
        
            
                
            
        

    
The Mechanic’s Virgin

He Took Her First Time… and Then Made Her His Baby Mama. 

Chapter1

Sweat’s running down my spine, soaking into a black tee already streaked with motor oil. The sun’s a bastard today—high noon, sky bleached and sharp, heat shimmering off the gravel out back. I’m bent over a ’94 Ram that’s being a complete dick about firing, arms deep in the engine, when I hear the crunch of flip-flops on dirt.

Then his voice:
“Ellie, get your ass back inside. It’s too hot to be wanderin’ around.”
I straighten. Wipe my hands on a rag that’s more grease than cloth. And there she is. 

She’s got a plastic cup in one hand, ice rattling, lemonade maybe. Tight tank top clinging to the high curve of her tits, those perky little things no girl that age should know how to show off like that. Cutoffs that don’t even pretend to cover her thighs. Tan legs, long and smooth, sun-kissed all the way up to the faint white edge where her shorts cut across her hips.
She looks me right in the eye, all wide and curious and shameless.

That’s when I realize I’ve never seen her before. Not once.
So this is Ellie.
Tom’s daughter. 

Eighteen? Nineteen, maybe. Barely legal. Eyes like trouble. Cheeks flushed. She’s sucking at that straw like it’s got secrets.

Christ.
“Ellie,” he snaps again, like she’s a damn dog. “Inside.” 

“Just bringing y’all something cold,” she mumbles, flicking her gaze from him to me. I can feel it sticking. She lingers—one, two, three heartbeats too long—and then turns, hips swaying like she doesn’t even know what she’s doing.

But she knows.
I watch her go, and the ache in my cock’s fast and sharp.
“Don’t,” Tom mutters beside me. “I see the way you looked. Don’t even fuckin’ think about it.” 

I don’t say anything. Just scrub harder at my palms with that ruined rag, pretending that’s the heat turning my skin red.

But I’m already thinking about it.
About the way those shorts rode up the crease of her ass.
About the shy way her lashes lowered—then lifted. 

About how damn easy it’d be to press her against the workbench and bend her over it.
And that’s a problem. Because I don’t play with things I can’t keep.

Don’t touch what ain’t mine.
Except sometimes?
What’s forbidden is the only thing that tastes worth having.
And fuck me—
I already want to fill her up and see how pretty her belly looks, round and tight with my cum. 

Chapter2

The day runs long. Sun starts bleeding down behind the line of trees, and the heat gives up a little, leaving that thick golden quiet you get right before dark in the country. Tom’s gone an hour ago, muttering about dinner, leaving me with a half-finished carburetor and the radio whispering old blues through static.

I’m just shutting the bay door when a shadow flickers at the corner of my eye.
“Hey,” she says. 

Ellie. Standing there with that same damn cup in her hand, ice half-melted, one bare shoulder slipping out of a white tank top that’s seen better days. The light catches in her hair, turning it to honey. She shouldn’t be here.

“Your dad’s not around,” I say. “I know. He forgot his lunchbox.” She gestures vaguely toward the little office at the back. “Thought I’d grab it.”

“Could’ve waited till morning.”
She shrugs. “Could’ve.” 

Then she walks past me, that sweet summer smell trailing after her—soap, sweat, something faintly floral. I try not to look but I always do. The hem of her shorts has frayed edges brushing the tops of her thighs, threads catching the glow from the shop lights. She bends over the desk, searching, and my eyes betray me all over again. The curve of her back. The way that thin shirt lifts, showing a sliver of skin just above her waistband. A tiny freckle right there.

“You always work this late?” she asks, voice soft but knowing. 

“Sometimes.” She turns, holding the old metal lunchbox, tapping it against her leg. “You like it?”

“The job?”
“Yeah.”
“Pays.” I wipe my hands on a rag again, though they’re already clean. “Keeps me busy.” 

Her eyes catch mine —steady, unflinching. She steps closer. The air feels heavy between us, thick with oil and dust and whatever this thing is starting to become. She’s standing too near now; I can smell the lemonade on her breath, feel the heat of her bare skin.

“Dad says you’re good with engines.” 

“Been doing it a long time.” “I bet you’re good with your hands,” she murmurs, like she doesn’t realize what she’s just said. Then she blushes and looks away too fast, and I swear I feel that tiny, accidental confession right in my gut.

“Ellie,” I start, rougher than I mean to, “you shouldn’t—”
She glances up again, biting her lip. “Shouldn’t what?”
I take a step back before I do something stupid. “Be here. Alone. This late.”
She doesn’t move. “You’re here.”
“That’s different.”
“Is it?” 

Her voice is barely a whisper now, and for a second, I can see it—how easy it’d be to reach out, catch her by the waist, pull her in until that lemonade cup drops and spills cold down our feet. But I don’t. I can’t. Tom’s face flashes in my mind, the grease on his hands, the way he said don’t even think about it.

“Go home,” I tell her finally. 

