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Callie

Damn. I rearrange my bra straps. Still not comfortable.

I should leave the bra off while I feed the goats, but my tits are so heavy I feel like a cow swinging her udders. The sports bra helps a bit. But not much.

Still, the goats don't care.

The barn is warm this early, the air thick with hay dust and the sharp, musky-sweet scent of goats. It’s still gray outside, sunrise just hinting over the hops fields. My boots scuff against the packed dirt floor as I move from pen to pen, grain bucket swinging in my hand.

The goats jostle each other, impatient, bleating for breakfast. I dump the feed, stroke a few velvety ears.

"Hey, Flossie, give the others a turn." I push her and she bleats back.

Laughing, I give my favorite sassy goat a little smack on the back end. The goats settle into munching, tails twitching.

Chores done, I stretch and rub the back of my neck, hyperaware of the weight in my chest. The constant, nagging ache. The tingling pull just behind my nipples, like my body’s waiting for something it shouldn’t be.

Ever since the goats started the new supplement from Foster AgriSupply — run by my shiny new stepdad and set up by my new stepbrother — our herd has been producing more milk.

Great for the soap and lotion business, sure. And for me? Somehow, from working with the stuff every day, skin contact, maybe even just breathing it in…

I’m producing, too. At first, I thought I was just sore from that time of the month.

But, it didn’t go away. And the swelling? Nuh-huh.

Then, the little droplets started leaking from my areolas.

The first time it happened, I’d been horrified. Then… curious.

Now, after a solid month of progression, it’s a secret I guard with my life. No one can know. Especially not Mom. She’s got opinions on top of her opinions. And she's never taken an interest in my life anyway. Especially now that she’s landed a shiny new husband.

So much for the grieving widow. Didn’t take her long to get back on the horse so to speak after Dad died.

I just…I can’t with her right now.

I set the empty grain bucket down and glance toward the barn doors. Still shut tight. The yard’s quiet.

Good.

I grab the small hand pump I’ve been hiding behind a feed bin. I unzip my hoodie, and tuck myself into the corner sitting on top of a upside down five-pound empty feed bucket.

My sports bra is already damp against my skin. I’ve converted to only front clasp bras with good stretchy fabric so I can do all my confidential milky activities from the front.

I lift the weight of each breast over the fabric of the bra, letting them settle on the stretched elastic and hiss as the cooler air hits me. God, they’re swollen, flushed, the nipples stiff and aching. Even touching them makes me hiss a pained breath through gritted teeth.

And, what about these veins? When those started showing, I was all over ChatGPT asking if that was normal or my breasts were in some sort of danger.

The veins are just a visual side effect of good blood flow for lactation.

Great. I have good blood flow. Can't get a job with that, can I?

I position my broad nipple into the plastic cup, holding it steady with one hand as I grip the hand pump with the other and squeeze and release.

Squeeze and release.

The first tug of the pump makes me groan low in my throat. I hate that it feels so good taking that edge off.

Warmth flows, the pressure easing almost instantly. I brace my free hand against the feed bin, head dropping forward as milk streams into the bottle.

God, the relief.

It’s not just the ache in my chest fading — it’s this… other thing. This heat coiling low in my belly, tightening with every pull. I bite down on the inside of my cheek, trying to focus on the sound of the goats chewing, not the slick rhythm of the pump. And definitely not the way my thighs keep pressing together.

It takes a good twenty minutes for me to ease the pressure on both sides and by the time the ache is gone, I’m panting.

I cap the bottle, stash it in the little square refrigerator I keep for bottled water and my YooHoo’s, then I fix my bra and put my hoodie back on.

Standing up, I circle around the goats and head for the barn door, kicking through the straw on the dirty floor sighing.

Time for my own breakfast. All lactating virgins need to keep up their energy for whatever the day brings.

I head across the gravel driveway, the crunch under my rubber chore boots bringing me back to reality. I pet Jerico my eight-year-old bully-mix, who is sprawling on the porch steps. I sit beside him, his furry form comforting, and use my phone to upload a quick video to my little farm-life account on Tiktok, @mudonmyboots: “Another early morning, already full. Anyone else’s livestock as demanding as mine?”

The comments start to roll in almost instantly. I note I’ve gained a couple hundred followers since yesterday. Ten-thousand four hundred and thirty-two followers won’t turn me into a millionaire influencer, but a girl can have goals.

I scan the comments.

One freezes me in place.

HarvesterHound: Bet you are, sweetheart. I could fix that.

My heart stutters. My mouth goes dry.

I lock the screen and shove the phone in my pocket, forcing myself to stand, to get moving. Because I don’t have time for weird internet creeps. Heat rises on my cheeks and fire coils in my belly. My nipples tingle.

Nope. I don't have time for this either.

I slam open the front porch door and stomp inside.


CHAPTER 2
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Callie

Mom's singing in the kitchen. The scent of coffee, toast, and faint hops dust from the fields mingle in the air.

I pause in the front hall, dragging a sleeve over my face. My gut tightens. She’s been in that dreamy newlywed haze for weeks, acting like Dad’s death isn’t a crater in our lives, like Thomas Foster — big-deal agribusiness owner — slid right into the family without knocking anything over.

Mom’s smile makes me uneasy. “Morning, honey. Your stepbrother Rhett is here.”

Her hair’s freshly highlighted. Nails a gleaming in ombre shades of crimson that match her perfectly applied lipstick. She’s lost that au natural farmer’s wife vibe and leans more into trophy wife every day.

She’s beautiful. I get it. She won Miss Dayton Country just out of high-school. I understand how my new step-dad Thomas put a ring on it. He’s nothing to look at and twenty some years her senior. She’s nice arm candy for him.

I met my new step-brother last month when he came to set up the goat supplement pilot project. My mother didn’t seem to think it was important to introduce me before she ran off and got hitched in a whirlwind Vegas trip.

Rhett looks exactly like his name sounds. Tall enough you have to strain your neck to look up at him. Thick enough that you know he’s the new pickle jar opener in the family. His shoulders brush the sides of the doorways when he walks through and the way he’s fully launched into a wide man-spread sitting on the island stool you’d think he owned the place.

His face has that tan-as-toast sun-browned skin. The veins on his forearms flexing as he cradles a mug.

We may technically be related now, but a girl can look, can't she? I squeeze my thighs together when his eyes lift to mine and… stay. The weight of them is physical, a press down my front. Slow as molasses, his gaze sweeps from my mouth to my hair, lower—

Heat crawls under my hoodie, and my nipples draw tight making me grit my teeth behind my forced smile. I fold my arms over my chest and look away.

“Callie,” Mom says. “Rhett is going to be at the farm for a while. He's staying at Aunt Margy's old place.”

"H-he's going to be on our property?" I stammer. My late Aunt Margy lived in a bungalow down the lane near the barn.

That mouth curves, but it’s not friendly. “Monitoring the supplement pilot project. Gotta make sure those goats are producing. If that new supplement performs well, it’s big money for the company.”

My mom adds a wink which I decode as ‘money for their company and for us’.

His voice is gravel and heat, sliding over my skin like it’s testing the grain. Mom’s already turned back to the coffeepot singing a Reba song.

“From what I’ve seen so far, looks like the supplement is working … on more than just the fucking herd.” His eyes haven’t moved. He’s got that kind of infuriating guy hair that’s just the right about of wavy, dark brown, the color of the perfect cup of coffee. It curls just right behind his ears. So casual. So perfect.

I hate him. I want to hate him. But, my gosh dang hormones are overriding all my executive functioning.

My pulse slams, my insides clench. I force my arms to drop, palms flattening on the counter like I’m bracing for impact. “Wouldn’t know. Haven’t noticed anything.”

A hum rumbles in his chest, low enough I feel it in mine. He tips his coffee, watching me over the rim like he’s tasting the lie. “If you say so, darlin'.”

My stepfather Thomas strolls in, landing a hard smack on my mom’s ass as I roll my eyes. "Hey, Amanda. I'm staying at the city condo tonight. Be back tomorrow." He kisses her, then claps his son on the shoulder. “This one’s going to make us rich."

"Callie'll help in any way you need, Rhett." My mom nods to Rhett, then flutters her eyelashes at the stout, balding, dollar signs standing next to her looking at his phone.

Great. Perfect.

Rhett’s lips twitch as he takes another slow sip, eyes locked on mine with an unblinking predator’s patience. And it hits me — bone-deep — that whatever I’m hiding, he’s already peeled it back. And he’s not going to stop there.


CHAPTER 3
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Rhett

She’s barely bigger than the fucking goats.

Not really, but damn, I remember her being small, but maybe it’s that her tits are getting bigger the rest of her looks like she’s shrinking.

But, she sure as shit isn’t weak. Or fragile. Just… condensed. Like a live wire pulled tight.

There’s something in her posture makes her always look tired. Like her body’s been holding the farm, the house, maybe even her mother’s happiness, together by sheer willpower. She's carrying too much and, from what I've seen of her mother, she shouldn't be responsible for that gold digger.

Now I’m here. And I'm going to fix things. Make her see what I see.

She's only eighteen — ten years younger than I am — and her mother just married my father. I know it's wrong. But, fuck me. Her Daisy Dukes show just enough of her shapely ass and her tits grow a cup size every time I see her. Everything about her screamed ripe and I’m fucking obsessed.

I want her under me. On top of me. Sitting on my fucking face and calling me fucking Daddy.

I’ll pop that cherry so loud, they’ll hear in the next county. The sinful things I want to do to her would get me arrested. She's my hot farm-girl fantasy come to life. And we're related by marriage.

My dark secret started out innocently enough. Well, maybe I'm not that innocent. I saw her making videos for her farm-life account and I followed her. One thing led to another and I started cyberstalking her.

I couldn't get enough of her breathy giggles and bouncy tits. The way her glossy lips made that sexy "O" shape when she frolicked with the baby goats. I wanted her lips to do that because of me. Because I made her happy, excited...horny.

And because I'm a selfish bastard, I took it one step further. Who am I kidding? I went right over the ledge. I got more aggressive and started trolling her. I told myself they were only cheeky comments on her posts, lots of innuendos and provocations. But I can't look myself in the mirror anymore.

She might think I'm her boring older stepbrother.

But online? I’m the one who makes her shut off her notifications. The one who's teasing her because she's torturing me. She brings out the sadist in me. A little power play that somehow makes me feel connected to her.

Let’s just say, I’ve never been good at relationships. Clearly, I suck at them but God, this girl. I want to fucking drown in her.

I'm HarvesterHound. The handle she pretends to hate. The one she never blocks.

In the last month, it's gotten worse by the day. I’ve studied her every move. Her daily barn videos, her early-morning posts about feed rotation and udder health. The way she tries to pretend she doesn’t mean it when she types “already full.”

