILF already. Put a baby in this soft belly. Made these tits swell even bigger, leaking milk while I carry your child.”

The words hit like a drug. My spent cock stirred inside her, thickening again despite the orgasm that had just drained me. I groaned, hips rocking instinctively, pushing deeper into the slick, cum-filled heat. “Fuck, Irina… you keep talking like that and I’m gonna breed you again right now.”

She laughed—low, throaty, victorious. “Good. Because I’m not done with you.” Her legs tightened around my neck, heels digging into my back, keeping me locked inside. “I want you to keep going. Fuck me through the night. Fill me over and over until it’s impossible not to take. Until my pussy is so full of your cum that it drips for days. Until my belly starts to round with what you’ve given me.”

I pulled out slowly—reluctantly—watching the thick gush of white spill from her gaping entrance, coating her inner thighs, matting the auburn curls above her clit. The sight was obscene, primal. My cock, still hard and slick with our combined mess, bobbed in the firelight, ready for more.

Irina didn’t let me rest. She rolled us over in one fluid motion, straddling me again, thick thighs clamping my hips. Her soft belly pressed warm against my abs as she reached down, guiding my cum-smeared cock back to her entrance. She sank down in one slow, deliberate glide, taking me to the hilt again, moaning as fresh seed squelched out around my shaft.

“Again,” she demanded, starting to ride—slow this time, savoring every inch. “Breed me again, malysh. Risk it all. I want to feel you throb inside me when you cum the second time. Want to know you’re flooding my fertile womb while the storm rages outside.”

Her wide hips rolled in hypnotic circles, ass jiggling with each downward thrust. The wet, sloppy sounds of her riding my cum-filled pussy filled the cabin—obscene, addictive. Her heavy tits bounced above me, swaying hypnotically. I grabbed them, squeezing the soft flesh, thumbs flicking her nipples until she gasped.

“Tell me,” she growled, leaning down so her breasts brushed my chest, auburn hair curtaining us. “Tell me you want to knock me up. Say it.”

“I want it,” I rasped, thrusting up hard to meet her. “I want to breed you, Irina. Want to see your belly grow with my baby. Want everyone to know I claimed this thick, fertile Russian cunt and filled it raw.”

Her eyes flashed with triumph. She rode faster now, grinding her clit against my pubic bone, chasing another peak. “Da… yes… give it to me. Pump me full again. Risk putting a child in me tonight. I’ll carry it proudly—let my body swell for you. Let my tits leak while I think of how you bred me in this storm.”

The dirty breeding talk pushed me over the edge again. My balls tightened, pressure building fast. I grabbed her wide hips, fingers sinking into soft flesh, and slammed up into her with brutal force.

“Fuck—I’m gonna cum again—”

“Do it,” she snarled, nails raking my shoulders. “Cum inside! Breed me deep! Fill this greedy pussy until it overflows! Make me yours—risk everything!”

I roared, slamming home one last time and erupting. Another thick flood poured into her, pulse after pulse, mixing with the first load until I could feel it leaking out around my cock in hot, creamy rivulets. She came with me—screaming, pussy spasming, milking every drop as her body shook above me.

When the waves finally subsided, she collapsed onto my chest, both of us panting, slick with sweat and cum. Her thick thighs still straddled me, keeping my softening cock buried inside her. She nuzzled into my neck, lips brushing my ear.

“Stay,” she whispered, voice soft now, almost tender. “The storm’s not done. Neither am I. We have days ahead—snowed in, alone. I want you inside me every hour. Want you to keep breeding me until it takes. Until this fertile MILF is swollen with your child.”

I wrapped my arms around her plush body, holding her close. The fire crackled low. Outside, the wind screamed. Inside, Irina Volkova was claimed—bred, filled, owned.

And I had no intention of ever leaving.


Epilogue: Two Months Later

The snow had long since melted into muddy spring streams by the time I returned to the dacha. Irina had insisted I come back—alone—when the roads cleared enough for my rental car to make the trek without dying again. She’d been cryptic in her texts: short, teasing messages that made my cock twitch every time my phone buzzed.

“Come soon, malysh. I have something to show you. Something you put inside me.”

I drove through the thawing forest with my heart hammering, palms slick on the wheel. Two months since that blizzard weekend. Two months since I’d flooded her fertile cunt over and over, pumping thick load after thick load into her unprotected womb while she begged for the risk. Two months since I’d left her dripping, swollen-lipped, and whispering promises that she’d carry whatever I’d given her.

When I pulled up to the cabin, smoke curled from the chimney. The door opened before I even knocked.

Irina stood there in the late-afternoon light, wearing nothing but one of my old flannel shirts she must have stolen from my bag that night. The fabric strained obscenely across her heavy breasts—noticeably fuller now, the dark-pink nipples tenting the worn cotton like they were perpetually hard. The shirt barely skimmed the tops of her thick thighs, leaving her soft, plush belly exposed. And that belly… it had changed. Not dramatically yet, but there was a gentle, undeniable roundness to it now—a soft swell that hadn’t been there before, pushing gently against the flannel, speaking of life taking root deep inside her.