She holds my stare for one long beat, something hurt or curious flickering there, then turns toward the door. Her hips sway as she walks away, slow, deliberate this time. At the threshold she glances back once, half-smile, eyes bright and unguarded.

“Night, mister.” 

The door creaks shut, and I stand there in the humming silence, every nerve in me alive and furious. I look down and see a bead of lemonade on the floor, catching the light like a drop of gold.

And I know damn well this is the start of something I won’t be able to stop. 

Chapter3

Tom left his damn socket wrench in my truck bed again. He’s the kind of guy who always borrows, never returns, and somehow still expects you to be grateful he asked. Normally I’d toss it in the garage bin and let him find it, but something makes me head toward the house instead.

Maybe it’s the quiet. Maybe it’s the ache that hasn’t let up since she looked me in the eye last night and asked if I was good with my hands.

I pull up slow, tires crunching gravel. There’s no truck in the drive. Porch light’s not on yet, but I see movement behind the screen door—soft shape, slender shoulders. I kill the engine and step out, tool in hand.

She opens the door before I knock.
Ellie. 

That same white tank top, but softer now, maybe looser. No bra underneath. Hair in a lazy bun. Her feet are bare.
“You here alone?” I ask, and my voice comes out lower than it should.

“Dad’s at the bar. Won’t be back for a while.” 

She leans against the doorframe like she doesn’t feel it—that slow, hot pull between us. Like she doesn’t see the way I look at her chest for just a second too long before dragging my eyes away.

“Brought this,” I mutter, holding up the wrench like it’s some kind of shield.
Her mouth quirks. “Come in?” 

I should say no. I should throw the tool in a box and back off down the steps and forget this whole damn thing. But she’s already turning, walking inside without waiting for an answer. The door creaks open wider.

I follow. The house smells like lemon cleaner and old wood. Fan clicks in the corner. TV murmurs some forgettable game show. She sets two glasses on the counter and pours tea, sweet and dark, the southern kind that could rot your teeth.

She slides one toward me and hops onto the counter like she does it all the time, knees brushing together. I can see the line of her thighs, the pale skin peeking past those ragged shorts. Her toes flex against the cabinet.

“You always bring tools to girls’ houses?”
“Only the important ones.” 

She grins at that —sharp and warm, eyes too bright for her own good. She sips her tea, then licks a drop off her bottom lip, slow. I feel it like a punch in the gut.

“You gonna sit, or just stand there scowling?” I pull out a chair but don’t sit all the way, one boot resting on the crossbar, forearms on the table. Her gaze skims me like she’s memorizing something.

“You look younger when you’re not covered in grease,” she says.
“And you look—”
I catch myself.
She tilts her head. “What?”
“Never mind.”
“Nuh uh. Say it.” 

I hesitate. Her eyes gleam. “You look like trouble,” I say finally. “Wrapped in sugar.”

She laughs—really laughs—and the sound does something to me I don’t like. Makes my throat tight.
“Guess that makes you the kind of man who wants a taste anyway.” 

I look at her. Really look. Those lips. That body. That heat she doesn’t even try to hide. But underneath it, I see something else, something soft. This girl doesn’t even know what she’s playing with. Not really.

“You shouldn’t flirt like that,” I tell her.
“Why not?” 

“‘Cause you’re not ready for what happens if I stop pretending I don’t want to ruin you.”
She freezes just a second. Breath hitches. Then she shifts on the counter, knees spreading the tiniest bit, and says quietly:

“Maybe I want to be ruined.”
I stand. Too fast. Glass rattles.
She blinks.
“Where’s the bathroom?” I ask, already needing distance, control, anything.
She points down the hall, mouth parted like she wants to say more but doesn’t. 

When I get there I splash cold water on my face. Gripping the sink, staring into the mirror, I tell myself she’s just a kid. That it’s just teasing. That I’ll walk out, thank her for the tea, and leave before I make a mistake I’ll never come back from.
I stay in there too long.

When I finally come out, she’s gone from the kitchen. The hallway’s dark. 

I slip out the door like a thief, wrench forgotten on the table, and drive home with my teeth clenched and my cock hard the whole damn way.

Chapter4

It’s past nine, sky gone black, thunder growling somewhere behind the hills. The rain’s been coming down in waves—hot, sticky summer storm that soaks the earth but doesn’t cool a damn thing. I’m the only one left in the garage. Just me, the hum of the overhead lights, and the clink of tools in a silent building.

And then I hear the knock.
I don’t expect it. It’s light—barely there. I almost think I imagined it.
But when I crack the door open, she’s there.
Ellie. Soaked to the fucking skin. 

Her tank top’s translucent, plastered to her chest, two perfect nipples punched hard against the fabric. Shorts cling like paint, dark and dripping, riding so high I see the crease where her thighs meet her hips. Barefoot. Hair stuck to her cheeks. A Tupperware dish cradled in both hands.

“I brought you food,” she says. Breathless. Drenched. Unapologetic.
I step back without thinking, let her in, shut the door hard behind her.
“Jesus Christ, Ellie—what the hell are you doin’? You could’ve slipped out there.” 