I’ve beat off watching her so many times, my dick is raw and my balls practically give it up as soon as I open the damn Tiktok app because they know what’s coming.

Me.

She’s talking about the goats. But I know better. And this knowledge is fucking me up.

I saw the first flush in her cheeks when it started. The shift in her gait. The way her hoodie got looser while everything underneath swelled.

And now? She’s leaking for it. Aching. Hiding it like it’s some curse. But her body knows what it needs.

My mouth on her nipples, sucking loud and long. My cock in her pussy, grinding and squelching. Her moans mingling with the goats bleating in the barn.

And she's going to get it, by God. There are two kinds of pumping going to happen on this farm. One involves the goat milker.

For the goats.

And for her.

The other one involves me shoving my fat dick in her hot little virgin baby maker and pump, pump, pumping her full of me.

She slinks out of the kitchen mumbling some excuse about spreadsheets and Turbo-tax, while I make inane chatter with my new step-mother.

I don’t necessarily dislike her personally. There have just been too many like her over the years. My father taught me a lot about business but he also taught me a lot about being a philandering asshole. Money buys him all the opportunities he knees for that.

Why he chooses to marry them I don’t understand unless he’s just got a sadistic streak. Which, cold be true and could be something I sub-consciously learned from him.

Without Callie there to eye-fuck, I finish my coffee and head out, taking the short drive down to what they call Aunt Margy's old bungalow where I’ve dumped a duffel bag of my stuff. I made the excuse about overseeing the supplement results but I’m not pretending there’s not another reason I wanted to park my ass on the same property as my new step-sister.

I park my F-250 outside the little house under a giant Oak, phone screen lighting up my face while the cicadas whine around me.

Her latest video loops again and again while I give it up and release my hard-on. Working the length up and down. Her laugh is so fucking innocent, like she doesn’t know how fuckable she looks — hair tied up with hay still in it, tank top damp with sweat, nipple marks barely hidden.

Christ.

She moves like she doesn’t think anyone sees her. Natural smile. Lashes that flutter and eyes that tell the truth even when she tries to hide it.

I see everything. And I want to see it all. Her too-big-for-her-little-body breasts. Her hot, tight never been touched good girl pussy. Her body spread out, wet and needy, just for me.

And it’s not just the way she's changed. It’s the way she hasn’t told anyone. That part makes me insane. Because if she’d just admit it—if she’d fucking let someone help, let someone take from her—she’d feel better. She’d feel full and used and worshipped the way she deserves.

And I'm the one she's gonna tell. It will be me. Only me.

My cock is throbbing but I wrap my fingers around the base and squeeze. I don’t make myself come. Not tonight. Not when I’m this close to the real thing.

Tomorrow, I’ll find her alone in the barn among the grain bins and the straw. I’ll lean in, inhale her strawberry scent, brush my fingers along her thighs. Let her feel my breath on her ear when I tell her I know.

Know she’s full. Know she needs release. And only I can give it to her. Milk’s never been my kink before her, now? I feel like I’m starving twenty-four seven.

I want to latch on and feel that creamy warmth spread over my tongue and make me feel whole.

She won't go down without a fight. She's feisty, stubborn as her goats. But I'll tease her. Push her to the edge just like she's done to me.

And when she finally cracks…

When I get my greedy hands on all that young flesh? Feed from her lush, dripping tits?

Goddamn. That’s the moment everything changes.

Because I won’t stop at my mouth.

I’ll take her the fuck down, her smooth legs over my shoulders, her sweet milk in my throat, and my thick cum bred deep inside her cunt.

She doesn’t know it yet.

But I’m going to keep her fucking full.

Everywhere.


CHAPTER 4
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Callie

Finally, a night off. My mom didn't want me to go out, but I had to escape the farm. Escape him.

The taproom is packed, ceiling fans barely cutting the late summer heat. Every stool taken, bodies squeezed elbow-to-elbow at long reclaimed-wood tables, the air thick with hops and sweat and clinking pint glasses. Fermenter tanks glint behind the bar like steel giants, the sharp tang of yeast mixing with sticky-sweet IPA.

I shift on my feet, tugging down the hem of my tank top. It clings in all the wrong places. I’m already flushed, my body a mess of heat and ache, my sports bra damp and chafing where it presses too tight against my chest.

The milk has been building again all day. I should’ve pumped before I left the house, but I didn’t have time. My mom kept interrupting me, asking questions about the bills.

I had already told her I'd handle it, like I always do, but she was stressed out. I don't know why. Her new husband could buy our farm ten times over. I'm surprised she hasn't sold it to him already and turfed me out the door.

I stand in the corner of a crowd, pretending to laugh at my friend Tara’s joke, praying no one can see the way I keep shifting, pressing my thighs together like it helps.

“They’re doing karaoke next,” Tara says, elbowing me. “We have to go up. Come on. They've got our song.”

I shake my head. “Blake and Trace? No way.”

“Yes way.” Her eyes light up as she lifts her phone. “Already signed us up.”

The host calls my name. The crowd cheers. I want to sink into the floor, but Tara pushes me forward, and suddenly we're onstage, gripping the mic, the spotlight roasting us alive.

The music starts. I sing with Tara.

The first few lines come shaky, breathless, but then we find the rhythm. "Your hillbilly bone-ba-bone-ba-bone-bone." I let myself fall into the lyrics, pretend I’m somewhere else. The lights blur. The sticky floor under my boots. The way the wooden mic stand creaks against my palm. I'm having fun, for the first time in forever. Shelton doesn't ever disappoint.

And then I see him.

Back of the crowd, leaning against a high-top like he’s got all the time in the world. Dark henley rolled to the elbows, arms crossed, one boot hooked over the other like he’s lounging—but his eyes are locked on me.

My breath skips. My voice hitches.

Rhett.

When the song ends, the crowd claps, half-drunk and rowdy. Tara hugs me and I step off the little riser, heart thudding, cheeks burning.

He’s already moving this way.

In two breaths, he’s in front of me. "Your mother know you're here?"

I nod. "Yes, I told my mom. And, what does it matter? I’m an adult."

“Is that so? You’ve got eighteen years stuffed into a sixteen-year old’s body. Not sure that makes you an adult. You, in a place like this, shaking your fucking ass in front of everyone?" His face is red. And too close.

"I can have some fun. I like singing," I try to back up, but he keeps pace.

"Why were you singing about...sex?" He growls the last word and my insides somersault. "Hillbilly bones? I know what that means."

"It's just a song. It doesn't mean anything." I put my hands on his chest. I don't mean to keep them there, but they seem glued to his hard pecs.

"It means a lot. And all the men knew it. They were watching you and I don't like it." His jaw clenches so tight the muscles turn to stone.

"These locals? They all know me. It’s not like they want—" I bite down on my tongue before I finish the sentence. I want to tell him he's better than all of them put together. But I can't. He's my stepbrother. My beautiful, sexy, scary as hell stepbrother.

"Callie." When he says my name, his voice vibrates down my core. "It doesn't matter what you think. Those men want you. They were practically salivating when you were prancing around."

“S-cuz, me.” One of the Miller brothers from the beet farm over on RR1 stumbles over. “Callie, you wanna dance?”

Before I can answer, Rhett’s hand slides around my waist, dragging me through the crush of people onto the open floor in front of the stage.

It’s not even a real dance floor. Just warped planks scattered with spilled beer and peanut shells. But when his chest brushes mine and his thigh slots between my legs, it might as well be a spotlight.

Is he jealous? The thought tickles me in my tummy. Then I frown and try to stop rubbing against his hard body. Maybe he's only worried about what people think, just like my mom. Yeah, that makes more sense.

My hands find his shoulders. I mean to push him away. Really. But he smells like sweat and sun-warmed skin, and I don’t move. Not when his palm finds the small of my back. Not when he sways us in time with the low thump of Faith Hill's "Breathe."

Then he drops a bomb that destroys my life. That ruins me.

"That song wasn’t for them,” he growls. “You'd better be singing for me. You're only singing for me from now on.”

Heat slams into my cheeks. My breasts are so tight I feel dizzy.

“Rhett,” I whisper, horrified that my knees are going soft. I didn't know my body could feel like this.

He leans in, breath a brand against my neck. “No more goddamn shows in public. No more fucking dance bars and karaoke. You gonna shake all that? You fucking shake it for me and me only.”

“Possessive much? You’re my step-brother. I don’t know what you—” My words catch in my throat.

His thumb drags under the curve of my breast, just for a second, hidden from view. My nipple beads so hard it throbs.

“That ache?" His teeth graze under my ear. "That’s mine. Only I can fix it, baby. Your secret ain’t that much of a secret.”

His thigh presses higher. I resist the urge to hump my stepbrother's leg in the middle of the dance floor. But it's soooo tempting.

“Christ.” He groans. “You're fucking soaked, aren't you? For me.”

All I can do is moan.

My emotions swirl inside as he plays me like a fiddle. Is this real? Or is he just messing with his little stepsister? I'm afraid to ask, afraid to know the answer.

And just as I screw up the courage to respond, the song ends. He pulls back and my knees liquify.

He leaves me standing there. Swaying. Still full. So wet.

Everyone’s watching me. But I’m watching him as he backs away, slow, like he’s just taken a bite and is waiting to finish the rest.

And I have my answer.

He wants me. It might be wrong and it might be impossible, but he's got it in his mind to fuck me. I’m not experienced, but I’m not blind and stupid either.

The fans rattle overhead. The crowd shifts, laughs, sings. But I’m still frozen in the press of beer-sticky floorboards, heartbeat slamming, body soaked.

And when I shift, I swear I feel it—milk leaking, panties wet, the proof that every filthy thing he wants … I want too.

God help me.


CHAPTER 5
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Rhett

The goat barn is thick with late-morning heat, the air heavy with the scent of straw, salt, and animals. My baby girl's mother, Amanda — I refuse to call her stepmom — told me I'd find Callie there finishing her morning chores. I'm supposedly checking on the goat supplements. But really, I'm checking on her.

She comes into view. Sweat makes her shirt stick to her curves. I eye her legs, brown and strong as she hefts a sack of feed.

And her fucking tits, God almighty. I’d drop to my knees, hand on the bible and swear they’ve gotten even bigger since last night. My cock springs to attention and I logical thought evaporates.

Last night I spilled the beans before I meant to. I had wanted to get her alone to start the conversation, but when I entered the taproom and saw her shaking and shimmying on the stage, I almost lost it and dragged her out of the building by her hair. Instead, I clocked every degenerate in the place who was ogling her. None of them are coming near her. Ever.

Still, she seemed receptive to my overtures. As in, I could feel her fucking wetness through my jeans. Her little breaths kicked-up a good little fuss when I told her she was mine. She might not believe me yet, but it's true. She is.

