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Prologue

The snow was already coming down by the time her car pulled into the long gravel drive.

I’d been watching from the second-floor window, a whiskey glass in hand, condensation sweating down my fingers. I’d made sure the heat in her room was turned off. The cold would drive her downstairs. To me.

She stepped out of the car in that ridiculous city coat, black and belted, all fashion and no warmth. Her hair was up, like she’d been going somewhere important before being rerouted here. I wondered if she even knew why she was invited.

Cora.

She used to be all elbows and attitude when we were younger. Now she was curves and silence. She hadn’t said a word during dinner—just sat there across from me, picking at her food, glancing at my throat when she thought I wasn’t looking.

She didn’t know yet. Not the whole thing.

She knew the family wanted her back in the fold. Knew the inheritance was being “evaluated.” She didn’t know about the rest.

Didn’t know the will said the land couldn’t pass until there was a blood heir.

Didn’t know the rest of the cousins were off the table.

Didn’t know the family had chosen her.

Didn’t know I had agreed.

Not yet.

But she would.


Chapter 1

I waited until the lights in her wing went out. Gave her a half-hour to realize how cold it was. Another ten minutes for her to debate whether she should come down. Then I heard her soft steps on the wooden stairs.

I stayed seated in the library chair, one leg lazily slung over the arm, fire crackling beside me.

When she walked in, I didn’t speak.

Neither did she.

She stepped closer to the fire, arms wrapped around her own waist, teeth worrying her bottom lip.

I let her stand there for a moment, warming her hands, pretending not to notice me watching her in the low firelight.

And then I said, calmly, like we’d had the conversation a hundred times before—

“You understand why you’re here, don’t you?”

She stiffened.

Her fingers hovered over the fire a moment longer before slowly dropping to her sides. She turned her head toward me, not all the way—just enough to show she’d heard.

“I thought it was about the estate,” she said softly. “Some kind of… inheritance thing.”

I smirked and leaned forward in the chair, resting my forearms on my knees.

“Is that what they told you?”

Cora shrugged, feigned nonchalance. “They didn’t tell me much.”

“No,” I said. “They wouldn’t have.”

Her eyes flicked to mine, trying to read me.

“You’re not here because of the will,” I said, voice low, deliberate. “You’re here because of what you can do. What you’re for.”

A flush crept up her neck.

She dropped her gaze. “I don’t know what you mean.”

Yes, you do.

I stood slowly. The creak of the leather chair as I rose made her take a small step back without meaning to.

I closed the distance between us, not touching—just hovering close enough that she could feel the heat of me behind her.

I leaned down to her ear. “You’re fertile, aren’t you?”

She flinched.

I didn’t stop.

“Twenty-nine. No birth control. No boyfriend. No job you’d miss. Perfect little womb with no purpose.”

Her breath hitched.

I circled to face her now. Her back was to the fire, casting her in shadow, but I could still see her mouth part slightly.

“You were chosen, Cora.”

“I didn’t agree to anything,” she said quickly.

“You didn’t have to.”

She swallowed hard, voice trembling. “This is insane.”

I stepped closer. “Is it?”

She backed up. One step. Two. Until she hit the tall oak bookshelf behind her.

I didn’t touch her yet. Just braced my hands on either side of her head, caging her in. She was still trying to hold on to the lie. Still clinging to the idea that this wasn’t real.

“Say it,” I murmured.

“No.”

“Say what you were brought here for.”

She shook her head.

I dropped my voice to a whisper, deadly calm. “Say it, Cora.”

She stared up at me, defiant eyes glassy.

“You want me to say I’m here to be…” Her voice broke, eyes flicking away.

I waited.

Finally—

“…bred.”

The word trembled from her lips like it weighed a thousand pounds.

I watched her chest rise and fall, fast and shallow, like the truth had knocked the wind out of her. She didn’t look away, though. Not this time.

I stepped back a half-inch, enough to make her think I might walk away.

Then my hand closed around her wrist.

Her eyes widened—but she didn’t resist as I pulled her forward, steady, slow, toward the rug in front of the fire.

The heat washed over us in waves. The scent of smoke, pine, and the faintest hint of her perfume—something soft, like honey and salt.

I stopped with her in front of the fire, then turned her to face me. Her breath caught when my hands moved to her coat.

