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Chapter 1

The heavy oak door groaned as I pushed it open, the flickering torchlight spilling across the stone chamber. My boots thudded against the rushes as I stepped inside, shutting the door behind me with deliberate slowness.

There she was.

My bride—Isolde.

She sat perched on the edge of the vast bed, her posture stiff as if she were carved from marble. Her gown—an ivory slip of silk—clung to her body in a way that made my blood stir. Her hands were knotted in her lap, knuckles pale against the fine fabric. She glanced up when I entered, and her eyes—those wide, startled doe’s eyes—met mine for half a breath before she looked down again.

She was untouched. Mine.

“Good lass,” I rumbled, my voice low as I shrugged the fur-lined mantle from my shoulders. It landed on a chair with a heavy thud. “Waitin’ for me so proper, aye?”

Her throat bobbed, but she said nothing.

I took a step closer, then another, until I was standing before her. From this vantage, she looked even smaller—delicate, trembling, but stubbornly upright. My hand slid beneath her chin, tilting her face up toward me.

“Look at me, Isolde,” I commanded softly.

Her gaze lifted, hesitant, and I felt that first surge of possessive hunger deep in my gut.

“Ye ken what happens tonight, aye?”

Her lips parted, but no sound came out.

“Aye, lass.” My thumb brushed over her lower lip, savoring the softness. “Ye’ll take my seed tonight, and the next night, and every night after till yer belly’s full wi’ my bairn. Till every man in the Highlands knows ye’re mine.”

A flush crept over her cheeks—gods, she was blushing already.

I leaned down, my breath brushing her ear. “But first, I’ll teach ye how sweet it feels to be taken proper.”

I let my calloused fingers trail down her throat, slow and deliberate, over the delicate bones of her collar until they brushed the edge of her gown. The silk was cool, her skin hot beneath it.

“Stand up,” I ordered.

She obeyed, rising on shaky legs. I stepped closer, chest nearly brushing hers, towering over her. “Good lass,” I murmured, letting my knuckles drag over the swell of her breasts through the thin fabric. “Ye’ll be such a good little wife for me, won’t ye?”

She gave a tiny nod, her breath quickening.

I grinned, wolfish.

“Let’s get this pretty gown out the way, aye?”

My hands found the ties at her back, tugging them loose one by one. The silk slackened, slipping from her shoulders inch by inch, until the first pale curve of her bare skin was revealed.

The silk slid down her arms, pooling at her feet like spilled cream.

“Christ above…” I muttered, my voice rougher than I intended. “Look at ye. Sweetest thing I’ve ever seen.”

She crossed her arms instinctively, trying to cover herself, but I caught her wrists, holding them gently at her sides.

“No, lass. Let me see ye proper. I’ll no’ have my wife hidin’ from me on our weddin’ night.”

Her chest rose and fell quickly, her breath trembling as I let my gaze travel—slow, unhurried—over her bare skin. Pale breasts with rosy tips already tight, a slender waist I could span with my hands, hips just soft enough to make my cock ache with the thought of filling her.

I ran my palms up her arms, across her shoulders, down her sides, mapping her like she was newly discovered land. “Aye, ye’re perfect. Made for me.”

She shivered when I cupped her breasts, thumbs brushing over her peaked nipples. “So soft. Ye’ll feed my bairns wi’ these, aye?”

Her eyes went wide, her mouth parting, but she didn’t pull away.

“Good lass,” I praised, leaning down to take one bud between my lips. She gasped as I sucked, gently at first, then harder, flicking with my tongue. My other hand teased and pinched the other nipple, rolling it till she whimpered.

Her thighs pressed together. She was getting wet already—I’d wager my life on it.

I released her nipple with a wet pop, smirking up at her. “Ye like that, hmm?”

She bit her lip, shy, but nodded.

“Aye, ye do. Let’s see how much, shall we?”

I slid a hand down her belly, fingers brushing over her soft curls until I found the slick heat between her thighs.

“Gods…” I groaned. “Ye’re drippin’ for me, lass. And I’ve no’ even fucked ye yet.”