She shrugs, shivering. Her lips are flushed, wet. “I saw your truck. Figured you hadn’t eaten. Didn’t realize the storm was gonna—”

“Give me that.” I take the dish, set it aside, grab the cleanest towel I can find. “You’re soaked through.” 

She doesn’t move when I come back. Just watches me, eyes wide and shining.
I press the towel to her neck. Start slow. Blotting rain from her skin.

She lets me. 

Her skin’s soft. Damp. Warm beneath the chill. I work down over her collarbone, under the straps of her tank. My knuckles brush the tops of her breasts.

She gasps—quiet, sharp—and I stop.
“You gonna stop me?” I ask, voice low.
“No.”
I drop the towel.
And hook my fingers in the hem of her tank. “Take it off,” I say. 

She lifts her arms. I peel the top up and over, drag it off, and toss it behind me. Her chest is bare. Tight little tits, perfect handfuls, nipples flushed and hard as fuckin’ candy.

“Fuck,” I breathe.
She doesn’t look away. Just whispers: “I wanted to see you.” 

I step in close, palms sliding up her ribs, filling my hands with the weight of her. I thumb her nipples and she whimpers, hips shifting forward.

“You wanted to feed me?” I growl.
She nods. 

“I’m starving, baby.” I bend, tongue flicking over one hard bud, then pulling it between my lips. I suck—slow, deep. Feel the way she squirms against me, fingers in my hair, breath catching like she can’t hold it.

I move to the other, and she moans.
“Mmnnh—fuck—” 

She’s so responsive, so fucking raw, it goes straight to my cock. I reach behind her, grip the back of her thighs, lift her onto the workbench without a word.

Her legs part. 

Those tiny shorts ride up, soaked, snug against her heat. The crotch is darker than the rest—she’s wet from more than rain.

“Lay back,” I rasp. She obeys, slowly. Leans back on her elbows, chest rising fast. I drop to my knees.

She stares, breathless. 

I drag her soaked shorts down her legs. They peel off inch by inch, tugged over trembling thighs. No panties. No fucking panties. Just her.

Her cunt’s bare, slick, puffy, glistening— rain and heat and need. Her folds are delicate, flushed pink, clit already peeking out and begging.

“Holy fuck,” I groan. “You’re so fuckin’ pretty down here.” 

She gasps again as I grip her thighs and spread her wide. Her knees hang over the edge of the bench. I lean in.

One long, slow lick—flat tongue from the bottom up. “Ah—hh—” Her back arches.
I do it again, slower this time. Taste her. So sweet it makes my head spin. 

Her fingers claw at the bench, mouth open, eyes locked on mine as I tongue her again and again—wet slurping licks that make her tremble, make her hips twitch.

“D-Don’t stop,” she whines.
I suck her clit, tongue swirling, lips sealing around it to pull her apart with my mouth.
She writhes, thighs clamping around my head. 

Her moans echo. Real ones. “Ffff—fuck, that feels so—hnnh—please, don’t stop, please—”

I grip her hips, hold her steady, eat her like it’s my goddamn job. Her slick floods my tongue. She’s leaking for me, cunt pulsing. I can feel the tension rising in her belly, the way her thighs twitch and close, her body going taut.

“You gonna cum for me, baby?”
“Y-yes—yesyesyes—”
“Then give it to me.”
I suck hard, tongue flicking fast, and she shatters.
“Ahhh—ahHNN—FUCK—!” 

She cums against my face, whole body shaking, fingers tangled in my hair as she cries out, thighs squeezing my skull. Her pussy throbs, clenches, leaks hot on my chin. I don’t stop—just lick through it, keep her riding.

Only when she collapses does her grip loosen.
I rise, face wet with her, and kiss her stomach. Her tits. Her mouth.
She kisses me back, desperate. Tastes herself on my tongue.
“I—I didn’t think—”
I grab her jaw, thumb on her cheek. “You were made for this. You feel that?”
I press her palm against my cock through my jeans. Hard as fuck, leaking. 

Her eyes widen. “I wanna be inside you,” I growl. “Wanna fuck you so full you drip me for days. But not yet.”

“Why not?” she breathes.
“Because once I’m in, I’m not pulling out. Not ever.” 

Her legs tighten around me. She grinds, slow and hungry, over the bulge in my jeans, mouth hot on my neck.

“Then don’t,” she whispers. 

I drag her off the bench, press her back against the wall. One hand fists her hair, the other between her legs again, rubbing her soaked slit until she’s moaning into my mouth.

I kiss her. Deep. Wet. Dirty. Tongue twisting hers, breath hot and heavy.

It’s not sweet.
It’s possession.
It’s the start of everything I’m about to ruin.
And if she doesn’t stop me soon—
I’m gonna fuck her right here with the thunder shaking the roof and her name in my throat. 

Chapter5

She’s panting into my mouth, fingers clawed in my shirt, her bare chest hot and sticky against mine, her cunt still twitching from the orgasm I dragged out of her with my tongue.

And I still haven’t fucked her. 