Still no resistance.

I slipped the belt loose first, then slowly, deliberately opened the buttons one by one. The coat slid from her shoulders like it had been waiting to fall. Underneath—soft sweater, tight leggings. No bra.

Of course not.

“You were dressed for this,” I said.

She didn’t answer, but I saw the flicker of shame. Or maybe thrill.

Good.

I lifted the sweater slowly, watching the way her nipples hardened as the cold hit them. She raised her arms without being told.

The sweater joined the coat on the floor.

I let my eyes take her in, bare above the waist, skin flushed from firelight and anticipation.

Then my hands slid down her hips. Slow. Possessive. I hooked my fingers under the waistband of her leggings.

She whispered, “This is—”

But I cut her off with a quiet, commanding: “Step out.”

She obeyed.

The leggings peeled down her legs, pooling at her ankles. She stepped out, now completely bare.

Not a single stitch left between us.

I stood for a beat, watching her body. Every inch of it mine.

Then I placed a hand on her shoulder and gently pushed down.

“On your knees.”

She sank to the rug.

I knelt behind her.

My hands moved over her hips, thumbs pressing into the soft give of her thighs. She was already warm. Already trembling.

And when I pushed her forward onto her hands, arching her ass up for me, I saw the proof: soaked.

Ready.

Needing.

I dragged two fingers through the slick between her legs, slow and teasing. She gasped.

“This is what you were made for,” I said, voice low in her ear. “You were made to take me. Every inch. Every time. Until I’ve filled you full enough to put a baby in you.”

Her body shivered.

And when I lined myself up behind her—bare, hard, aching—I didn’t ask for permission.

I just pushed in.

She gasped when I slid in.

Tight. Hot. So fucking wet.

I gripped her hips and stayed there, buried to the hilt, holding still for a breath.

Her fingers dug into the rug. She was panting already.

“Feel that?” I murmured.

She didn’t answer. I leaned forward, letting the weight of my chest brush her back.

“I said,” I growled, lips at her ear, “do you feel how deep I am inside you?”

“Yes,” she whispered.

I rocked my hips forward—slow. Deep. She let out a sound that wasn’t a word.

“I’m not pulling out, Cora.”

She clenched around me.

I smiled.

“I’m going to fuck you just like this—slow, steady—until your pussy gives out or your body takes.”

She whimpered.

I pulled back almost to the tip and slid back in, slower this time. Thicker. Meaner.

“Tell me what I’m doing to you.”

She shook her head, but I didn’t stop moving. Just kept working her open, grinding her down onto me with every stroke.

“Say it.”

“You’re… fucking me.”

“No.” I dragged my hand up her spine, curling into her hair and tugging her head back. “Say it right.”

She moaned when I tugged.

“You’re breeding me,” she breathed.

“Damn right I am.”

I shifted my angle, watching her arch when I found that spot—low, deep, exactly where she needed it.

“You feel that?”

She whimpered again.

“That’s where you’ll carry it. Right there. Where I’m hitting.”

I drove in harder. Her arms trembled beneath her.

“You’re going to feel me for days. Dripping with it. Stretching around it. Knowing every time you move what I did to you.”

She cried out, hips pushing back into me.

“You’ll beg for it,” I said, breath hot on her neck. “Even when you’re full. Even when you’re leaking.”

I dragged my thumb down her spine again, then pressed it between her cheeks, spreading her wider.

Her voice was wrecked when she whispered, “I want it…”

I thrust again. Deep. Sharp. Possessive.

“Yeah?” I growled. “Want me to knock you up, little cousin?”

She gasped, nearly collapsed.

“Tell me.”

“I want you to breed me—please—I want it.”

“Good girl.”

And then I gave it to her.

Deep. Controlled. Measured thrusts that filled every inch, every space, every ache.

Claiming her.

Breeding her.

Not for her pleasure.

For my purpose.

Her moans were getting higher now. Less control, more need. Her knees slid wider across the rug, hips pushing back with every thrust, like her body had given up fighting and decided to welcome it instead.

Good.

I gripped her tighter, one hand locking around her waist to keep her flush against me while the other reached forward, cupping the weight of her breast in my palm.

Perfect fucking handful.