I stop three paces from her and admire the angelic view.

"You look like you're about to burst, baby girl." My big mouth always gets me in trouble. And now it wants to suck on those luscious tits until she comes. My fantasies of suckling her hard and deep while bouncing her tiny body on my ever-ready hard on steals the air from my lungs.

She pauses. Then turns her back on me and keeps stacking without a word.

Fucking brat.

So this is how it's going to be? A surge of adrenaline courses through me and I stifle a groan of pleasure. Cat and mouse, my favorite game.

I step forward to reach her and close a hand over her petite one where she's gripping the feed sack. My chest brushes against her back and I resist the urge to rip down her shorts and stuff her tight little girl cunt full of every hot inch of me.

“You ignoring me now?” I rumble low.

Her breathing is shallow. She's almost panting. And all I can do is imagine her little gasps as I breach her innocence and decorate my cock with her virgin blood and my breeding cream.

“Not now, Rhett.” Her voice shakes. “I’m working.”

“Mm-hmm.” I fill the space around her with my body, pinning her to the feed bin, my dick straining against her tight ass. My hands span her tiny waist. “You’re working alright. Working yourself into knots.”

I skim my rough palms down her shorts to the outside of her thigh. So fucking soft.

“I liked the way you danced last night. All flushed and dripping.” I rumble low and tight. Time to put her in her place.

“That was just —” She whimpers as I trace the edge of her cut-offs. They're so short, they're practically painted-on denim panties. I should spank her for going outside like this.

“What? Blowing off steam?" I crook a smile. "You deserve that. But not in front of that kind of audience. Too many men with their eyes on you.”

I sweep one hand upward, over her hip then curl my fingers under the hem of her shirt. She sucks in a breath and leans her head against my shoulder.

“Let me see how the supplement’s working on you. Other women are having similar reactions, but nobody is as fucking ... overachieving as you are."

She makes a noise in her throat. "Is that why you're interested in me?" She strains her neck to turn her gaze on my face, her eyes wide and untrusting.

Fuck me. She looks so vulnerable I want to tuck her into my lap and brush her damn hair telling her everything will be okay now that I'm here. But then my goddamn cock interrupts the moment of softness with its incessant demands. Groaning, I spit out, "Angel, you're special. You don't know it, but you are."

"So this isn't just professional?" Those eyes are going to kill me.

"You're my goddamn step-sister. And even if you weren’t every fucking way I bend it, none of my thoughts of you are professional. Unless you’re changing professions." My dick emphasizes just how non-fucking professional it is by grinding against her denim panties.

She hisses out something that sound like a reluctant agreement, squeezing her eyes shut.

I should stop. But I don’t. I need to see those milk heavy tits. I'm craving that sweet cream like a starving man.

I slide my hands until I feel the weight of those warm orbs. I cup and squeeze over her bra. She gasps and her back snaps straight.

“You’re on fucking fire,” I growl. “Swollen. Fucking engorged baby. God, you’re leaking.” My cock grows another two inches. All my fantasies are coming true.

I squeeze, harder, harder, release, then harder again.

My thumb brushes over the peak, and I'm rewarded with a gush of liquid warmth. Beautiful, sacred nectar from my angel.

"Rhett —" My name on her lips nearly makes my balls heave. I struggle for control. But it's too late.

“Look at you,” I rake my teeth down her neck. “So fuckin’ full it’s pouring out, and you’re still acting like you don’t want this. That you don’t want me ripping that cherry you’ve saved for me from that pretty little girl pussy."

She moans, rubbing her ass against my length. "I can't. I don't —"

"No one’s touched you before have they? Anywhere." It’s a question, but Jesus, it’s also a wish.

She shakes her head, arching her back to look up at my face. I grind harder against her cheeks. "You're a fucking wet dream. You can do no wrong."

"But —"

"Close your eyes. Stop fucking overthinking it. How does it feel? Right now, nothing else, what do you feel little sister?"

She obeys and takes a breath. I massage her breasts, teasing the nipples while milk squirts onto her bra.

"Say it, baby. Say you like your stepbrother’s hands on your tits while you imagine his mouth draining you and his cock filling you.”

"Rhett—" My fucking name again. I'm going to cream in my jeans.

"Do. you. like. it?" I punctuate each word with cupping and squeezing her gorgeous tits. She wriggles against me. I drop one hand from a tit, then snake it down to the zipper on her shorts. “I’m gonna let your pussy answer for you. I don’t need you to say yes, do I? If you’re wet, that’s all the consent I need.”

"Yes!" She shudders from head to toe, my dirty talk hits the mark. “I want, it feels good. So freakin’ good.”

"That’s my girl." I hold her— soaking tit with one hand, jamming my hand down the front of her shorts and taking a full handful of hot cunt, as she spasms once, twice, three times.

“I’d say your cunt is giving me permission to do whatever I want.”

She shudders and lets out a choked moan, filling my hand with slick approval.

I hold her there for a long moment while her body twitches and pulses with the last of the orgasm.

Just when I’m ready to yank down her short, and cut that bra off and have my fill, she’s twist and shoves me away.

The movement shocks me with an odd feeling of emptiness, her pussy juice still slick in my hand as she works her zipper back up, mouth open, eyes still half blind.

“Baby?” I start, my fucking dick hard and balls blue but, she turns and kicks up dust as her boots dig in.

She flees from the barn, her little feet pattering out into the sunshine. But I'm willing to wait.

Christ, that was hot. I smile, running my soaked hand over my mouth on a hard inhale.

So fucking sweet, I lick her nectar from my fingers nearly setting off my own climax she’s so damn delicious but it’s her milk that will do me in. I know it already.

I leave her alone for the rest of the day. Taking calls and working in the bungalow on other things. But, when the stars come out, my inner sadist kicks in. I log into my HarvesterHound account and leave her a comment on the new video she posted a few hours ago of her walking the field with her hands on her lips.

You get a little stress relief today?

Maybe she'll figure it out. And maybe she'll come knocking on the door tonight, tits out, pussy desperate, begging her big brother to help.

Dare to dream.


CHAPTER 6
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Callie

It's been two days since my hot little off limits barn encounter with my stepbrother.

The one where he shoved his hand down my pants while squeezing milk from my tit until I say stars and cursed my treacherous body as I leaked and gushed on both his hands.

I should be ashamed. But all it's done is made me hornier. And with my milk production increasing every day, I alternating between pumping and aching and dripping and wanting.

It’s like being hangry, but way worse since the candy bars are behind locked glass.

I blow out a breath, pressing the heels of my palms to my eye sockets.

I'm in my dad's old office. Nobody uses it anymore, except me when I’m trying to get away from my mom. She needs so much, all the time. It’s exhausting. I dream of running away, but I love the farm. All my best memories of my dad are here. And I love my goats. But is that enough? Something is missing and I can't put my finger on it. Well, I could, but it would damn my soul to hell. So let's forget about that.

I don’t know why she couldn’t move to her shiny new husband’s fancy house in the city. Except, that’s she’s trying to play the part of humble, I’m-not-after-your-money new bride.

It's pushing up on ten am and my dad's office is sweltering already, the window’s open but no breeze coming through, just the drone of flies and the buzz of the old wall fan doing nothing.

My shirt sticks to me with sweat, my bra damp and heavy with milk. Every step makes the ache worse. I swear I can feel the weight sloshing inside me, like I’m not a person anymore, just a container for milk and tension and frustration.

This isn’t where I usually do this. But the portable dairy pump needs power, and this is the only place with a working outlet.

I strip, not caring that I’m standing in the middle of a farm office—just yank my shirt over my head, tug down the cups of my bra. My breasts spill out, all veiny and tight, the nipples already spraying milk in little arches through the air. I fumble with the pump, get it in place, press the flanges tight, hit the switch—

Whir.

Then click. A stutter. And silence.

"No, no, no—" I slap the side of the machine. Nothing.

My body’s letting down. The pressure's unbearable. I press the flanges manually, trying to coax anything out, but it’s useless. I press my ass onto the edge of the desk, defeat mocking me as my hair clings to my cheeks and forehead.

I should have stuck to my hand pump but this seemed so much more efficient and the milk production has increased to the point I have to empty the little hand pump bottle twice for each breast before I get any relief.

I’m dripping. My legs are shaking. The ache is crawling up my spine.

Hangry is not enough to describe what I'm feeling. And I'm frustrated that I have to do this on my own—like everything in my damn life.

My mom is useless and I definitely can't ask my new, rich stepfather. Talk about embarrassing. I can't even imagine the questions. How did this happen? Who did this to you? Where is the baby?

How could I explain I'm still a virgin? They would never believe me.

The door handle clicks and my heart stops.

I whirl around, chest bare, pump tubes dangling uselessly.

Of course.

Rhett is in the doorway. My worst nightmare. My best fantasy. He freezes. Sees everything. His eyes flare.

In the span of a blink, he’s inside, the door shut behind him and he clicks the lock into place.

Like I should have done.

Neither of us says a word. I don't dare breathe.

He steps forward, his size even more terrifying in this small space with my painful, engorged tits on display. He crosses the room like a storm about to break.

“Christ, baby girl,” he growls, eyes fixed on my soaked breasts. “You look like you’re in pain.”

My face flushes. Every part of me aches. “I—I didn’t know the door didn’t—”

“Look baby sister,” He growls, crowding closer, eyes locked on the disaster happening on my chest. “You need to know what you were made for. You’re a beautiful fucking cow, aren’t you? And you need me to teach you your purpose.” He drops to his knees in front of me and my throat closes to a pin prick.

His mouth forges forward before I can stop him—tongue dragging across my nipple, catching the burst of spray that greets his offer. A whole-body convulsion upends my equilibrium and my eyes roll back. Rhett’s massive hands grip my hips hard, dragging me forward, anchoring my breast in his mouth. Centering me in a way I haven't felt for a long time. Maybe never.

I breathe in, the relief cascading through me in sparks and warmth.

He groans into my skin, mumbling around the mouth full of flesh. “God, you taste like cream. Sweet, warm cream. From now on, I suck, then you pump and only, fucking only when I tell you too. Otherwise, you are my personal cow. I’m fucking addicted to this already. One fucking hit and I’m hooked.”

He draws me down, down over his tongue, his cheeks hollowing as he suckles.

“I didn’t—Rhett—this is—”

“Shhh.” He hisses his mouth full, falling into a rhythm deep and long, drawing hard as the glorious let down feels like it comes from my shoulders and flows through my veins and into his greedy mouth. Sweet relief. The pressure eases and I stretch my fingers outward, then ball my fists, in and out matching the pace of his nursing mouth.