Her legs trembled as I ran my fingers up and down her slit, slow and deliberate, spreading her slick.

“So sweet,” I murmured, leaning in to kiss her jaw as my fingers teased her entrance. “This wee cunt’s mine now. Gonna have it milkin’ my cock before the night’s done.”

Her breath came out as a startled moan when I circled her pearl, pressing lightly.

“That’s it,” I whispered against her ear. “Feels good, aye? Let yer laird take care o’ ye.”

I sank to my knees before her, hands firm on her hips as I nudged her thighs apart.

“Spread wider, lass. Let me see ye.”

Hesitant, she obeyed—and my cock twitched at the sight of her glistening folds, her innocence laid bare.

I looked up at her, grinning like a wolf. “Stand still. I’m about to taste ye proper.”

I pressed a kiss to the inside of her trembling thigh, then another higher up, savoring the way she flinched with every touch.

“So soft here…” I murmured against her skin, my beard scratching lightly. “This sweet wee cunt’s gonna take my cock so deep tonight, lass. I’ll fill ye up so full, ye’ll nae forget who owns ye.”

She gasped, her fingers twisting in the sheets as I licked a slow stripe over her slit.

The taste of her—sweet, slick, innocent—made me groan deep in my chest. I slid my tongue between her folds, lapping at her like a man starved, savoring every gasp, every shaky moan.

“Fuck, ye’re delicious. Look at ye, tremblin’ for me.” I glanced up—her wide eyes locked on mine, cheeks flushed scarlet.

I sucked her clit between my lips, flicking it with my tongue, and she let out a high, startled cry.

“Aye, that’s it, lass. Let it out. Let me hear ye.”

She moaned again, hips jerking despite herself, and I held her steady, fingers digging into her thighs as I worked her harder.

“Gonna have this pretty mouth o’ yers screamin’ my name before I’ve even put a cock in ye,” I growled against her wetness, then thrust two fingers into her tight heat.

The stretch made her gasp—her walls clenched hard around my fingers.

“Christ, so tight. Ye’re gonna squeeze me like a vice, aye?”

She whimpered something incoherent, her hips rocking toward my mouth.

“That’s it,” I urged, curling my fingers just so, tongue circling her clit faster. “Come for me, lass. Let yer laird taste it.”

It was the softest cry at first—then a full, desperate moan as her body shuddered, clamping down on my fingers.

I didn’t stop—lapping at her through her release, drinking her down like she was mine to feast on.

When she finally sagged, trembling and breathless, I rose to my feet, my cock straining painfully against my trews.

Her dazed, flushed face—Gods, it nearly undid me.

I grasped her chin, tilting her face up. “Aye, ye came so pretty for me, didn’t ye?”

She nodded weakly, still panting.

I leaned close, my lips brushing her ear. “Now I’ll give ye what ye need. I’ll fuck ye so deep ye’ll be beggin’ me to spill my seed in ye. Fill yer sweet belly wi’ my bairn, aye?”

Her eyes widened, her lips parting—half fear, half raw desire.

“Strip for me, lass,” I growled, tugging my shirt over my head, baring my scarred chest. “On the bed. Hands and knees. Let yer laird see how ready ye are to be bred.”


Chapter 2

I climbed onto the bed, the furs rustling under my weight, and knelt between her parted thighs.

“Lie back, lass,” I murmured, nudging her down onto the pillows.

She obeyed, her hair spilling around her like a halo, eyes wide as I pushed my trews down and freed my cock.

Her gaze darted to it—her breath catching at the sheer size.

“Aye,” I said with a dark grin, wrapping my hand around the base. “Big, isn’t it? But ye’ll take every inch, won’t ye, my sweet wife?”

She swallowed hard, her lips parting but no words coming.

I leaned down, bracing one hand beside her head, the other guiding my length to her slick folds.

The swollen head of my cock slid through her wetness, up and down, spreading her juices, teasing her clit with each slow pass.

She gasped, hips twitching involuntarily.