She gasped when I squeezed, her back arching deeper, shoving her tits into my hand like she wanted more. I gave it to her—thumb brushing across her nipple, tugging it slow, twisting until she whimpered.

“Sensitive,” I muttered, rolling her nipple between my fingers.

She nodded frantically, hips jerking.

“You’re going to swell here too,” I whispered, pressing both hands under her chest, lifting her up a little so I could watch them bounce with every thrust. “Once I’ve knocked you up, these’ll get heavy. Tender. Leaking.”

She moaned loud—almost a cry—and I smiled.

“You’ll hate how much you need it. How bad you ache for it. But you’ll beg anyway.”

I drove into her harder, one slow, brutal thrust at a time.

“Say you want it.”

“I want it,” she gasped, back bowed, her whole body strung tight. “Please—just do it—”

“You want my cum?”

“Yes—inside—fuck—please—”

“You want me to finish deep and let it take?”

“Yes!”

I wrapped both arms around her torso, pulled her back tight against my chest. I was buried so deep it hurt. I felt her walls clenching, milking me, her entire body begging without words.

“You’ll carry for me,” I groaned, voice breaking low in her ear. “You’ll take every drop and you won’t spill a single fucking bit.”

She sobbed something incoherent—too gone to speak. I grabbed both her tits, hard, and finally gave in.

I buried myself to the root and came with a growl against her neck, holding her still while I emptied everything I had inside her. Pulse after pulse, thick and slow, leaking deep into her where it would stay.

She collapsed forward onto her elbows—but I kept my hips pressed flush to her ass, not letting a drop slip.

“Still not done,” I whispered against her skin. “You’ll get more before morning.”


Chapter 2

She tried to move, just a little—maybe to breathe, maybe to recover.

I didn’t let her.

I kept one hand firm on her hip, the other still cupping her tit, fingers lazily stroking her nipple like she was mine to pet. Because she was.

Her skin was flushed, damp, trembling beneath me. I could feel her heartbeat in the way her pussy still fluttered around my cock.

She was full.

So full.

I pulled out slow—watching her tense, watching her whimper.

Then I saw it.

My cum started to spill from her, thick and white, sliding down her thighs in slow, messy streaks. Her body was trying to push it out.

“No,” I muttered.

I turned her gently, easing her onto her back on the rug. Her legs were shaking too hard to resist. She looked up at me—dazed, red-lipped, fucked-out.

I grabbed her knees and pulled them wide apart.

“Look at this mess,” I said, voice low, rough with satisfaction. “You really were bred.”

She gasped when I ran two fingers through the mess between her legs. Her hips jerked. I scooped up a thick, creamy line of it just as it started to drip past her entrance.

And then I shoved it back in.

Her eyes rolled back.

I did it again. Slower this time. Scooping it up, pressing it back inside with two fingers deep. Watching her body flutter and clench around the intrusion.

“You think I’m letting you waste this?” I muttered. “This isn’t for the fucking floor.”

She whimpered.

I spread her open wider, using both thumbs now, holding her apart so I could see everything. My cum glistening inside her. Her folds slick and swollen.

“Keep it in,” I ordered. “Every drop.”

She nodded, biting her lip hard.

“Say it.”

“I’ll keep it in,” she whispered.

“Louder.”

“I’ll keep all your cum in me.”

“Because?”

Her voice broke. “Because I want your baby.”

I leaned over her, palms flat on either side of her head, my cock already twitching again just from the sight of her wrecked body.

“You’ll get it,” I growled. “But you’ll beg for it every fucking time I fill you again.”

She was still trembling on the rug, thighs open, skin flushed, slick and dripping—and fuck if that didn’t make me hard all over again.

I leaned down, pressed a kiss to her collarbone, then slid an arm under her knees and another behind her back.

She gasped when I picked her up—body limp, pliant, her arms automatically wrapping around my neck.

“Where are we—”

I sat down in the same chair where I’d waited for her earlier—wide, soft, warm from the fire. She landed right in my lap, straddling me.

Still bare. Still wet. Still full.

Her breath caught as she felt my cock press up between her thighs.

“I told you we weren’t done,” I murmured.

I gripped her hips, lifted her just enough, and angled myself at her entrance. She was so soaked I didn’t need to guide—just let gravity do the work.