I could. I’m so goddamn hard it hurts. My cock’s pressing like iron against the zipper of my jeans, every twitch begging for her. She’d let me—she’s soaking, needy, her breath coming in these little broken gasps.

But not yet.
No.
She’s gonna grind first. She’s gonna beg. 

I sit back on the bench behind me and pull her into my lap, straddling me. She follows without hesitation, thighs wide around me, flushed and trembling and wrecked.

Her slick heat presses against my thigh—bare cunt dragging across denim.
She gasps. “Oh—god.”
I grip her hips.
“Ride,” I growl. “Right here.”
Her eyes flick down. “O-On your…?”
“My leg. Rub that needy little pussy on me till you can’t see straight.” 

She lets out this shaky sound —half a whimper, half a moan—and starts to move.
Slow at first. Testing. Hips rocking in a lazy circle, her slick spreading over the rough seam of my jeans. She drags her clit across it, catches it just right.

Her head drops back.
“Fffffuck—”
“Yeah?” I grab her ass, guide her rhythm. “That feel good, baby?”
She nods, frantic. “Y-yes. Feels s-so—hnnh—good.”
“That’s right. Rub yourself on me. Soakin’ my jeans already, little thing. You’re fuckin’ dripping.” 

She gasps again, thrusting harder. Her tits bounce with every grind, sweat and arousal mixing on her flushed skin. I lean in, suck one nipple into my mouth, teeth grazing it.
She cries out.

“Ohh—nnh—fuck, don’t stop—please—”
I bite it gently, then pull back, lips slick.
“You like riding me, huh? Look at you. Leavin’ a fuckin’ mess.” 

I reach between us. Slide two fingers through her slick, spread her folds wide, then smear it over my thigh right where she’s grinding. Slick it up for her.

She sobs.
“I—I can’t—ohmygod—” 

“Yeah you can. You’re gonna cum on me again, just from grinding. No cock. No fingers. Just your greedy little cunt humpin’ my leg like you need it.” She rides harder.

Her hips are slamming now, desperate, fast little circles over my thigh, every nerve in her focused on that spot—wet heat dragging, clit catching on rough denim just right.

“Ffffffuck, I’m—!”
“Do it.”
“—I’m gonna—!”
“Cum on me.”
And she does. 

It rips through her like lightning —her whole body tensing, legs locking around me, back arching as she screams into my neck.
“AHH—HNNGH—fuckfuckfuck—!”

She trembles. Shudders. Grinds even slower, desperate little aftershocks twitching through her as she rocks out every last second of it.

I hold her close, breathe her in. My thigh’s soaked.
My cock’s fucking aching.
And still — I don’t fuck her.
Yet.
I nuzzle her throat, kiss under her jaw. 

“Feel that?” I whisper, dragging her hand down to my cock.
She moans when she grips it. Thick. Hard. Pulsing. Straining for her.

“I’ve been holding that for you.”
She nods, breath still stuttering.
I lean in, tongue at her ear. “Next time,” I whisper, “I’m putting this inside you.” 

Chapter6

She’s still in my lap, legs wrapped around me, sweat sticking to her skin, thighs slick and trembling. Her breath comes in short little gasps, mouth parted, eyes unfocused.

She just came all over my thigh.
Twice.
No cock.
No fingers. 

Just the drag of her cunt against my jeans while I whispered filth in her ear and watched her unravel like a good girl in heat.
And I haven’t touched myself once.

But my cock’s fucking throbbing. Every pulse sharp. My balls feel like they’re gonna burst. I’m hard enough to hurt, zipper digging in, soaked with precum from grinding under her.

She shifts in my lap, still dazed. 

Then she feels it — that heavy, hot press against her ass. Her eyes widen. Her fingers move down, trace my bulge.

“You’re so… hard…”
“No shit.” 

I pull her off me. Grip her hips, lift her down off my lap, set her on the bench next to me. She whines at the loss of contact, legs wobbly, knees still slick from her own mess.
“I—I want you,” she whispers.

“Yeah?” I ask, standing. My voice is rough now. Shot to hell.
She nods. “I need you in me.”
“Not yet.” 

She makes this little sound — frustrated, broken — thighs squeezing together like she’s desperate for more friction.

I stare her down. Slowly, I reach for my belt.
“You wanna see what you do to me?” 

Her breath catches. “Yes.” I pop the buckle. Metal clicks. Her eyes follow every move like a girl watching a countdown to detonation.

I drag the zipper down.
Free my cock.
It slaps up against my stomach, thick, flushed, soaked at the tip. Precum strings from the head to my jeans.
Her lips part.
She moans.
“Oh my god.” 

“That’s what you’ve been grinding on,” I growl. “That’s what’s been under you the whole time. Hard. Waiting.”
I wrap a fist around the base. Slow stroke up the shaft. The veins bulge. I’m soaked already, leaking so much it sounds wet when I twist my grip.

“Fffuck—” I hiss.
She stares, lips parted, legs spread without thinking.
“You’re gonna sit there,” I say, “and watch.”
She nods, too breathless to speak. 