“Ye like that?” I whispered against her lips. “Feel how hard I am for ye? This cock’s gonna fill ye up proper.”

Her soft moan made my cock twitch.

“Say ye want it, lass,” I urged, brushing the tip against her entrance without pushing in. “Say ye want yer laird to breed ye.”

Her cheeks flushed deeper, her breath coming fast. “I… I want it.”

“Aye?” I pressed, rubbing the thick head in slow circles over her clit until she whined. “Say it proper, Isolde.”

She looked at me—eyes glazed, lips trembling. “Please… I want you to breed me.”

A growl tore from my chest, and I crashed my mouth onto hers—deep, claiming, tasting her whimper as I finally pushed forward.

The tight heat of her cunt seized me, resisting the stretch, making me grit my teeth at the raw, wet squeeze.

She gasped into my mouth, her nails clutching at my shoulders.

“That’s it, lass… open up for me,” I groaned against her lips, forcing myself to go slow, inch by inch. “Christ, ye’re tight. Made for me, aye? Just for me.”

Her eyes fluttered, her lips parting as I bottomed out, my cock buried to the hilt inside her virgin heat.

I stayed there, kissing her deeply, letting her feel every thick inch pulsing inside her.

“Good girl,” I murmured, cupping her cheek. “Took me so well. Gonna give ye my seed now… fill ye till yer belly’s heavy wi’ my bairn.”

I drew back slowly, then thrust again—deeper, harder, kissing her all the while as her moans spilled into my mouth.

I stayed buried deep inside her, kissing her softly, murmuring against her lips. “Good lass… takin’ me so well.”

Then, slowly, I drew back an inch and eased forward again, letting her feel the deliberate stretch.

She whimpered, clutching at my shoulders, her body tense around me.

“Breathe for me, Isolde,” I coaxed, brushing my lips over hers. “Ye’re doin’ perfect. Such a good wife for yer laird.”

Another slow thrust, deeper this time. Her lips parted on a soft moan, her hips twitching upward like her body didn’t know whether to resist or crave more.

“That’s it,” I murmured, kissing her again. “Gods, ye’re squeezin’ me so tight. Made to milk my cock, aye?”

Her blush deepened, but she didn’t look away—her eyes stayed locked on mine, wide and uncertain, but full of heat.

I rocked my hips slowly, finding a rhythm, letting her feel every thick inch dragging in and out of her.

“So wet for me already,” I whispered, brushing my thumb over her flushed cheek. “Look at ye, takin’ yer husband’s cock so sweetly. Gonna fill ye till ye’re heavy wi’ my bairn.”

A tiny, breathless sound escaped her—half shame, half desire.

“Aye, ye like hearin’ that, don’t ye?” My grin was wicked as I held her gaze, kissing her again between thrusts. “Ye’ll be my good little broodmare, won’t ye? Belly round, tits full, legs spread for me every night.”

Her nails dug into my shoulders as her breathing turned ragged, her hips starting to meet mine shyly.

“That’s it,” I praised, voice roughening as I felt her begin to move with me. “Ride me back, lass. Let me feel how much ye want yer laird’s seed.”

I deepened my thrusts, the wet sounds of our joining filling the chamber, her moans growing louder with each stroke.

I didn’t look away, keeping my forehead pressed to hers, our lips brushing as I whispered filth into her mouth.

“Mine. Every inch o’ ye. No man’ll ever touch ye but me. I’ll breed ye so full ye’ll no’ think o’ anything but my cock, my seed, my bairns growin’ inside ye.”

Her moan was high and broken, her body clenching tight around me as she shuddered, overwhelmed by pleasure she clearly didn’t understand.

I growled, kissing her deep, my thrusts finally losing rhythm as I felt the tight heat milking me.

“Fuck—gonna give it to ye, lass. Take it. Take all o’ it.”

With a final, deep thrust, I buried myself to the hilt and spilled inside her—hot, pulsing, my seed filling her virgin womb as I held her tight and kissed her through the shock of it.

I stayed deep inside her, my cock twitching as the last spurts of my seed pulsed into her tight little cunt.