She sank onto me with a broken moan, her walls fluttering around every inch as I filled her again.

Still stretched from the first round.

Still sensitive.

Still mine.

Her forehead dropped to my shoulder, and she let out the softest, breathiest “fuck.”

I held her there for a moment—buried deep, unmoving, just feeling the tight heat of her wrapped around me again.

“You feel that?” I whispered against her temple.

She nodded.

“That’s what being bred feels like, Cora.”

She whimpered.

My hands moved up, slow, over her ribs, then back to her tits. Still soft. Still flushed. I cupped them both, squeezing, thumbing her nipples until she gasped again.

“You’ll stay like this for a while,” I said, dragging my thumbs in lazy circles. “Cock deep. Pussy full. Dripping and leaking and aching for more.”

She shifted in my lap, hips grinding down slightly.

My grip tightened.

“Don’t move yet, little cousin,” I warned.

She stilled.

“I want to feel you just like this for a minute. Hot and soaked and sitting on my cock like you belong there.”

“I do,” she whispered.

I smiled.

“Say it again.”

“I belong here.”

“Where?”

She looked up at me, eyes glassy. “On your cock.”

I rocked my hips just enough to make her feel it. Deep. She gasped again.

“You’re going to make me come again like this,” I murmured, “and you’re going to thank me for every drop.”

She shifted in my lap again.

A subtle roll of her hips, just enough friction to chase that edge—but I locked my hands around her waist and stilled her instantly.

“No,” I said.

She whimpered, pressing her face into my neck.

“You don’t get to ride me yet.”

I leaned back in the chair, letting her weight settle fully onto my cock, her slick heat wrapping me like a vice.

“You stay still.”

She swallowed hard, arms tightening around my shoulders like she was trying to anchor herself against the ache.

I brought my hands up slowly, cupping both her breasts again. Still soft. Still sensitive. Her nipples were flushed and hard, begging for it.

So I gave them attention—slow, deliberate, thumbs dragging over the peaks, pinching just enough to make her hips twitch.

“Tell me what you want,” I murmured.

Her voice was hoarse. “I want you.”

“Too vague.”

I rolled one nipple between my fingers, let the other breast bounce in my palm.

“Tell me exactly what you want, Cora.”

She moaned low in her throat. “I want you to move.”

“Why?”

“Because it hurts.”

“Good,” I said, pinching harder. She gasped.

“You’re going to beg for it,” I said, voice right in her ear. “You’re going to sit right there—full and aching—and say exactly what you need. Or you get nothing.”

I ground my hips up once—slow and deep—and she cried out, clinging to my shoulders.

“Again?” I asked.

“Yes—please—”

I held her hips in place.

“No more until you say it right.”

Her body trembled. Her lips brushed my ear.

“I want you to breed me again,” she whispered.

“Still not good enough.”

I dragged her hips against mine just enough to tease. She sobbed, hips twitching.

“Say exactly what you want. Say what you want me to do to this pussy.”

“I want you to fuck me—hard,” she gasped. “I want you to fill me again, make me leak—make me yours. Please—”

I smiled.

“There she is.”

I grabbed her ass in both hands, lifted her up, and slammed her back down.

She screamed.

Then I did it again.

And again.

And again.

I gripped her hips like they were mine.

Because they were.

Her thighs were already trembling, her chest slick with sweat, breasts bouncing with every rough slam of her body down onto mine.

She couldn’t speak anymore. Just broken gasps and little sobs of pleasure as I fucked up into her from below—thick, deep, punishing thrusts that made her toes curl and her nails dig into my shoulders.

“You asked for this,” I growled, voice ragged. “You begged for it.”

She nodded frantically, tears streaking the corners of her eyes, lips parted and desperate.

“I’m not stopping until I feel your pussy squeeze the cum out of me.”

Her moan shattered into a cry.

I grabbed a handful of her ass and angled her just right—so every thrust hit exactly where it needed to. Her whole body jolted, her nails leaving crescents in my skin.

“You feel that? That’s where my baby’s going.”

She tried to answer, but her mouth just opened and closed, her brain gone.

Good.

I slammed into her harder, faster now—full-length thrusts, nothing held back. She was soaked, dripping down my cock and over my thighs, making every motion wet and obscene.