She smiled—slow, wicked, triumphant—and stepped aside to let me in.

The fire was low, the cabin warm with the scent of pine and her. She closed the door, turned the lock, then pressed her body against mine without a word. Her arms looped around my neck, massive tits squishing against my chest, that new little belly bump nestling warm against my abs.

“Feel it,” she whispered, voice husky with that thick Russian accent. She took my hand and guided it under the hem of the shirt, pressing my palm to the soft curve of her lower abdomen. Warm skin. Yielding flesh. And beneath it… something firm, something new.

My breath caught. “Irina…”

“Da, malysh.” She rocked her hips forward, grinding that gentle swell against my hand. “You did this. All those nights you fucked me raw, pumping your thick cum so deep… you knocked me up. Your seed took. I’m pregnant.”

The words hit like a freight train. My cock surged instantly, straining against my jeans so hard it hurt. I stared down at her belly—my hand splayed wide over the proof of what I’d done. The woman I’d obsessed over, the thick, fertile Russian MILF who’d demanded I breed her without mercy… was carrying my child.

“Fuck,” I rasped, voice rough. “How far?”

“Eight weeks, maybe nine. I took three tests last week. All positive. Then the doctor confirmed it yesterday.” She leaned in, lips brushing my ear. “He said the baby is strong. Growing perfectly. Just like the loads you flooded me with.”

Her hand slid down, cupping the bulge in my jeans, squeezing firmly. “I’ve been so horny since I found out. My tits ache. My pussy stays wet all the time. Every time I touch this little bump, I think of you—how you claimed me, how you risked everything and won.”

I groaned, hands roaming her body—squeezing the fuller weight of her breasts, thumbs circling nipples that leaked tiny beads of colostrum through the shirt. She moaned, arching into my touch.

“I want you to see what you’ve done to me,” she purred, stepping back. She unbuttoned the flannel slowly, letting it fall open. Her breasts spilled free—heavier, rounder, veins faintly visible under the pale skin, areolas darkened and wider. Her belly curved outward in a soft, proud dome, the skin stretched taut and smooth. Stretch marks hadn’t appeared yet, but the promise was there—her body transforming because of me.

She turned sideways, letting me see the profile: the gentle swell, the way her hips looked even wider now, cradling new life. Then she faced me again, spreading her thick thighs slightly.

“And down here…” She slid a hand between her legs, parting her swollen lips with two fingers. Her pussy was glistening, already dripping, clit engorged and begging. “Still so needy for you. Still so full of your cum from the last time you visited two weeks ago.”

I couldn’t wait anymore. I dropped to my knees in front of her, hands gripping her hips, mouth finding that soft pregnant belly. I kissed it—open-mouthed, reverent—then lower, trailing my tongue down until I reached her dripping cunt. She tangled her fingers in my hair, guiding me.

“Taste what you bred,” she commanded, voice trembling with need. “Lick the pussy that’s carrying your baby.”

I devoured her—tongue plunging deep, lapping up her sweet-tangy arousal mixed with the faint, creamy residue of my earlier loads. She tasted richer now, more potent, like her body had changed on every level to accommodate what I’d planted inside her. She rocked against my face, soft belly brushing my forehead, moaning filthy Russian praises.

When she came—shuddering, thighs clamping my head, flooding my mouth—I stood, stripped, and lifted her against the cabin wall. Her legs wrapped around my waist, that pregnant belly pressed tight between us.

“Fuck me,” she begged, nails digging into my shoulders. “Breed me again. Even though I’m already full of your child… fill me more. Make sure I stay swollen for you.”

I thrust into her—raw, deep, bare—and she cried out in ecstasy. Her pussy gripped me like a vice, hotter and wetter than ever, milking me with every stroke. I pounded her against the wall, hands cradling her ass, feeling the new weight of her body, the proof of my claim bouncing between us.

“Gonna cum inside you again,” I growled against her neck. “Gonna keep you dripping while you grow our baby.”

“Yes—do it! Flood me, malysh! Keep breeding your pregnant Russian whore!”

I slammed deep and erupted—thick, hot ropes painting her already-fertile depths, mixing with everything that had come before. She came with me, screaming, pussy spasming, milking every drop as if trying to pull it straight to her womb again.

When we finally slid to the floor, tangled and panting, she curled against me, one hand resting protectively over her swollen belly.

“You’re mine now,” she whispered, lips brushing my jaw. “This baby is yours. And I want more. As soon as this one comes… I want you to breed me again. And again.”

I kissed her slow and deep, hand covering hers on that perfect little bump.

“Anything you want, Irina. I’m never stopping.”

The fire crackled low. Outside, spring thawed the world. Inside, she was bred—claimed—pregnant—and already craving the next load.

Forever.
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