"Rhett—" This time I don't want to stop him. I don't care if it's wrong. It feels so good and I know there's so much more he can do for me. I drag my fingers through his hair and pull him closer. I never understood the term, latched on quite like I do at this moment. Even though I don't know how he can like me like this, I'm so grateful I want to wrap my inexperienced fingers around his cock and pump until he explodes all over my hands.

“Say it,” he pants as he draws back, switching sides, tongue flicking over the aching peak. “Say it's all for me, baby. Say you’re my little cow from now on and you need me to make it better.”

I sob, hips rocking involuntarily as milk flows into his greedy mouth.

“I needed the pump,” I whisper. Even as worked up as I am, I still can't say what he’s asking me to say.

“You’ve got me now.” He looks up, face slick with what he’s taken from me, lips shining. “I’m your pump. Your mouth. Your fuckin’ purpose.” He looks sexy as hell, dark tousled hair, lusty eyes and all I can do is nod.

He sucks again, pulling harder, his hands leaving my hips and cupping the sides of my breast, applying delicious pressure, drumming his fingers like he’s charming the milk right out of me.

I’m a gasping, panting, thighs spread, panties-soaked mess. He presses his hard shaft against my center and I wrap my legs around his waist. Strong, solid, like a rock.

“I’m gonna flood that fucking womb of yours, baby. Fill that tight little pussy 'til it leaks like your pretty tits do.” he growls against my skin. “That’s what you want isn’t it? Your big brother to milk you and breed you? Put it all back inside you where it belongs?”

My head falls back, mouth open, body trembling with something that’s not quite an orgasm—but close. I squirm against him, begging for friction.

And I want it. I want it all.

When he finally pulls away, I sag against the desk, ruined. Wet. Empty and full all at once.

"Angel, that was the best meal I've ever had. And when you wiggled your pussy on the big brother’s hard cock? You answered all the questions I had. You’re a hucow, baby. My fucking hucow."

My whole body’s humming. “Hucow?” I stutter, swallowing the lump lodged in my throat.

“You’ll figure it out soon enough.”

It talks all of my will to not jump up and drag his mouth to mine. Or stuff my still dripping nipples to his lips.

Or, Jesus, or drop my shorts and panties and beg for the relief I really need.

My heart slams behind my ribs. What’s wrong with me? I want it to happen again. I want it harder.

"Why did it feel so good?" My head is down and I part of me hopes he didn’t hear me but a bigger, more desperate part prays he did.

"Baby girl, because you're mine. I know what you need and I'm going to give it to you. Christ, I thought I just showed you that didn’t i? Does my little baby cow need another demonstration?"

I part my lips to say…what I’m not sure, when his phone buzzes in his pocket, tugging it out and grimacing at the screen.

“My father.” He steps back, towering over me, then bends down so his lips brush my ear.

“I'm going to make you feel so fucking good little cow. You don’t need machines, baby. You need me.” He flicks a glance at his watch then turns his dark gaze on me, electricity crackling between us. “I have fucking meetings with my father all day but I’ll be back. Just don’t know what time. But, this isn’t over. You be a good girl. No touching yourself. I want you needy.”

He waits for my nod, then brushes his hand down the side of my head.

“I always wanted a little sister.” He smirks with that sexy half smile. “I just didn’t know exactly how much I’d want my little sister.” With a touch of his lips on mine I stare as he turns and goes.

God, I hate that he leaves but watching him go is breathtaking.

I pull on my bra, my fingertips trembling, sweat and milk sticky on my skin. I can’t meet my own eyes in the reflection of the glass cabinet door.

How am I supposed to walk back into the daylight like nothing happened? How do I act normal when my thighs are soaked and my nipples are aching for his mouth again?

The rest of the day is filled with the usual. I feed goats, I nearly take some special ‘me’ time in the bathroom thinking about Rhett’s lips nursing from me like he just unlocked the treasures of the universe. I felt so wanted, it’s intoxicating.

The day is endless. He hasn’t called. No texts. Maybe I am just a dirty, plaything after all.

These feelings need to stop making me feel so manic.

But, it’s not just the lust and the forbidden thrill. I don’t want to admit it, but this hot new family member is taking my heart for a ride on a rollercoaster and I can’t help but feel like it going to end up taking me straight to hell.


CHAPTER 7
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Callie

It’s late. The sky outside the office window is that velvet kind of black, like it could swallow the world whole. I’m alone, going over feed invoices and supplement logs with tired eyes and an even more tired body.

There’s a new ache in my breasts tonight — deeper, fuller. I’ve had to sneak out here three times already to pump in private, and it’s still not enough.

The last bottle I filled is sitting in the mini fridge beneath the counter that holds the coffee pot and a little sink for washing out mugs and whatever. My hoodie is zipped all the way up, arms crossed tight, but nothing helps. I’m still leaking.

Still thinking about Rhett. About his mouth. About the way it felt when he sucked on my tits, how he looked latched on, what a turn on it was to see him feeding from me, then walked away like he hadn’t just upended my whole dang world.

I’m still wired from it all. I can still feel the ghost of his mouth on my skin. The stiffness under his pants pressed against me like a dirty secret.

I go looking for a charger cord in my dad's old desk. I bend over, tug open the squeaky bottom drawer where Dad used to keep a stash of Thin Mints but instead, there’s a shiny Mac with a black skin case.

Rhett’s laptop. I watched him use it the other day. Why didn’t he take it with him today when he left?

Maybe he was milk drunk.

I don’t even try to talk myself out of it. I’ve got it on the desk and opened within three breaths. The need to snoop sends my pulse racing.

What do I really know about my handsome, milk-addicted new step-brother?

Not. Much.

But, imma-bout to find out more.

I lean my forearms on the desk, bent at the waist. The screen flickers on. I hit enter.

Don’t do this. It’s a breach of trust.

I ignore my better instincts.

My eyes locked on the screen and the username glows like a brand on the notifications in the corner of the screen: HarvesterHound.

I freeze. My lungs burn. And it all clicks into place. That last message. I just didn't want to believe it. Or did I?

My breathing is uneven as I hit the trackpad, point the cursor at the notifications and click.

Fuck, it opens.

His DMs. His comment history. Every line he’s ever dropped under my videos. All him. The screen glows brighter with every new message I scroll through, my eyes burn.

“I could fix that.”

“Bet you’re dripping now.”

“Need someone to keep you full.”

And then—

“You’ve been asking for this, baby girl.”

My stomach drops to my feet. Then further down, my pussy tingles.

The office door swings open.

My head snaps up.

No knocking. No warning.

His silhouette fills the frame, wide shoulders and hard lines. Moonlight outlines the tension in the cords of his neck as he locks his gaze on me , laptop open.

“You weren’t supposed to find that,” he says, voice gravel-dark.

“You’re him.” I want to smack his stupid, sexy face but at the same time, I can’t stop my body from responding when he reaches me. “You’re—”

“Yeah,” he snaps. “I’ve been watching you. Every fucking post. Since before your mom lassoed my dad. Funny how the universe works. Delivered you right into my lap. And, extra bonus.” He grabs my face in both hands, palms rough and warm. “You’re family, so you can’t even get away.” He runs a finger from my nose, then my throat then jiggling the metal zipper on my hoodie.

“You’ve been stalking me.” I try to focus as he drags the zipper lower.

I’m frozen. Not in fear, but because my common sense tells me I should push him away, but every other part of me is screaming for this to happen. Whatever this dance is, I want more.

“No,” he snarls, squeezing the last inches of space from between us. “I’ve been admiring you. Protecting you. Nobody can have you, except me. All of you belongs to me. You’re my cow. My property. Soon, I’ll put a bell around your neck. Even a brand on your ass if that’s what it takes.”

He yanks the zipper down the rest of the way, flinging it open as my skin explodes with prickling heat.

I should run. Not open my legs while he works on the zipper of my shorts.

I try to shove at his chest, but instead I grip his shirt and pull him closer. “I'm not anyone's property.” It sounds weak. Am I really this horny?

He rips my shorts down my thighs as fire races through my veins. Lifting me and dropping me on the edge of the desk, my flip flops fall to the floor as he makes quick work of freeing my shorts from my legs. “You think you can tease me? Show off that ripe, breeding perfect body and pretend you don’t want me to fucking own you?” His smile makes things inside me ignite.

“Rhett, I haven't...” I sob. Close my legs. He doesn't know everything yet. I can't fuck him. I have no idea what I’m doing.

He stands up and grabs my chin. "Look at me."

I almost get lost in those stormy eyes. But I'm still afraid to tell him. What if he laughs? What if he changes his mind?

The idea that I am just a game for someone like him stabs at my heart.

"What is it? I can wait all night." He sets his jaw, everything about him suddenly feeling coiled tighter than a rattlesnake. "Baby girl...I like to play rough, but I want to know what you have to say. I’m all ears, tell me what you’re thinking."

I can't hide anything from him. I'm an open book, he needs to see it all. "I've never been with anyone. I don't know how to...to do it." The dam breaks.

"Goddamn perfect angel." He sighs, patting my head. "You saved yourself. For me. You didn't know it, but that's what you were doing. How could you think that’s anything but a fucking gift for me?"

With a groan, he shoves the laptop off the desk. It crashes to the floor. "Here’s something you didn’t know. You being a sweet little virgin is no surprise to me. It’s written all over that cute little hucow face of yours. Now, angel, I'm going to fucking explode. I need your milk.”

He frees my hoodie from my arms, doesn’t bother being gentle. Bra follows. Cool air hits my skin and I cry out—not in protest. In need.

“Fuck,” he moans. “Look at you. Always producing. Guess that supplement words better than I thought my little engorged milker.”

His mouth crashes over my nipple. He doesn’t ease in. He devours.

An explosion of lust and relief bursts through me and my clit roars for contact. His teeth scrape over the sensitive flesh and I throw my head back and moan.

Rhett sucks like he’s dying of thirst, tongue swirling, lips sealing, hands pinning my hips as I squirm. Milk seeps from the corners of his mouth and he growls like a wild animal, dragging more from me with every pull. I rake my nails down his back, grabbing handfuls of his shirt as I try to pull him closer.

“Mine now,” he rasps between sucks. “You fucking understand that now? Mine to feed from. Mine to fucking fill.”

“Rhett—” His draws make my pussy walls clench, my juice running out of me like a lusty river.

His hand slips down, yanks my soaked panties aside. “Your body’s been begging for this. Little cow for big brother. I told you, I always wanted a little sister.”

Two fingers plunge into me and I scream. A dart of pain blooms outward with a wild, satisfying fullness that follows.

I’m grinding against his palm, trying to breathe, failing. "God, please…”

“You're so fucking wet,” he growls. “I’m just getting you ready baby. I’m not gonna ruin this tight little piece of flesh tonight with my fingers. But, you’re getting a taste of what’s coming for you very fucking soon. Gonna feed from one end and wreck the other.”