“I’m not touching you. I’m not kissing you. I’m just gonna jerk off right in front of you, and you’re gonna sit there and ache.”

My hand pumps slow. Thick and measured. I drag my thumb over the slit and smear precum down the shaft, then stroke again, rougher. My jaw clenches. She stares at it. At me. Her thighs rub together. Her hand dips between her legs — I slap it away.

“No. You don’t touch. You just watch.”
Her whimper is half desperate, half wrecked.
“Why?” she breathes.
“Because I want you needing it. Begging.” 

I stroke harder now. My head drops back. I grunt, every flick of my wrist loud, lewd, obscene. I know she can smell it — that raw, masculine heat — and it’s driving her crazy.

When I look again, she’s squirming. Panting. Her cunt’s visibly wet, slick glistening between her thighs. Her nipples are tight, chest rising and falling.

“I wanna ride it,” she moans. “Please.” “Not yet.”
“I want your cum in me—” 

“Oh, you’ll get it,” I growl, breath tight. “You’re gonna feel me fucking explode inside you so deep you’ll taste it. But not tonight.”

“Please…”
My pace quickens. Balls tight. Cock raging. Her eyes lock on my hand, watching every twist, every shudder.
“Say it,” I growl. “Say what you want.” 

“I want your cock inside me—please, I can’t take it, I need it, I want you to fuck me—”
I snarl. My hand tightens, motion wild now, close as hell—

But I stop.
At the edge.
Fist still clenched. Muscles shaking. Cock twitching, swollen, glistening, red and ready to blow.
She gasps.
“No—why did you stop—?” 

“Because I don’t wanna waste this,” I say, breathing hard. “Not on the floor. Not on your tits. I’m gonna give it to you where it belongs.”

I step closer. Grab her jaw. “I’ll give it to you so deep, baby girl… you’ll feel it for days.”

Chapter7

She’s sitting there, thighs trembling, pussy slick and pulsing, watching me fist my cock like she’s under a spell — eyes wide, lips parted, chest heaving. She just begged for it. Said she needs it inside her.

And god help me — I’m fucking done pretending I don’t want to own her. 

I let go of my cock, still thick and twitching, and step between her legs. Her breath hitches when I cup her cheek, tilt her face up.

“You sure?”
Her voice is wrecked. “Yes.”
“This is your first time.”
“Yes.” “You want me to take it?”
“Yes. I want you to be the one.”
My cock throbs, leaking hot across my stomach. My restraint snaps in half.
“Get down,” I growl. “On the floor. Now.” 

She slides off the bench on shaky legs, lets me lower her down onto the cool concrete — slow, careful, my hand behind her head so she doesn’t bump it. I spread my jacket beneath her, bare skin against leather.

She lays back for me, legs bent, open. So fucking ready. 

I kneel between her thighs and drink her in. Young, untouched, glistening. Cunt flushed and soaked, lips spread slightly from all the teasing. Her clit’s swollen, throbbing. Her hole — still tight, still virgin — pulses like it’s waiting for me.

“This might hurt,” I murmur, running my fingers down her slit.
“I don’t care.”
“You’ll bleed a little.”
“I want to.”
I stroke the head of my cock through her folds, spreading slick, lining up.
“I’m not pulling out,” I warn.
She stares up at me, eyes glassy. “Good.”
I growl. “Say it.”
“I want you to cum in me.”
“Fuckin’ hell, baby…”
I press the head in. 

She gasps — eyes wide, body tensing — as I push just the tip inside. Her virgin pussy’s so tight it grips instantly, heat swallowing me inch by inch.

“Breathe,” I murmur, kissing her throat. “You’re doing perfect.”
Her hands clutch my arms. Nails dig into my biceps. “Ffffuck—yyou’re big—”
“I know. You’re stretching so good for me. Taking it like a good girl.”
I rock forward, slowly. Open her.
The ridge of my cock pops past the tightest ring of muscle and I feel her jerk, breath stuttering.
“Oh my—mmnnnh—”
I stop, hold still, kissing her jaw, her shoulder.
“You okay?”
She nods. Barely. “Do you want me to stop?”
“Don’t you fucking dare,” she whispers, wrecked.
I laugh, low and dark.
“That’s my girl.”
I push deeper. 

Her pussy hugs me like it’s never taken anything before. It’s resisting me — sweet, trembling walls squeezing like she doesn’t know how to let go. I sink in inch by inch, watching her face the whole time, until I’m halfway in and she’s whimpering into my mouth.

“You’re doin’ so good, baby,” I whisper. “Stretching around every thick inch. Letting me ruin you.”
She cries out when I bottom out — hips flush, cock buried all the way inside her tight virgin cunt. “Oh my god—mmhn—!”
“That’s it. That’s you,” I growl, rocking just slightly to feel the squeeze. “This pussy’s mine now.”
She grips my shoulders like she’s drowning.
“You’re inside me…”
“You feel that pressure in your belly?”
She nods.
“That’s me. Deep. Where no one’s ever been. I’m the first. Gonna be the only.” 