Her eyes were glassy, lips parted, chest heaving.

“Good lass…” I murmured against her mouth, kissing her softly, my voice a low growl. “Took every drop o’ me. Christ, I’ve filled ye so deep.”

She whimpered, her body still trembling under me.

I didn’t pull out. Instead, I slid one hand down her belly, finding where I was still buried inside her, the thick ridge of my cock pressing against her soft flesh.

“Feel that?” I whispered, taking her hand and placing it there. “That’s me. Still inside ye, still hard for ye.”

Her blush deepened, her fingers twitching uncertainly against her own skin.

I grinned, leaning to her ear. “Let’s see just how full I’ve got ye.”

With my free hand, I reached down, fingers sliding alongside my cock into her swollen, dripping folds.

She gasped at the intrusion—her cunt was slick and messy, my seed already spilling around my length.

“Gods, lass… ye’re overflowin’ wi’ me already.” I swirled my fingers through the thick wetness, bringing them up so she could see. The pearly mess coated my fingers.

Her eyes widened, mortified and fascinated all at once.

“This is what a bred wife looks like,” I told her with a dark smirk. “Drippin’ wi’ her husband’s seed, cunt stretched wide round his cock.”

Her walls clenched around me involuntarily at my words.

“Aye, ye like that,” I teased, sliding my fingers back down to circle her swollen clit while still buried inside her. “Dirty wee thing. Gonna come again for me while I’m still inside ye, aren’t ye?”

She let out a startled moan, her nails digging into my back as I rubbed her in slow, filthy circles, feeling her tighten and pulse around me.

“That’s it,” I urged, thrusting my hips just a little—shallow, teasing strokes that made the mess between us squelch lewdly. “So good for me. Come again, let me feel this pretty cunt milk me proper.”

Her moan was louder this time, her back arching as her body spasmed, clenching desperately around me while I kept my fingers working her clit.

“Christ—aye, that’s it, my good lass. Squeezin’ me so tight. Milkin’ me like ye were made for it.”

I stayed deep inside her through her shuddering release, praising her filthily all the while.


Chapter 3

Her body trembled beneath me, still clenching faintly around my cock even as her aftershocks faded.

At last, I drew back—slowly, deliberately—sliding out of her drenched, swollen cunt.

She gasped softly at the sensation, her eyes darting downward.

I held myself in my fist, giving her a full, unashamed look at the state of me. My cock was slick—shining with her wetness and thick with my seed—but streaked through with bright red.

“See that, lass?” I murmured, voice dark, reverent. “Proof ye were untouched before tonight. Proof ye’re mine now.”

Her lips parted, her blush deepening as she stared at me—at the messy evidence of what we’d just done.

I smeared a thumb through the mess at the base of my cock, groaning low in my chest. “Gods, ye made a right mess of me. But I’m not near done wi’ ye yet.”

Before she could catch her breath, I shoved her knees apart again, crawling up her body like a wolf claiming its prey.

Her startled gasp turned into a soft cry as I pressed the head of my still-hard cock back to her soaked entrance.

“Ye feel that, aye?” I growled, nudging just the tip inside. “Yer husband’s cock’s still hard for ye. Gonna fuck ye again—fill ye till my seed’s spillin’ out of ye.”

She whimpered, half-plea, half-need.

“Aye, good lass,” I praised, kissing her hard as I thrust back into her in one deep, claiming stroke.

She cried out, clutching at my shoulders as I filled her again, the wet squelch obscene.

“Christ, still so tight—even after I’ve bred ye once,” I groaned, hips already picking up a faster rhythm.

I pushed her legs wider, bracing them over my arms as I drove into her deeper, rougher.

“Look at ye,” I rasped, fucking her hard now, my cock glistening each time it slid out before plunging back in. “Bleedin’ for yer laird, takin’ his cock like ye were made for it. Gonna fuck my seed deeper this time—make sure ye’re bred proper.”

She moaned louder with each thrust, the sound breaking into short cries as I pounded her harder, my hips slapping against her thighs.