“You’re gonna feel me for days,” I hissed, fucking her through the mess. “Every step you take, you’ll remember this. Remember who put it in you. Who made you full.”

Her body jerked once, then clamped down around me—tight, spasming, wet. She came hard, crying out against my neck, thighs shaking uncontrollably.

I didn’t slow down.

I pulled her tighter, grunted against her skin, and then—

I came.

Hard.

Deep.

Spilling everything into her again, cock buried to the base, holding her there so none of it could escape.

Pulse after pulse.

Rope after rope.

Until she slumped in my arms, completely used, completely filled, and completely mine.

I stayed inside her, not pulling out, not letting go.

I leaned up to her ear and whispered:

“You’re going to need more than two loads if we’re doing this right.”


Chapter 3

She sagged against my chest, legs sprawled on either side of mine, skin hot and damp, her pussy still stretched around me. Still leaking. Still twitching.

I held her there, arms wrapped tight around her back. My cock was softening, but not by much—not with the heat of her wrapped around me, not with the mess already dripping out between us.

I wasn’t done.

Not even close.

I shifted slightly in the chair, enough to pull out of her slow.

She whimpered.

My hands gripped her thighs, spreading them wide on either side of my lap. I looked down and watched it—thick white cream already sliding out, making a mess of her pussy and my lap.

“Fucking hell, Cora,” I muttered, voice rough with satisfaction. “Look what you’re wasting.”

She moaned softly, head lolling back, throat bare and vulnerable.

I dragged my fingers through the slick mess between her legs. Warm, wet, and so fucking full.

Then I pushed two fingers inside—slow, deep, knuckle-deep.

She gasped, hips jerking against my lap.

“You think I’m just gonna let it leak out of you?” I asked, voice low, lips brushing her ear. “After all that?”

I started fucking it back in.

Slow. Deep. Intentional.

Every thrust of my fingers shoved more of it up into her.

She cried out, body bucking helplessly against my hand.

“You’re going to hold it,” I said. “Every last drop.”

Her walls clenched around my fingers, trying to suck them in deeper, milking them.

“Want me to add more?” I teased, curling my fingers just right. “You’ll need more if you really want to be knocked up.”

She sobbed something that might have been yes, but I didn’t stop.

“You want to feel so full it’s dripping down your thighs while you sleep?”

She nodded frantically, moaning as I shoved my fingers in to the hilt again.

“You want to be bred until your belly’s round and heavy?”

“Yes,” she choked. “Please—please—more—”

“You’ll get more.”

I twisted my fingers deep inside her again.

“But you’re going to keep begging.”

Her body was twitching around my fingers, soaked and wrecked and stretched wide.

I curled them one last time, dragging through the mess deep inside her.

Then I pulled out—slow, slick, obscene.

Thick streaks of my cum clung to my fingers. Warm and dripping.

She stared at them through half-lidded eyes, lips parted, chest rising and falling like she’d run a marathon.

I held my hand up to her face.

“You know what to do.”

Her breath caught. She didn’t even hesitate.

She leaned forward, lips wrapping around both fingers at once, and I groaned low in my throat as she sucked.

Not a taste.

Not a little lick.

She sucked.

Tongue swirling, mouth warm and eager, moaning around them like she’d been starved for it.

“God damn,” I muttered, watching her cheeks hollow, watching her clean every trace of it off like it belonged to her.

Like she’d earned it.

I pulled my fingers out slow, strings of spit and cum still clinging to them, and dragged my thumb down her jaw, smearing it into her skin.

“You really are made for this.”

She nodded, dazed.

“You want more?”

“Yes,” she whispered, voice wrecked.

“Then back on your knees.”

I stood, still hard, already throbbing again.

She slid off my lap onto the rug, obedient now. Feral. Need written all over her face.

I walked around behind her, slow, savoring it—her slick thighs, her dripping cunt, her ruined body begging for one more round.

“Hands on the floor.”

She obeyed.

“Knees wide.”

Wider.

I stroked myself behind her, watching her hole flutter open again—used, stretched, leaking my seed but still hungry for more.

“This is your place now,” I said, lining myself up again. “On your knees. On the floor. Ready to be filled. Again. And again. And again.”

She looked over her shoulder, eyes glassy.

“Do it,” she begged.

And I did.
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