His mouth never leaves my nipple as he pumps a single finger harder, curling inside, thumb rubbing fast little circles over my clit. I sob, hips jerking.

I didn't know it could feel like this. It's too much. It's not enough.

God, God, God.

"My cock is big. It's thick,” he snarls. “You're not ready to take it yet. But you will soon. And you’re going to fucking beg for it from now on. You’ll lay back, spread your legs while I raw dog you until I take root. You want all that hot, big brother seed don’t you?"

He goes back to suckling as I nod and buck furiously. My body answering his question with a damn exclamation point at the end.

Rhett feeds and finger fucks me until time and space collide. And I know he's right about his cock. About being fucked by him. I am going to love it.

"Say you’re my little hucow. Say you need your brother’s mouth on you. My fingers. Say you want my cock.”

When he curls his fingers and finds that sensitive spot on my pussy walls, I break. I love his filthy mouth and I can't hold back any longer.

“I want it. I need you—I need it, I need more—”

My whole-body locks. The air disappears. Yes, right there, yes.

The world fucking shatters.

I come so hard I go blind. I'm carried away by wave after wave of pleasure. His words, his mouth, his fingers and yes God, his cock. I want it all.

He doesn't stop. His mouth is greedy, messy, making sucking sounds as he pulls the essence from me in long, rhythmic swallows that seem to echo between my legs. I'm taut as a wire, seeking another release.

Milk coats his tongue, spills past his lips, and still he drinks. Like he’s claiming me with every suck, every obscene gulp.

His mouth leaves my tits and I gasp at the cool air on my chest. He kneels and drives his face forward, shoving my knees wide with his shoulders.

“Shit. Shit…” I choke and jerk as he sucks my clit deep in his mouth, tonguing me, slurping like a man with zero shame. My sensitive nub tightens, throbbing. He moans and smacks his lips. "Fucking delicious. Your pussy tastes like heaven, angel."

I'm so close to diving off the edge into an orgasm when he stands up and pinches my sensitive nub with a hard squeeze.

I hiss and jerk. He lowers his head again, latching on hard, like he doesn’t know where to put his mouth next.

He’s making this groaning, desperate sounds while I’m panting. Gyrating, I pull his hair, wanting him closer, closer. I wiggle my hips forward, desperate for that friction, something, I need just a touch. "So close!"

"Not yet, sis," he says. "You're going to come when I tell you to, not before."

"Rhett, I can't—" My body is on autopilot. There’s no waiting for permission here.

"Wait," he commands. "Not yet."

I clench my teeth, hold perfectly still. Hold my breath. God, the exquisite pain of being denied is something I never expected.

"Good girl," he whispers finally, and I almost come undone. Then he pinches my clit again and says the words I want to hear, "Come, now, baby girl. Give it all to me."

I absolutely do as I’m told. My whole body goes into spasm. My mind follows. Pulses and waves crash and ebb, pulling me under as I flail and down in the wonder of it all.

He drains me through the orgasm until I’m gasping, boneless, milk smeared across his mouth and down my chest. On my legs, belly, the floor.

He’s right. The supplements work better than expected.

When he finally pulls away, he licks his lips like a man who just finished his favorite dessert.

“Keep those fucking legs open,” he growls, licking a stray bead off my nipple as I watch him release his erection from the front of his pants and wrap his fingers around the swollen length. “As much as I’d like to feel that tight little cow hole of yours choke the life out of my cock, this is not the place. But, I’m gonna give you a little taste of what’s coming for you soon.”

I’m hypnotized by the movement of his hand. Up and down, faster, faster until it’s a blurr of flesh and grunts.

I’ve never seen a man touch himself. God, it’s so sexy.

“Three fucking pumps and I’m done. That’s what you do to me sis. Make me shoot my load all over that sticky sweet little breeding trap of yours.”

Another jerk of his hand then he roars curses at the ceiling and white spurts jet from the tip as he aims it at my open flesh.

“Wear it until I can stuff you with it.” His voice is ragged, the creamy thick ejaculation landing hot and slick on my belly and thighs and my sensitive flesh.

I’m dizzy with the overwhelm of everything that’s happened as he stuffs himself back in his pants, then reaches down and rubs the sticky release into my hot skin pumping a scoop from his finger tips into my opening.

As he works the cum inside me with a finger, my body makes wet, welcoming sounds that nearly push me into another orgasm.

“That’s the sound of being a good fucking cow for me. And I’m the only one who gets to drink you dry and dump my load inside you.”

Heat wraps around me. My muscles clench and release. My body’s wrecked. My brain is wrecked.

He licks a warm path up my chest, over my throat, his breath scorching my ear. “Next time you’re aching? You’ll come to me. On your knees. And I will give you everything you need.”

I collapse back on the desk, wet and broken and still pulsing where he’s stroking me softly like a pet.

I should be humiliated. Instead, I’m trembling. Clenching around nothing.

“Now, you need to get back to the house. Get yourself cleaned up. I put a six pack of YooHoo in your refrigerator at the house. You need to drink thirty-two ounces of water a day. Making milk dehydrates a cow. I take care of my livestock.”

I stare at the stained ceiling of the office as Rhett steps back, dragging the back of his hand over his mouth.

“And eight hours of sleep a night. Come on. Your mom’s gonna wonder what took me so long. Told her I’d come down her and get you. She’s making us cookies.” He winks. “And you’re bringing the milk.”

That night, HarvesterHound leaves a comment on my latest post:

Next time, you beg.

I read it again and again. And every time I do, I shiver, my core tightening like it’ll make the ache go away.

It doesn’t.


CHAPTER 8
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Rhett

With the taste of milk and cookies still fresh in my mind, I back the truck out of the parking lot at our corporate offices, dick hard as a lead pipe.

I left before dawn, the main house still dark except for the light left on in the kitchen. I took a meeting with the science team and a couple government contract guys because my dad was still lost in some nameless pussy in the city.

My asshole of a father didn’t come home again last night and as much as I want to dislike Amanda, I’m not a completely unfeeling bastard.

When his text came through at ten after eleven saying he was ‘stuck in the city with work’ and wouldn’t be home again, I recognized the look on her face.

Slight smile, pretending she doesn’t know exactly what another night in the city meant.

Two chocolate chip cookies and a glass of my BYOB milk later, Callie looked exhausted and I left them to the house, making my way back to the bungalow for a frustrating night of crunching research numbers on the supplement testing and hoping like hell I don’t turn out like my dad.

Imagining Callie with that look Amanda had tonight solidifies in me that I make my choices and I will never do that to her.

I'm just hitting Main Street when I see her swishing her ass as she walks down the sidewalk. Wave of blonde hair flowing around her shoulders, those short shorts doing things to me.

She’s got on a plaid snap up shirt, tied up under her tits making them look like fucking milky dream-catchers leading the way. Her soft little waist on full fucking display with a pair of worn brown leather cowboy boots she’s a damn western wet dream.

Does she ever wear anything that doesn’t make me fucking want to go balls deep in every fucking hole?

I slow down and ease the truck to the curb in front of Murphy’s Hardware.

"Where you going, baby girl? You didn’t tell me you were leaving the house."

Her face flushes. "I don't need to tell you anything."

This fucking brat right here. She’s pushing my buttons on purpose.

She wants to test me? Let’s go.

I turn off the truck and throw open my door, boots hitting the pavement with a thud as I stomp over and stand right in her fucking path.

"Look, I know you're pissed about the online comments." I take a deep breath. "I stumbled on your content by accident. Watched a few times, then, a few more. You fucking did something to me. I’m an asshole by nature. I didn’t know how to get to you, so I did the next best thing and fucked with you.”

She crosses her arms and I swallow the saliva. Her tits are fucking epic today and she’s already making me fucking nuts.

“You trolled me. You’re an asshole by nature?” She snorts “You’re a bully.”

I shrug. “You’re not wrong, but when my fucking dad called me to tell me he was married and I had a new stepsister...then two days later, we meet and what-do-ya-know? I know that's fucked up. I’m emotionally immature."

She pins her gaze on me. "We shouldn't have done what we did. Your dad is married to my mom. And, by the sound of my mom crying in her room last night, your dad is an asshole by nature as well. And if the apple doesn’t fall far from the tree, then no thank you."

"He doesn’t love them." I clench my fists when I think about it.

"What does that mean?" She rolls her eyes.

I understand her fears. I would feel the same way. I should try and tell her how I feel. But instead I let my dick take charge again and pick her up over my shoulder, walk to my truck with her kicking and screaming like a trapped badger the entire way, and put her in the passenger seat. After latching her seatbelt, I fix her with my best glare.

“You have no right to do what you want with me. I want out.” She reaches for the buckle but I snag her hand in my iron grip, her eyes snap wide then narrow.

"I want to protect you. I want to keep you safe. But I can't do that if you're not going to listen to me." My pulse races when I think about how she's been neglected and left to fend for herself since her father died. Noone has been there for her. She's right to think I'm just stringing her along. That's how she's survived this long on her own.

She hangs her head. She doesn't think I would understand. But I do.

“I need to go to the feed store.” She finally says.

"Good, let’s go. Together. After we're done there, we're going to have a talk." I get in my side of the truck, put it in gear, and pull back on the road.

At the store, I aim Callie toward the penny candy aisle.

“Get whatever your favorites are. I want to memorize all the things that make you happy.”

That seems to loosen the tension in her shoulders so while she doing that, I place her order for feed and bedding at the counter.

When I hear her laughter tinkling from the candy aisle, I march that way and my vision goes red.

I reach her just as some young fucker holds a cherry lollipop in its wrapper to her lips. Buttoned-up flannel shirt, tied at the waist like she didn’t know exactly what it did to her tits.

She's baiting me and every other fucking hetero male in the damn county.

Good. I need the excuse. My body thrums with tension.

"Time to go," I grunt into her ear from behind. My hand wraps around her hip like a shackle as I lock my eyes on the intruder. “You can fucking go.”

I nod my head to the other end of the aisle and the kid takes the fucking hint lucky for him.

She startles, but not really. Her cheeks go pink, lips parting. And I want to kiss her hard in front of the whole store.

"Rhett—"

My dick is standing at attention. But I'm still in control. "Truck. Now." I snatch the paper bag half filled with candy from her hand, roll it up and stuff it in my back pocket.

She twists in my grip, just a little, chin tipping up. "Why? Jealous? Afraid he might have better hands than you?"

My blood ignites. "Say that again."

She shrugs, biting her bottom lip. "He smelled good. Talked nice. Called me beautiful. Didn’t growl like a caveman. And hey, at least he’s not my stepbrother."

Wrong answer, sweetheart. Adrenaline surges through my body.