“That’s it, lass. Take me. Let me see ye lose yerself on my cock.”

Her eyes fluttered, her mouth falling open as I kept her pinned, my body bearing down on hers while I fucked her like I meant to own her forever.

“Good wife,” I growled through clenched teeth, rutting deep. “Perfect little broodmare. Yer cunt’s mine to use till ye’re swollen wi’ my bairn.”

Her nails raked down my back, and I kissed her fiercely, swallowing her desperate sounds as I pounded into her slick, messy heat—my cock streaked red and shining with every filthy thrust.

Her body was giving out beneath me, her moans broken and breathless as I thrust into her—hard, deep, claiming her with every stroke.

“Christ, lass—yer cunt’s milkin’ me like it’s hungry for my seed,” I rasped, sweat dripping down my temple as I pounded harder. “But I’m no’ finishin’ in ye this time.”

Her eyes widened in confusion just as I pulled free of her soaked, messy heat. My cock glistened—slick with her wetness, streaked with her blood, my seed still oozing from the swollen head.

“Open that pretty mouth,” I growled, fisting the base of my shaft as I knelt over her chest.

She hesitated, lips trembling—until I grabbed her chin, forcing her eyes on mine.

“Ye’ll taste what a good wife takes from her husband,” I told her, voice low and dark. “Open.”

Slowly, nervously, she parted her lips.

“That’s it,” I praised, shoving the head of my messy cock past her lips, groaning as her mouth enveloped me.

Her eyes fluttered shut at the bitter, filthy taste—my seed, her wetness, and the faint tang of blood from her virginity all mixed on her tongue.

“Aye, that’s it. Taste what I’ve bred ye with,” I growled, hips giving a shallow thrust into her mouth. “Gods, so good—yer mouth’s as sweet as yer cunt.”

Her tongue brushed me uncertainly, and I groaned, holding her head steady as I fucked her mouth slowly but firmly.

“Good lass… just like that… suck yer laird’s cock clean…”

Her eyes were wide now, glancing up at me—half ashamed, half obedient—as I stroked her cheek with my free hand.

“Ye’re perfect. Look at ye—mouth full o’ my cock after I’ve ruined yer wee cunt,” I praised, voice breaking as my release built.

“Swallow every drop, aye?”

With a final, deep groan, I came—thick pulses of my seed spilling hot over her tongue, more than she could swallow at once.

“Gods—fuck—aye, take it, lass,” I rasped, watching the mix of cum and saliva spill from the corners of her lips as she tried to obey.

When I finally let go, my cock slid from her mouth, still slick and messy, a strand of white connecting her lips to the swollen head.

“Look at ye,” I murmured, thumbing some of the mess from her chin and smearing it over her lips. “Proper wife now. Bred and marked by her laird.”


Chapter 4

The fire in the hearth had burned low, casting the chamber in dim, flickering shadows.

She lay sprawled over me, her head pillowed on my chest, her soft breath fanning warm over my skin. My arm was draped around her, fingers splayed over her bare hip.

But my cock was hard again—aching, needy.

Gods, she was so warm, so soft, her cunt still stretched from me, no doubt messy with my seed.

I shifted carefully, my hand sliding over the curve of her hip, then down between her thighs.

She stirred faintly but didn’t wake, only sighing as I spread her legs just enough to fit between them.

“Shhh, lass…” I murmured, kissing the top of her head as I guided my cock to her still-wet slit. “Go on sleepin’. Yer laird just needs ye again.”

I eased the tip in, groaning softly at the tight, hot squeeze as I slid deeper.

Her body reacted instinctively—walls fluttering around me—even as she lay boneless and pliant.

“Christ…” I breathed, bottoming out with a slow, careful thrust. “Gods, yer perfect even in yer sleep.”

I began to move, slow but deep, savoring the way her cunt clutched at me like it knew I belonged there.

Her brows furrowed faintly, her lips parting on a soft sound.

I leaned down, brushing a kiss against her slack mouth. “Go back to sleep, Isolde,” I whispered, my voice rough with need. “Yer mine. I take ye when I want. I fill ye as much as I please.”