I pull back slow — feel every wet, clenching drag of her pussy as it tries to keep me — then thrust in again, deep and slow.
She moans, full-throated.

“Ahhnn—fuuuck—!”
“That’s right. Let it out. I want to hear you.”
I start moving. 

Not fast. Not hard. Deep. Long strokes that open her slowly, inch after inch, hips grinding against hers, cock stroking her virgin walls until she’s dripping, gasping, writhing.

Her thighs shake. Her nipples are tight. Her hands keep clawing at my back, pulling me down.
“Tell me you want my cum,” I breathe.
“I—I want it—” “Where?”
“In me—please—breed me—”
I slam in harder.
Her mouth drops open. She chokes on a sob.
“You want me to fuck a baby into you?”
“Y-yes—”
“Say it. Say it like you fucking mean it.” 

“I want you to breed me! I want you to fill me up with your cum—I want to feel it dripping out—I want to get pregnant—!”
I groan, loud, nearly losing it.

My rhythm shifts — faster now, more aggressive. Her body takes it better now, cunt used to the stretch, soaked and sucking me in like it loves me.

Her thighs wrap around me. Lock tight.
“Cum for me again, baby girl.”
“I—I can’t—”
“Yes you can.”
I rub her clit, thumb fast and dirty, timed to every deep thrust.
“Cum on this cock, first time or not.” “AH—f-fuck—fuck, I’m—!”
She breaks. 

Her pussy clamps down hard, milking me, her whole body twitching and grinding against me as she screams through it.

She’s shaking. Wrecked. Gutted.
And I’m still fucking her through it.
Because I’m not done.
I growl, hips slamming faster.
“I’m gonna fill you now.”
Her fingers dig in. She’s delirious. “Yes—fill me—cum inside me—”
I roar.
Bury myself to the root.
And unleash. 

My cock pulses. Thick streams of cum shoot into her — hot, deep, never-ending. Her pussy flutters around me, swallowing every drop.

“Take it,” I grunt. “Take my fuckin’ load—”
She does. 

Every last drop. When I finally stop moving, I’m still inside her. Still pulsing. Her belly’s trembling. My cum’s already leaking out around my cock.

She’s blinking up at me. Wrecked. Glowing.
“…holy shit,” she whispers.
I kiss her throat. Her jaw. Her lips. “You’re mine now,” I murmur. “And I’m not done.” 

Chapter8

The morning sun’s brutal. Summer’s cracked open early, sweat already beading on my neck as I slide under the next job — a beat-up Dodge Dakota with a busted axle and no business still being on the road.

Tom’s out front, bent over a transmission with a cigarette burning between his fingers. He doesn’t talk much in the mornings. I don’t either.

Not after last night. 

I’m running on no sleep. My body’s sore in all the best ways. Cock heavy in my jeans, still thinking about the way she moaned when I filled her, when her pussy clamped down like it knew me now. She came so hard she bit my shoulder. Bled a little, just like I told her she would.

I came twice. Bare. Deep. Didn’t pull out either time. Now she’s probably walking funny. Maybe still sore. Maybe there’s a trail of me drying on the inside of her thigh while her daddy torques bolts and has no fucking idea.

That’s when the bell over the side door rings.
“Hey!” a voice calls. Sweet. Light.
Her. 

Ellie walks in carrying a brown paper bag in one hand and two glass bottles of that overpriced root beer her daddy likes in the other.

“Thought I’d bring you boys lunch,” she says, real cheerful. 

I roll out from under the truck just in time to catch the little bounce in her step, the smooth sway of her hips, the way her hair’s tied back lazy like she just woke up and didn’t try too hard.
She’s in a sundress. Short. Blue. No bra. No shame.

And she’s glowing.
Like a girl who got ruined all night and loved it.
My jaw clenches.
Tom grunts. “You didn’t have to.”
“I wanted to.” She hands him one of the bottles, smiling.
I stand slowly, wiping grease off my hands, watching her like I can’t not.
She turns toward me next — and fuck me, she smiles like she’s innocent.
Like she didn’t ride my cock until her eyes crossed.
Like I didn’t watch her drip my cum down her thighs between rounds.
“Brought yours too,” she says, soft, holding the second bottle out.
Her eyes meet mine.
There’s heat under it. Wicked.
I take the bottle. Our fingers touch. Just a brush.
I feel her tense — barely.
She’s still sensitive. Still sore.
“You sleep okay?” I ask, voice low.
Tom doesn’t catch it. But she does.
Her cheeks flush.
“Mmhm.” She opens the paper bag. “I made sandwiches.”
Tom takes his. “Appreciate it, baby.” 

She offers me mine. I grab it, close enough now to smell her. She still smells like last night. Like sweat and sex and me.

She leans a little closer, pretends to tuck something back in the bag.
Whispers, “Still leaking.”
My cock jerks.
I almost drop the sandwich.
Tom doesn’t look up. Doesn’t see what’s happening ten feet away. 

She straightens, says brightly, “Let me know if you want anything else,” then turns and walks toward the door, sundress swishing.