"You wanted a reaction? You’re about to learn exactly what happens when you play fucking games." I grip her thighs, hitch her high, and throw her over my back over my shoulder—her soft gasp punching into my back as she bounces against me, tits crushed to my spine, hips squirming in my hold.

One hard smack lands on her ass. She yelps, wiggling.

"Put me down!" she huffs, half-laughing, half-breathless.

"Not a fucking chance. You just gave me a reason." As we pass the counter I nod at the cashier. “Half a pound of penny candy and deliver the feed. Put it on my card.”

I stomp us both back into the sunlight my chest tight and ready to turn her teasing ass red.

She fists the back of my shirt, squirming more now, but I just squeeze her soft thigh, my palm spanning wide across that lush curve, possessive. My fingers are so close to paradise, but I have to wait until we're alone.

No one questions it. No one stops me when I stalk through the parking lot, hauling her like a trophy.

“You sit there and don’t give me any shit little girl. Be a good cow and behave.” I buckle her in as she sticks her tongue out. “Yeah, we’re gonna put that to good use too. Don’t worry.”

We ride in silence except for her punching the app screen until she gets a country song on she likes, then she hangs her head out the window like a pup, singing into the wind.

I don’t let her see how fucking happy that makes me. We don’t talk. Not until we’re on the dirt road, trees swallowing the sunlight. Not until I pull in at the bungalow instead of her house.

She stiffens. "Why are we stopping here? "

"You'll see." I smirk, ready to show her what I’ve spent the last couple nights tricking out while I couldn’t sleep.

We pull up to the shed I’ve been converting. Inside, it’s cement floor. Cleaned pine walls. Soft padded bench. Hooks. Buckles. The milking machine plugged in and waiting in the corner.

I stalk around the truck, open her door, haul her out by the waist.

"You wanted attention. You fucking got it."

Her hazel eyes are a rim around black pupils.

"You think making me jealous is fun?"

A bratty shrug.

"You're confused about what's happening, aren't you, baby girl?"

Another nod. She knows I see her but she can't decide if she can trust me. I have to seal the deal, show her she's mine and I'm not going to abandon her, neglect her, make her cry. She may act out, but I'll still love her. I'll still fuck her until she can't breathe.

"There are rules, baby girl. If you're mixed up or feeling sad or if you stub your toe, you come to me. You tell me and stepbrother will make it better. I will always be here for you."

"You will?" Her bottom lip trembles.

"Cross my heart and hope to die. But you have to listen, you have to obey. Or there will be consequences."

"I don't mean to make you angry," her voice cracks. My heart is torn in two. But she has to learn how to behave.

"It's okay. I fucking love you. But I have to punish you when you're naughty. You’re my cow. My livestock. You will be taken care of but you will do as I say. Then, when you’ve taken your punishment like a good cow, I’ll make you feel good and me better."

Her eyes glint. "And then we make up?"

I nod, my reserve crumbling. Then my dick reminds me. "But first you have to be punished. Fed. Fucked. Milked."

"That’s a lot…" Her pouty lips make me want to shove my cock in them.

"You're mine. I'm not going to fucking leave you. I'm not going to forget about you, leave you lonely." I fix her with a stare. "But cows need rules."

I drag her inside while she makes mewling sounds. Slam the door shut behind us and knock the slide two by four lock into place.

I work fast. Yanking her flannel open, popping the buttons, dragging it down her arms as she gasps. Her bra is soaked already, thin cotton dark with milk. I peel it off her with rough hunger.

Her nipples are swollen, glistening. I kneel and take a greedy mouthful of one, suckling deep, hard. She whimpers, thighs pressing together. I run one hand over my straining cock. Easy, big boy, you'll get yours soon.

"This is not yours to do as you please. It’s mine. All that teasing and playing games got you wet I bet."

I take a handful of both her engorged tits and squeeze hard. Milk spray landing on my outstretched tongue. I release the weight of one and bring my hand down hard on the nipple making her hiss and yelp.

“Say I do not flirt with other men.” I light up her tit with another smack while spraying milk upward onto her face. “Say it cow.”

“I don’t flirt with other men.” She obeys, her eyelashes fluttering in the milk spray.

I let go of her milky orb, slapping both of her tits with open hands on the sides, watching them spurt and sway. “Now, say I like being punished.”

Another smack. Harder. Another, harder still my red hand prints rising on the creamy flesh.

"I think I like being punished!" Her eyes are wide open locked on mine.

I chuckle. "Now let me show you what I've been making just for us. You're going to fucking love it."

I lift her, carrying her to the overhead bar. Fasten her wrists in the padded cuffs. Bend her forward, just enough that her breasts swing free and full. Perfection.

“God, baby, you are a perfect milker. Look at those udders hanging down.”

She whimpers as I adjust her stance, thighs spread, toes barely brushing the floor. My dick is like a steel rod as I grab the suction cups, cool and thick, and lower them slowly.

"Deep breath."

She nods and examines my face, then gasps as I center them perfectly, sealing around her aching nipples.

When I flip the switch on the remote I attached to the rack, the machine kicks on with a low hum. The first suction pulls her hard, and she moans—head dropping, back arching. I almost come in my jeans at the pretty sight.

A thick stream of milk flows instantly, trailing through the clear tubes. Cum spurts from my swollen head. I rub my dick but it doesn't ease the pressure. My balls feel like they're going to explode.

"Look at that. You were made for this. A perfect little dairy doll." I pat her head, run my hand along her shoulders to her perfect back side.

Her breath hitches. "Yes..."

"Tell me what you want, baby. It's okay. My baby girl is a beautiful, milky wonder. Anything you want you can have."

She screws her eyes tight and whispers, "I want to see your cock. I want to know what it looks like."

Christ on a cracker. How could a man refuse that request? I strip fast, my cock already thick and leaking, twitching at the sight of her being drained for me.

Rounding the bench, I step on the stool in front of her face, planned just right to being my dick right to lip level.

My meat juts out right to her mouth. I need an iron will to keep from giving her a hard face fuck for being a teasing brat.

Her mouth makes that little "O" shape and I clench my fists. It's better than all my fantasies.

"It — it's very big." She can't stop looking at it. "I don't know if I can —" She licks her lips and I stroke along my shaft.

"Angel, you can do anything. We were made for each other."

She nods, eyes still wide. "Can I taste it?" Her gaze shoots up to my face before returning to its object of wonder.

I feel like a lion about to take his prey. "Just a little taste, sis. Otherwise, I won't be able to stuff your dripping pussy full of my come. You want your brother to take that cherry don’t you? You’ve been saving it just for me. Keeping it in the family."

She whimpers and opens her mouth.

"Good girl. Suck your brother’s dick like a good cow." I groan as I bring the tip of my cock to her heavenly lips. I barely resist the urge to thrust it deep and fuck her face when she makes a little suckling noise.

“Jesus, your mouth is fucking magic.” I buck my hips, feeling the tightness of her throat, in and out, in and out until tears paint her cheeks, drool is falling from her chin and she damn near looks like she’s going to pass out.

I withdraw, giving her a breath.

"Is this what it feels like when you suck my big titties?" She pants. “It tastes so good, I didn’t think I’d love it so much, but I do.”

I open my eyes and she's waiting patiently for my answer, my dripping cock only a hair's breadth from her mouth. "Fuck, angel. Yes. Yes, it is." I crane my neck to see the machine working on her breasts. "I love it more than you do."

"But it feels really good to me, too." She takes a lick along the small slit and I use every swear word I've ever learned.

"Yes, baby girl. I'm glad. Does it make you want my big brother’s cock in your pussy?"

"Uh-huh." She bobs her head and I squeeze my shaft to keep from exploding on her face. I take a step back and there's a small popping sound as the suction breaks. She whimpers like she just lost a puppy.

"Rhett?" Her beautiful eyes skewer my soul. "Is it time? To fuck me like a good little sister? I want my brother to be the one to teach me about sex."

The blood roars in my ears — and other parts — and I move faster than I ever have in my life to reach the rear of the bench. One light smack on that pert ass turns it a beautiful shade of pink. I slide a hand between her thighs, drag two fingers through her soaked heat.

"Fucking soaking. You like being put on display like this? Milk squirting while I watch?"

She moans, helpless. "Yes. Yes—please."

"Please what? Use you? Fill you? Breed you while you're being milked?"

"All of it," she cries. "Fuck me now. I want to be full."

“No fucking condom. Nothing between us. When I breed my cow, it’s raw. You’ll love feeling all that hot cream spurting deep inside you. Get used to it sis, I’m gonna use you like you were meant to be used.”

I grip her hips and tease her slippery clit with the head of my cock. She wriggles, trying to line me up with her hot slit. I pull back and she whines. Back again to the clit, teasing a little more. More wriggling, more desperate now.

"I'm so empty, Rhett. I'm a needy cow. I want you to come inside me."

And I'm her milky man-whore, happy to oblige my angel. I set my tip at her lips and pause. "It's going to hurt at first. But it'll feel good, too. When I'm not so worked up, I'll lick your cunt until you come, then fuck you with my cock. But I can't wait this time."

Fuck me. This little girl can wriggle like a hellion. I grunt and work myself in an inch. "So tight. Such a beautiful pussy."

She gushes with the praise and I take another inch. She's going to make me work for it. "Baby girl, relax your muscles. Remember how good it felt when I put my fingers in you? My mouth? Think of that. Think of how your brother gave you all those good kisses down here until you soaked my face."

I barely hear her answer over the sound of the machine and the buzz in my head but I slide further in. "Good girl. Your perfect pussy is so fuckable, I'm going to have it every day and night." I'm halfway now.

"You'll walk around naked, ready for me any time. Even the slightest touch will make you drip from your tits and your cunt." She warms to praise and filthy talk, the best of both worlds. I'm almost there now. Just a little more. "I'll eat your pussy for breakfast, you'll have my cock for lunch."

I catch her mumbling "pussy...cock" while her eyes glaze over and all her muscles relax. When I bury myself to the hilt, she moans, her mouth open, tongue hanging out. I groan at how perfect it feels. All that silky soft flesh surrounding me, pulling me deeper inside.

I start fucking her slowly, then speed up as she gyrates under me. Her pussy is velvet heat, milking my cock as the cups pull at her breasts in rhythm.

When I touch her clit, she screams, writhing against the pull of the machine.

"That’s it. Let go for me milky cow. Let the machine drain your tits while I stuff you full of brother’s hot cream."

She moans louder, sobbing now, body trembling as milk gushes down the tubes. She's fucking perfect. I'll never let her go.

"You’re mine. Your milk. Your cunt. Your womb. All of it belongs to me. You know that, right? You can feel it." I give a deep thrust with each phrase.

"Yes—yes! I'm yours!"