Her lashes fluttered, eyes half-lidded, unfocused.

“Hush, lass,” I murmured, brushing her hair back tenderly even as my thrusts deepened. “I’ll keep breedin’ ye till yer belly’s round. Till every man knows ye’re my perfect, well-used wife.”

She let out a faint moan, her hips shifting slightly, but she didn’t wake fully.

“Good girl,” I praised, kissing her softly as I fucked her slow and deep. “Even in sleep, ye take me like ye’re made for it.”

I stayed close, my chest pressed to hers, murmuring filthy praise in her ear as I rutted into her lazy, steady strokes—claiming her over and over, because she was mine to take whenever I pleased.

Her cunt felt different now—softer, looser from the way I’d used her already, yet still snug enough to make me groan deep in my chest.

I moved slow at first, long strokes that had my cock dragging through her messy heat, savoring the obscene wet sounds.

“Gods, lass…” I whispered, lips brushing her temple. “Yer cunt’s a dream. Look at ye—lyin’ here limp, lettin’ me fuck ye like I own ye.”

Her body twitched faintly with each thrust, a quiet moan escaping her slack mouth.

I buried my face against her neck, inhaling her scent as I started moving faster, my hips pressing tight to hers, my cock sinking all the way in each time.

“Ye’ll take every drop I give ye,” I rasped, my teeth grazing her throat. “Even asleep, yer wee cunt’s milkin’ me, beggin’ for my seed.”

Her head shifted slightly, her eyes fluttering half open in a dazed, unfocused haze.

“Shhh,” I murmured, kissing her soft mouth as I drove deep. “Go back to sleep, mo chridhe. Ye’re mine. I’ll take ye whenever I want, breed ye till ye’re swollen wi’ my bairn.”

Her lips parted, a faint sigh slipping free—half-conscious, but not resisting.

I kept my thrusts steady, relentless but not rough, each stroke designed to fill her completely. My hand slid up her stomach, cupping her breast and rolling her nipple between my fingers as I fucked her.

“Aye, so good for me,” I growled, my forehead pressing to hers. “Yer husband’s cock, yer husband’s seed… every bit o’ ye belongs to me now.”

The wet sounds grew louder as my rhythm deepened, her cunt gripping me tighter as if responding even in her half-sleep.

“Gods, ye’re perfect,” I groaned, hips grinding as I bottomed out and held there, savoring how snug she felt around me. “I’ll never stop wantin’ ye, lass. Never.”

I kissed her again—slow, filthy, my tongue teasing her slack lips as my cock pulsed deep inside her, rutting like I couldn’t get enough of her body even while she slept in my arms.


Chapter 5

The pale light of dawn filtered through the narrow window slits, catching dust motes in the air. The fire had long since gone out, leaving only the chill of morning against my bare skin.

But my cock was already hard again—thick and aching, pressed against her soft thigh where she lay curled beside me.

I couldn’t resist.

“Wake up, mo chridhe,” I murmured, kissing her shoulder. My hand slid down her spine, over the curve of her ass, spreading her cheeks apart to expose her still-swollen cunt.

She stirred faintly, mumbling something half-asleep.

“Shhh,” I soothed, kissing the back of her neck as I guided my cock between her folds. “Just keep still for me.”

I rolled her gently onto her stomach, pulling her hips up so she was face-down, arse raised. Her hair spilled across the pillow, messy and tangled, as I positioned myself behind her.

“Good lass,” I praised, my voice a low growl as I rubbed the fat head of my cock through her slick folds. “Ye’re always ready for me, aren’t ye?”

She whimpered faintly as I pressed forward, sinking into her wet, messy heat in one smooth thrust.

“Gods…” I groaned, gripping her hips tightly as her cunt clenched around me. “So warm, so perfect for yer laird’s cock.”

I started moving immediately, deep and steady, my hands firm on her hips as I fucked her from behind.

Her face turned to the side, eyes fluttering half open.