And as she steps outside into the light — she pauses.
Glances back.
Lets her fingers drag slowly across her thigh. My cum.
She knows I’m watching.
Then she’s gone.
Tom lights a cigarette. Doesn’t say a word. 

But I’m standing there, sandwich in one hand, root beer sweating in the other, dick full and throbbing in my jeans, and all I can think about is grabbing her tonight, throwing her over the hood of that Dodge, and fucking her until she’s leaking again.

The second she walks out the door, I drop the sandwich, toss the bottle on the bench, and follow.
I don’t even look back to see if Tom notices. He doesn’t. 

He’s elbow -deep in an oil pan, and I’ve got a wet, cockdrunk little tease in a sundress walking slow across the gravel like her thighs aren’t slippery with my cum.

I catch her just around the corner of the garage — the narrow strip between the building and the fence line, shaded and quiet and hot as fuck.

I grab her wrist and pull.
She gasps, then melts the second she sees it’s me.
“Couldn’t help yourself, huh?” she whispers. 

“You wanna mouth off?” I growl, backing her against the siding, one hand pressed firm over her chest, just above the bounce of her tits. “After what you said in there?”
She grins. Grins. The little devil.

“I told the truth.” 

“You’re soaked,” I murmur, dragging my fingers under the hem of her dress. I lift it slowly. No panties. Just bare thighs and flushed lips glistening in the sun.

“God damn—”
Her eyes flutter.
I press her back to the wall and drop to my knees.
“Wh-what are you—mmMMNNH!” 

My tongue hits her pussy in one hungry stroke, and her hands fly into my hair like she forgot how to breathe. She’s sensitive. Her clit jumps under my tongue. Her hips try to run — I grip her thighs, hold her open, and devour her.

Wet, filthy licks. My stubble scraping her skin. Her moans spilling out against her palm as she tries not to be loud.

“You wanted to tease me?” I pant against her, “You come in there smelling like sex, wearing this, still leaking from last night—”

“Fffuck—”
“Yeah. You’re gonna cum all over my face and then we’ll talk about who’s in charge.”
I wrap my lips around her clit and suck, tongue dragging fast.
She loses it. Her thighs tremble.
She’s gripping my shoulders now, knees locking.
“Hnnh—I’m gonna—f-fuck—!” 

Her hips grind against my mouth as she cums, juices spilling down my chin. She throws her head back, mouth open in a silent cry, legs trembling uncontrollably.

I ride her through it. Lick her until she’s shaking.
When she tries to push me away, I hold her there and suck harder.
She squeals, face red, eyes wild.
“FUCK—yyou’re gonna break me—!” “Good,” I growl, standing.
I press her back to the wall and kiss her hard, letting her taste herself on my tongue, lips slick and hot.
She clings to me, panting, flushed, dress hitched up to her waist.
“Now you listen,” I whisper, pulling something from my back pocket.
A key.
I press it into her palm.
Her eyes flick down, then up again, startled.
“My place,” I say. “Tonight. Naked. Waiting.” Her breath catches.
“I want you on your knees when I walk in. Dripping.”
“O-okay.”
“Don’t make me come find you.”
“I won’t,” she breathes.
I tuck her dress back down. Wipe her thigh slow with my hand. Press a kiss to her jaw. 

Then I step back, zip up, and walk away like I didn’t just tonguefuck the boss’s daughter against the side of his garage while he was thirty feet away.

Chapter9

I don’t speed on the way home.
I should.
I want to. 

But I take my time — sweat drying on my neck, hands stained with grease, thoughts full of her. I roll down the windows, let the heat blow through, and imagine all the ways I’m gonna fuck her once I walk through that door.

Told her to be naked.
Told her to wait. 

And if she’s as obedient as she’s filthy, she’ll be on her knees, dripping, ready for whatever I give her. But when I unlock the door and walk into my apartment—

She’s in the kitchen.
Naked.
Cooking.
Just her. 

Bare, soft curves and flushed skin, standing barefoot in front of the stove, wearing nothing but one of my aprons — black, tied at the waist, hanging just low enough to tease the bottom curve of her ass.

My cock jumps instantly. 

She turns, hears me come in. “Hi,” she says, all sweet, as if she didn’t spend the night being split open by my cock and finger-fucked behind the garage this afternoon. “Dinner’s almost done.”

Her hair’s up, messy and loose. There’s flour on her fingers, sauce on her forearm, and when she moves — my apron gapes just wide enough to show the swell of one bare breast.

“Jesus fuck, Ellie…”
I drop my keys. My wallet. My whole goddamn self. 

She smiles, turning back to the stove, stirring something that smells like garlic and butter and cream. The room’s warm, hazy, full of her.

I step up behind her, big palms sliding over her waist, then under the apron. 

She shivers. “Thought I told you to be on your knees,” I murmur into her hair.

“I thought I’d feed you first,” she says innocently, wiggling her ass back against my jeans. “You work so hard.”

“You trying to make me propose?”
“Maybe.” 