I fuck her harder, pace brutal. Her wrists strain in the cuffs, her back bowing. I want to paint her perfect backside with my come. Thick, white ropes spurting over her soft skin. But not this time. She needs me to plant my seed in her.

"Say it. Say you want my baby." I thrust like a madman. Claiming her, owning her.

"I want it. Want to be bred. Want to be owned." Slapping flesh fills my ears like music. She knows it's true now.

I reach around, press one suction cup slightly askew so milk squirts out and paints her chest. She gasps. I keep up the pace as she begins to whimper.

"More, Rhett. Fill me. I've been so empty without you."

I lick my forefinger and circle the small pucker of her back entrance with it. I hear my angel wailing as I push against the entrance. Just a tiny bit, a promise of what’s to come.

"That’s it. Make a fucking mess for me. Show me who you belong to." I'm snarling as her pussy walls clench around me, holding my aching cock in a pulsing vice grip that drives me over the edge. I slam deep, groaning as I come hard, pulse after pulse flooding her. We both shout until we're hoarse.

The machine doesn’t stop. Neither does she. Her milk pours freely, her cunt tight and wet around me.

"Mine." I whisper it. I know she's heard me because she notices everything.

I lay my chest on her back, my cock still inside her. Her breathing has slowed, tiny whimpers coming from her perfect mouth. All the tension of the last month has disappeared. There is no more hiding for either of us.

She stirs, lifting her head slightly. "Will this happen every time I'm naughty?"

"Yes," I pat her head. "That’s what happens when you tease your stepbrother, baby. Next time someone fucking looks at you, they’ll see you dripping milk, bred full, marked. By me."

And they’ll know not to fucking try.


CHAPTER 9
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Callie

I’m still lightheaded when we hit the dirt two-track back to the house. The sun has gone under some clouds and I breathe the scents of fresh cut grass and livestock. My thighs ache, and there's a slick warmth between them that’s got nothing to do with the summer heat.

The bra I shoved back on is damp again, my drawn-out nipples visible through my shirt. I'm full, but not in the uncomfortable-achey-breasts way. I'm filled with trust, with passion ... with love. And sticky brother’s cum.

I belong to someone. I matter to him.

Rhett drives one-handed, the other resting on my thigh, thumb brushing back and forth. I want more. I want to curl into him and never stop being milked, claimed, used. We're going to get a lot of use out of that special shed. I close my eyes and imagine everything we can do in that room.

My phone buzzes.

Mom.

I hesitate, stomach flip flopping. Storm clouds gather above us.

He glances at me, then back to the road. "You gonna answer that?"

I sigh. Then swipe and bring the phone to my ear. "Hey."

Her voice is sharp. "What the hell is going on? The Jeffersons saw Rhett carrying you out of the feed store like a caveman. Nothing goes unnoticed in a small town, Callie, you know that. I have my reputation to uphold."

It's always about her. The sky gets darker.

Rhett’s hand squeezes tighter, his jaw flexing. Maybe he can't protect me from everything.

"Everything's fine," I say. "Don't worry."

"Uh-huh." Her voice gets higher the more she complains. "Your step-father doesn’t like drama in the family."

My step-father doesn’t like drama. Well, when he finds out what I’m doing with his son, we are going to have a problem then.

My pulse kicks. I glance over at Rhett, his jaw tight, thumb still dragging in lazy circles on my leg like nothing could shake him. How does he do it?

"Tell your mother we'll talk to her when we get to the house. Then hang up." Rhett's voice calms me and I do as he says.

She’s still talking when I disconnect the phone. My stomach twists. I fight against the guilt, heat, the shame of being caught, of liking it. I take a deep breath and close my eyes.

Rhett doesn't say anything. He just reaches over and cranks the wheel into the driveway as a peal of thunder reaches our ears.

I think I can face this with him by my side.

He kills the engine, grips the wheel a beat longer than necessary. "Your mother isn't in charge anymore," he says, turning to face me. "She can't tell you what to do." He opens his truck door and jumps down.

The storm’s just starting to spit when he rounds the hood and opens my door. His palm curls around my waist as I step out, the heat of it grounding me, even as wind pulls at my damp clothes.

What am I even doing?

The clouds break open. Thunder rolls. And I can’t breathe.

All those feelings I’ve been battling with are knocking my heart into my throat. Does he mean any of it? It's so hard to trust anyone. I used to think my mother was the center of the universe, and look at us now. Maybe the same thing will happen with Rhett. Everybody for themselves.

“I don't know if I can do this.” I start but before I finish, the claws of his fingers lock on my upper arm and his mouth crashes down on mine. He pours his belief into me and I feel stronger, taller. He lifts me in the same motion, carries me onto the porch, and swings open the screen door.

My mother is waiting for us, arms crossed. She opens her mouth but Rhett doesn't let her speak first.

"Amanda, don’t fucking start. I’m talking now. Things are going to change." He sets me lightly down on my feet. I sneak my small hand into his large one. He squeezes it and I sigh.

"What do you mean? What's going on?" My mother's eyebrows are practically in her hairline. Her perfect mask is slipping.

"I'm going to be looking after your daughter from now on." He looks over and smooths my hair into place. I grin wildly, hope blossoming in my chest.

"Not under my roof!" My mom says. "I don't —"

"Your roof?" Rhett scoffs. "I looked into the farm. It's not your roof, is it?"

Mom covers her mouth with her hands. My pulse races harder.

"Mom?"

"It ... he didn't know what he was doing. He was just mad." She gulps, looking back and forth between the two of us. "Then he died before I could get him to change it back." Her face is white as a sheet.

"Mom, what are you talking about?" My head is swimming.

Rhett turns to me, covers both my hands with his. "Callie, did you know your mother was seeing my father before your dad died?"

"What? You mean, like ... fucking him?" My stomach lurches. "Mom?"

Was everything I knew a lie?

"Callie, sweetheart." The mask is back on her face. But I see past it. "Callie, your father was just confused." She twists her hands in front of her.

"Is my father confused? Because he confirmed it to me. He doesn’t marry someone without knowing the details. Of everything." Rhett's smile is nasty. And I like it.

"Mom, what the hell? Dad said you were his one and only." My father must have been devastated when he found out.

"He was a good man. But he never made it big. He promised me more and I never got it." She sniffs and pulls her shoulders back.

"So you just threw it all away?" My voice shakes. "I used to think you were larger-than-life. But you're small — smaller than I'll ever be."

"Sweetheart, come on," she says, holding out her arms. "I’m your mother." Her face is blotchy.

"Ask her about the farm." Rhett's voice is calm and steady.

"The farm? What's going on with the farm?" I don't fall for it when she flutters her eyelashes at me. "Tell me!"

Amanda's arms fall to her sides and she hangs her head. Rhett growls. She tips up her chin and bursts out, "He left the farm to you! It's in trust until you're twenty-one. After that, I'm out on my ass with nada. After everything I sacrificed for him!"

The crocodile tears fall fast and hard.

I glance at Rhett. "Is this true?" My legs are like jelly. He nods, then reaches over and puts his arm around my waist. My world stops lurching as I hang on tight. "What does this mean?"

"It means that your mother is a lying cheat. She had an affair with my father and when your father found out he took her out of his will." Rhett's voice is quiet, but it carries. My mother has the decency to look ashamed, but I wonder if it's still part of her act.

I sniff. "And then he died, and my mom got your dad to marry her, right? He's worth millions and she's still trying to get my farm? The one my dad left for me?" My vision blurs and I resist the urge to pound my fists against my mother's chest and shoulders.

Rhett closes me in his embrace and murmurs, "She'll never get it. My dad’s a pro at this. She signed a pre-nup. She’ll never get a dollar from him. Her plan didn’t quite work out. You thought my father would fall under the spell of some magic middle-aged pussy?" I snort. “You don’t know him. Where’s he been the last few nights? At the city condo?”

I take a shaking breath. She knows. She started off with him dirty and it’s going to end dirty.

We break apart. Mascara runs down her face.

I draw myself up to my five-foot nothing and fix her with my best approximation of Rhett's scariest glare.

"Amanda." She's not my mother anymore, she doesn't deserve that name. "You have one hour to put anything you want in a suitcase. Then you'll leave this house and never come back. I've got dad's shotgun and I know how to use it."

She tries some more tears, some pleading but I stand firm, Rhett looks down with a smile just for me. "Good girl."

Warmth spreads through my body. We sit in the kitchen drinking coffee until we hear her stomp down the stairs, slam the front door, and drive away in her car. I don't care what she does. I'm sure she'll tell her new husband some story and he'll believe her. But she's not my responsibility any longer.

"We're finally alone." I breathe a big sigh and smile at Rhett.

“Time to christen the house, baby.”


CHAPTER 10
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Callie

After the sound of my mother's car engine disappears, we sit in silence for a beat. My heart is wrung out. But all the static in my head — all the worry, the need to feel responsible for my mother, for the farm — it's gone.

I've still got my grief for my father. I was never allowed to process that, but I know my stepbrother will be by my side while I deal with it. And it will be fine, because everything is so much lighter.

Rhett rakes his gaze over me, the air electric between us. He lifts me up and places me on the kitchen island. I wrap my legs around his firm torso. He rips my shirt off — again. A girl could get used to this.

Pulling down my bra, he sucks hard, and milk floods his tongue. His mouth is hot. Greedy. Worshipful.

I cry out, head falling back. My knees lock around him and I grind my pussy against the bulge in his jeans. His arm bands around my waist, holding me upright as he drinks like he’s starved.

He switches sides. Sinks his teeth in gently before sealing his lips around me again.

"Made for me," he rasps against my skin. "Every drop. Mine."

My hands claw at his shoulders. My thighs rub together, helpless and frantic. Heat coils low in my belly, tight and urgent.

He slides one hand between my legs. I’m so wet already.

"Rhett, it’s so good."

His fingers find the slick proof. Tease. Press. Circle.

"You gonna come for me while I feed from you, baby? Huh? Gonna let me drink you dry while you soak my fingers?"

I shudder. "Yes. Yes, Rhett—"

"That’s right. Let me have it."

He growls when I break. When my whole-body locks and quakes, clamping around his hand. He drinks through it, groaning into my breast like he’s addicted, like I’m the only thing he’s ever wanted.

When it’s over, I’m panting, sagging against him, trembling. But he’s not done.

He scoops me into his arms and turns, walking us into the adjoining dining room. He sweeps Amanda's precious dishes and doilies off the dining table with one arm. Cloth napkins flutter to the floor.

"Need to see you. All of you."

My shorts and panties are yanked down in one brutal tug. He kneels, spreads me open with both hands and groans.

"Sore? Your brother’s gonna kiss it and make it all better."

He leans in and sniffs. Then he licks me, long and slow, from cunt to clit. I shiver.

His mouth works me until I’m a quivering begging mess.