“Hush, lass,” I murmured, leaning over her back, my chest pressed to her spine as I thrust harder. “Yer mine. I’ll take ye whenever I please—morning, night, even in yer sleep.”

Her muffled moan spurred me on, and I slammed into her deeper, the wet sounds obscenely loud as my cock stretched her raw.

“Look at ye,” I rasped, my hand fisting in her hair to pull her head back slightly. “Face down, arse up, takin’ yer husband’s cock like a good wife. This wee cunt’ll be full o’ my seed till ye’re round wi’ my bairn.”

Her nails clawed at the sheets as I rutted harder, hips snapping against her soft flesh.

“Gods, lass, I’ll never stop fuckin’ ye,” I growled, my voice dark and reverent all at once. “Yer mine to use, mine to breed, mine to fill till ye canna walk straight.”

The sight of my cock disappearing into her swollen cunt, messy from the night before, nearly undid me—her virgin blood long smeared and mixed with my seed, proof of my claim on her.

My thrusts grew faster, rougher, the slap of my hips against her soft flesh echoing through the chamber.

“Christ, lass—yer cunt’s squeezin’ me like it was made for me,” I rasped, leaning over her back, one hand splayed over her belly to feel myself driving deep inside her.

Her moans were soft, helpless, her cheek pressed to the pillow as I used her.

I pressed my mouth to her ear, breath hot. “Good wife. Perfect broodmare. I’ll keep ye like this every mornin’—face down, cunt filled, my seed spillin’ out o’ ye.”

My cock pulsed, the heat building too fast to hold back.

“Fuck—aye, take it,” I growled, slamming into her one last time and staying buried to the hilt as my release spilled hot and thick inside her.

I groaned low, grinding my hips against her arse to push my seed as deep as I could.

“Gods, lass… yer laird’s fillin’ ye again,” I whispered, kissing the back of her neck. “Yer womb’s drunk on my cum now.”

She whimpered faintly, still half-asleep, but her body trembled around me, milking every drop.

I stayed inside her, hips flush to her soft backside, my arms wrapping around her waist possessively as I pressed my chest to her back.

“Never leavin’ this cunt empty,” I murmured against her ear, voice low and dark. “I’ll have ye bred before the season’s out. Every mornin’, every night, till ye’re heavy wi’ my bairn.”

I kissed the back of her shoulder, savoring the heat of her, my cock twitching inside her slick warmth as I held her close—completely claimed, completely mine.

I stayed inside her for a long moment, savoring the hot, tight clutch of her cunt as it milked the last drops from me.

Then, slowly, I eased back—my cock sliding out of her with a wet sound, leaving her stretched and gaping.

“Christ…” I murmured, gripping her hip as I looked down at the mess I’d made of her. My cum was already spilling from her swollen slit, running down her inner thighs.

I spread her cheeks apart with both hands, admiring how raw and used she looked.

“Look at ye, lass,” I said in a low, hungry voice. “Cunt’s sloppy wi’ my seed. Proof ye’re bred proper.”

She shifted faintly, letting out a tiny whimper as if the cool air against her used flesh shocked her awake.

“Stay still, mo chridhe,” I murmured, dipping my fingers between her messy folds.

The thick, warm cum clung to my fingertips as I pushed two fingers back inside her, curling them deep until they disappeared completely.

She gasped softly, arching against the intrusion.

“Aye, that’s it,” I praised, slowly thrusting my fingers in and out, squelching my mess deeper into her. “Keepin’ it all inside where it belongs. Every drop’s mine.”

Her body clenched weakly around my fingers, and I groaned low in my chest, pressing my palm against her arse as I fucked my cum back into her.

“Gods, lass… yer cunt’s perfect for me. Soft, sloppy, hungry for every bit o’ me.”

I withdrew my fingers just enough to show her—thick white strings of cum stretched between them before I shoved it all back inside.

“See this? Yer husband’s seed, right where it belongs,” I whispered, voice dark with possession. “I’ll fill ye every day till yer belly’s heavy wi’ bairn. Till everyone knows yer cunt belongs only to me.”