“I want you inside me.”

“That little cow hole not beat up enough for one day?”

I shake my head. “More. More.”

His chest heaves as he unbuckles his belt with a sharp snap. His cock springs free, thick and flushed and already leaking.

"Breed me," I whisper. " I want to feel your baby inside me. I want to know it the second you come."

"You want my calf in side you cow," he growls, grabbing my thighs, spreading me wider. "Your owner’s mark swelling your belly? You want to be leaking for me every damn morning and night?"

"Yes, God help me. Yes. I want it. I want everything."

"You’re gonna get it. Every drop. And you’re gonna say thank you while I fill you. Say it."

"Thank you. Thank you for breeding me. For making me yours."

He slams ever inch into me in one furious stroke, sending me into overload.

Pain blooms and spirals but I want it all. He’s in me, pushing, pulling, filling and I close my eyes and just accept it all.

Thrusting deep. Hard. Vicious. Like the only way to fix the world is to fuck me full of his come.

"You feel that? That’s not just cock, baby. That’s a signature. That’s legacy inked on your womb. That’s me claiming forever in the deepest part of you."

Milk sprays from my tits with every slam of his hips. It beads on his chest, smears on mine. He doesn’t slow. Doesn’t blink.

He leans down, mouth on my throat. "Spray it on me. All over me. Let me see what I do to you."

I cry out, and he clamps his mouth around one nipple, suckling greedy between thrusts. My core tightens, clenches, milking him right back.

"You think anyone else gets to see this? You think I’d let anyone smell you like this? Hear you? You’re fucking mine."

My hands claw at his shoulders, my head thrown back.

He thrusts harder. Rougher. Milk sprays between us like we’re breaking open.

"You want them to see you like this? Stepbrother’s cock buried to the hilt, dripping milk, baby in your belly?"

"Yes!"

"Then take it. Take everything. Come for me. Milk me while I breed you."

The climax rips through me like lightning—hot, blinding, unstoppable. My whole body bows tight around him, every nerve screaming, slick gushing down my thighs as milk arcs in high, trembling spurts across his chest. I feel it everywhere. I am it.

He groans, brutal, filling me with heat so deep it knocks the breath from my lungs.

He doesn’t pull out. Doesn’t stop. Just kisses me, mouth sticky with milk.

"You’re mine," he rasps. "And I’m still not done. This womb isn’t empty again until I’ve planted my seed in every corner of it."

The storm rages outside.

But in here, we’ve already planted the future.


CHAPTER 11
[image: ]



Callie

The barn smells like hay and sex and home. I’m done with goat feeding, I’ve checked the seedlings in the greenhouse and now, I’m waiting.

In the room. The special room.

It’s been two weeks of farm work, step-sibling fucking, cow milking and his mouth nursing on me until my nipples are raw.

He apologized for trolling me online.

I didn’t forgive him at first. Although helping me kick out my bitch of a mother helped. A lot.

His father never came back to the house. No surprise. Rhett’s given me some backstory on him and them and a little space between us all is probably a good thing for a while.

He brought me a double Oreo hot fudge sundae every day for a week until I forgave him for his online bullying. “You can hate me for it,” he said, “but I’ll spend the rest of my life making it up to you.”

I didn’t hate him. He knew he was being an ass. He said that’s who he was. But who he is now?

Step-brother, yeah. But, he’s also the man that makes my belly tumble, my nipples spurt and my pussy clench. I love him. He protects me. He'll always be there for me.

The door creaks behind me now, then shuts with that telltale finality—Rhett’s here. My pulse jumps. I shift on all fours on the padded bench in the corner, thighs already sticky with expectation, back arched and breasts hanging heavy.

The bell around my neck chimes when I breathe too deep.

He bought it for me last night. Real leather. Wide buckle. A tiny brass bell that rings every time I move. When he fastened it around my neck, he whispered: “You want to be stepbrother's prize cow? Then I want to hear you obey.”

I moaned for an hour after.

Now I’m waiting.

Wearing nothing but my cow-print lingerie—tiny bra cups that can’t hold the fullness of my tits, and crotchless panties that show off the slick proof of what I am now. Milking tubes snake from the machine to suction cups already affixed to my nipples. He made me hook myself up, slow and trembling.

He steps into view now, dark eyes catching fire when he sees me.

“Fuck me,” he growls, voice wrecked. “Look at you. Bell jingling. Tits bouncing. So fucking ready for my cock you’re drooling without it.”

My hips rock instinctively.

“Keep still,” he snaps, coming closer, eyes glued to my leaking breasts. “You don’t move until I say.”

I freeze, my thighs trembling.

He drops to his knees behind me, palms sliding up my thighs, spreading them wider. Then he leans in and drags his tongue slowly up the inside of my thigh until it stops just shy of where I need him most.

“Two weeks and this is what you’ve become,” he says, voice low and reverent. “My pretty little hucow, stuffed full, leaking, needy. You like it, don’t you?”

I nod, the bell rings.

“Say it.”

“I love being your hucow. I love leaking for you. Being used by you.”

He stands, moves in front of the bench. I lift my eyes to his, waiting, breath caught in my throat.

“I’m gonna ruin your mouth now, baby. Let me in.”

He unzips his jeans, pulls himself out—hard, thick, dripping.

“Open.”

I do.

He feeds me his cock with a low groan, holding the base and sliding in inch by inch. My mouth stretches, drool slicking my chin.

Above me, the milking machine hums louder. My nipples throb. Milk pulls in rhythmic, greedy sucks.

My throat works around him. I moan, and the bell jingles wildly.

“Fuck, baby. You look so good like this. Mouth full. Tits milked. Bell ringing like you belong to me.” He thrusts deeper, hands tight in my hair, using my mouth like it’s the only place he’s ever wanted to be. “Every drop from your tits is mine. Every inch of your mouth, your cunt, your soul.”

He pulls out suddenly, slick cock shining. I whimper.

“Stay just like that. Let stepbrother finish on his little milk cow.” He fists his cock above me, groaning as he watches the milk bead and fall. “Stay just like that. Open. Obedient.” He comes with a grunt, thick ropes streaking across my tongue and lips. Some drips down my chin. He leans down, his fingers working the bell as he kisses the top of my head.

“Good girl. That’s how you stay full. That’s how you get bred again.”

I make the sound. The low, moooooo, then, “Love you, Rhett.”

He growls, pressing his mouth to my ear.

“Love you more, my sweet, sweet cow. Mine ‘til the end.”


EPILOGUE
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Callie

Eight months pregnant with twins, I waddle because I have to. Because my belly is huge and heavy, because my breasts are heavier—engorged, leaking, stretched taut around long, swollen nipples. The portable milker strapped to my chest pulses with quiet authority, tubes twitching with every rhythmic suck, collecting milk that never stops.

Rhett keeps me like this. Naked. Dripping. Full.

He says it’s how I look happiest. And he's right. I have never been more content.

I’m in my farmhouse kitchen, our kitchen. At the farm I love. We could live anywhere, but Rhett knows how important this place is to me. That I feel safe and loved here. And our babies will too.

He’s still working with his father. The supplement has blown up on the market and money is something I’ll never worry about again.

I still milk the goat and feed them. They’re part of the family but I don’t worry about them being producers for profit anymore.

I lean forward against the table, tits swaying under me, machine tugging, milk sloshing into clear jars. The bell around my neck jingles when I shift. Cowbell. Leather collar. His brand, his claim.

“Still full, sweetheart?” His voice rumbles low behind me, gravel and heat and hunger.

I nod, milk spurting in answer.

He steps up behind me, palms smoothing over my hips, his breath warm against my ear. “Table. Now.”

I climb onto it with a grunt, ass on the edge, belly cradled carefully, knees wide. The milker still attached. Milk still flowing. He unbuckles it, slides the cups off my nipples with aching slowness, catching the last spurts on his tongue. The sight of him drinking straight from me makes my walls clench with need.

“Rhett,” I breathe, lids heavy. “Want you to taste me… everywhere.”

His eyes darken, lips curling into a grin that’s all possession. “Then make a mess for me, baby. Show me what a good little cow you are.”

I obey.

I move both hands up to my tits, full and aching. I squeeze, hard, gasping as hot milk arcs from my swollen nipples. It splashes down the curve of my belly, a slick trail that runs lower, lower—pooling between my thighs. My pussy pulses, drenched, greedy.

“Fucking look at you,” he growls, voice hoarse. “Leaking down your belly, soaking your cunt for me. I should keep you like this forever. Pumped. Pregnant. Needy.”

He drops to his knees in front of me. One broad arm wraps around my waist, supporting the weight, like I’m something sacred. The other spreads me wide. Then his mouth is on me—hot, filthy, hungry.

He licks through the mess, tongue dragging through milk and slick, groaning like he’s found the center of his obsession.

He sucks on my clit until I sob, until I’m jerking forward, almost pulling myself off the table.

“Stay still,” he growls. “Let your brother taste his little sister’s sweet pussy.”

Then he buries his mouth in me again, licking me out with long, possessive strokes, drinking the milk that’s run down to my pussy like it’s his only need.

My vision blurs. My thighs shake.

“Rhett—!”

“Let go,” he commands. “Squirt all over my face. Come like the good little milk cow you are.”

And I do.

My body seizes, every muscle locked and trembling. Heat coils and bursts inside me like a dam breaking, tidal and feral. Milk sprays in thick, stuttering jets from my nipples, striking the table, the floor, his chest. I feel him drink my slick as I writhe under him, pulses of ecstasy rippling through me like contractions. It’s not just an orgasm—it’s surrender. A brand. A baptism.

He moans into me, never letting up. When he finally rises, his lips are slick, chin glistening, cock hard and ready. He doesn’t say anything. He just lays me out spread-eagled on the table and then enters me in one deep, claiming thrust.

My body welcomes him, stretched, needy, desperate for him.

“Still full,” he groans, pistoning into me. “And I’m gonna keep you that way. Like a hallowed vessel, always brimming with what I put in you. God, you’re beautiful like this. I want that belly swollen like that forever. Milk, come, babies. Mine.”

I scream for him again. This is it. This is everything. His cock, my milk, our babies inside me.

His pace breaks. A stuttering thrust. A feral groan against my skin. He comes with a shudder, buried deep.

We stay tangled. Breathing. Milky. Wrecked.

Then he pulls out slow. He kisses between my thighs with a furious hunger, his lips dragging slowly over the tender skin. A long, lingering kiss to my belly, forehead resting there for a moment, breath shaky like he’s overwhelmed by the life inside. His eyes close as he whispers curses into the air.

And finally, he leans in to kiss the bell at my throat. A sealing kiss.

His voice is low, thick. “Mine. Always.”

And I jingle.

Because I’m his.

Because I’m full.

Because this is forever.
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