I smacked her arse lightly, watching her twitch under my touch.

“Good lass. Yer my perfect wee broodmare. I’ll make sure ye never go a day without me breedin’ ye proper.”
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Stolen by the pirate: A Steamy Pirate Short

She’s my captive. My prize. And I’ll ruin her in every way that matters.

I’m a ruthless pirate captain, feared across every sea. When I take something, I don’t give it back—and tonight, I’ve taken her.

A fiery redhead with a sharp tongue and a body that was made to tempt me. She glares at me like she hates me. But her body tells me the truth—she’s mine to claim, to tease, to corrupt.

And I plan to do just that.

This isn’t a story about love or redemption. This is a filthy, possessive pirate taking what he wants—and never giving it back.

Told entirely from the pirate captain’s point of view, Stolen by the Pirate is a short, deliciously dirty dark story packed with heat, obsession, and zero filler. No slow burn. No complicated plot. Just one dangerous man and the woman he refuses to let go.

If you love:

🔥 Ruthless pirate captains

🔥 Captive-to-lovers

🔥 Obsession, filth, and zero apologies

…then climb aboard. The captain has plans for you.

This is a standalone short spicy read told 100% from his POV. No cheating, no cliffhanger, just pure steam.

Tied, Filled, and Owned by the Cowboy: An Over-the-Top Dominant Alpha 

I told myself I wouldn’t touch her.

Didn’t matter that I’d wanted her for years — my best friend’s little sister was off-limits.

But then she showed up in cutoffs and no bra, brought me lemonade like she didn’t know what the hell she was doing.

And I snapped.

Now she’s tied to my bed, dripping with my come, and begging me to ruin her all over again.

She’s mine now — used, filled, bred — and I’m not letting her go until she knows exactly who she belongs to.

No plot. No drama. No apologies.

Just one hot, raw, possessive cowboy claiming the one girl he was never supposed to touch.

If you’re here for over-the-top dominance, breeding obsession, and bondage, you’re in the right place.

Tied, Filled, and Owned by the Cowboy is a short, filthy read told entirely from the possessive alpha’s point of view. You won’t find plot. You will find sweat, spit, and a filthy mouth.

Milked and Marked: She’s full. He’s Starving. And she can’t say no.

She’s my best friend’s mom. Dripping milk, aching for touch, and I’m the only one who sees her.

I didn’t come on this family vacation to be good. I came because I wanted her. Natalie.

She’s thirty-seven, a new baby on her hip, tits swollen and leaking, husband never around. And I’ve wanted her for years.

Now I’ve got her in my bed, on my mouth, wrapped around my cock—and I’m not letting go.

She’s feeding me from her breasts, begging me not to stop. I’m drinking her dry, fucking her full, and telling her exactly how I’ll keep her leaking for me forever.

I don’t pull out. I don’t ask permission.

She’s mine.

I’m breeding her again, and again, and again—until her body’s marked with my seed and her tits never stop dripping.

Chris—her son, my best friend? He’ll find out.

And I won’t stop even then.

Basement Rules: She Agreed to Anything for a Place to Sleep

She used to be my father’s wife. Now she’s mine.

Vanessa showed up at my door with a suitcase and nowhere else to go. I let her in. I gave her a place to sleep. But nothing in my house is free.

Especially not her.

She agreed to my rules:

No doors. No boundaries. No safe word.

Her body, on demand. Anywhere. Anytime. However I want.

She thought I was bluffing.

She was wrong.

I took her on my couch. While she folded laundry. While she slept. While she begged.

Now she doesn’t beg me to stop—she begs me to keep going.

Because once I started, she realized the truth.

She was just waiting to be used.

One hundred percent Mason POV. No romance. Just control.

If you’re looking for plot, keep scrolling. This one’s for the readers who like their taboo raw and their obedience permanent.

Kinks/Themes:

Free Use
Nonstop Domination
Sleep Play
Anal
Spit
Rough Praise
Name Calling
Use Without Warning
Exhibitionism
Light Degradation
Power Shift / Corruption
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