My fingers slide down her belly, slow, over the soft patch of skin where I want to see her round someday. She’s warm. Smooth. Slick between her thighs.

I slide one finger through her folds. Still wet. 

“Cooking like this,” I whisper, dragging my cock free behind her, “naked in my kitchen…”
I push the head against her ass and she whimpers, hips arching instinctively.

“You already are mine.”
I reach around, untie the apron. It slips off her like a ribbon, puddles on the floor.
And now she’s just naked. In my kitchen. Waiting.
I press her down gently, fold her over the counter.
She gasps, palms flat on the cool laminate, ass high, cunt wet and ready.
“Don’t let it burn,” I growl, dragging my cock along her slit.
She moans. “Then fuck me fast.”
I don’t tease this time. 

I grab her hips and plunge in — no warning, no patience, just one thick, smooth stroke deep into her body.

“AHH—!”
She gasps, legs buckling slightly, but I hold her steady.
“You knew what you were coming home to,” she whispers, breathless.
“Damn right I did.”
I pull out slow, then slam back in. She jolts.
“Ffffuck—yes—!”
“I get this every night now?” I growl, hand slapping her ass, leaving my mark.
“Y-yes—every night—cook for you, clean for you, let you own me—”
I slam again.
“Gonna put my baby in you.”
She moans, long and open. 

“I want you to…” “You gonna cook for me with a belly full of my cum?” I grunt, picking up pace, hips slapping wet and hard against her ass. “Keep me fed while I keep you bred?”

“Yes—yes—oh god—”
Her tits bounce, one hand reaching blindly for the stovetop.
“Don’t let it burn,” I whisper, biting her shoulder, fucking her harder now.
She gasps, desperate, still trying to stir with one hand while I ruin her from behind.
“Y-you’re insane—”
“You love it.”
“I do—fuck—I do—” Her pussy clenches.
I feel it. That pulsing. Her second orgasm coming fast.
“You gonna cum while makin’ dinner, baby?”
She screams. 

Her legs shake, body rocking against mine, juice gushing down her thighs as she cums hard, knuckles white on the stove handle.

I fuck her through it.
Hard. 

Hungry. And when I feel that heat rising, cock thick and twitching deep inside her, I pull her tight and growl against her ear:

“Open your womb.”
Then I explode. 

Cum pours into her, deep and hot, wave after wave. I pump it through her orgasm, hips rocking deep and full until she’s stuffed.

She slumps over the counter, breath gone.
I kiss her back. Her shoulder. Her neck.
And I whisper:
“You keep feeding me like this, baby…” “…and you’ll never get a night off again.” 

Chapter10

I wake to the light like a blade across my face and the after-smell of her in the sheets — milk and sweat and the sweet metallic tang of last night. She’s warm beside me, bare and soft, curling into the hollow of my arm like she always has a right to be there now. Her hair spills over my chest, damp and tangled. Her breath is slow and sleepy, the kind that makes my whole body ache for her before I’ve even had coffee.

She starts to sit up. 

Something small and ridiculous in me snaps. I clamp a hand over the back of her neck, pull her back until her forehead rests against mine. Her eyes open, heavy with sleep, lashes velvet and wet.

“Don’t,” I murmur. 

She smiles — a sleepy, stupid smile that’s all hers. “I was just gonna make breakfast…”
“No.” My voice is softer than it sounds, the kind of quiet that leaves no room for bargaining. “You’re not getting up.”

She blinks, confusion flickering into something like want. “Why?” 

“Because you belong here for the first thing.” I let my hand slide down her spine, the pad of my thumb tracing the little hollow above her hip. “You’re my wifey now. You’ll learn the rules.”

Her breath hitches. “Rules?” 

“Yeah.” I roll her onto her back, keep my weight gentle against her hips so she can’t bolt. The duvet pools around our knees, leaving her belly and thighs exposed; last night’s proof still dark at her thigh crease if I looked too close. “First rule: mornings are for me. Every morning before you do anything else — no exceptions — you ride me. You wake me up the way I like. You make me feel wanted before you cook or clean or leave.”
She swallows. Her face is all flushed and honest. “You want me to…ride you?”

“I want you on my cock before you feed me, before you say good morning to the sun. Knees or on top, doesn’t matter. You learn to give, and you get rewarded.”

Her fingers find my jaw and trace the stubble there. “And if I don’t?”
I lift my brows. “Then there’ll be other lessons. I don’t like to waste my patience. You know that.” 

She bites her lip — that little line between mischief and obedience — and her pupils go wide. “Okay,” she whispers. “I’ll do it. I want to do it.”

Good girl. The thought is ugly and tender at once. 

I push my jeans and boxers down in one smooth move, free my cock. It’s still thick and heavy from last night, head flushed and slick. She watches me with that hungry, amazed look I could drown in. When her hand reaches for me, it’s not fumbling. It curls around my length like she knows it already, like last night is already memory and practice both.

“Show me that mouth,” I murmur. 

She slides up flush against me, palms at my hips, and guides my cock toward her. The first inch is teasing, pressing against the wet slit, feeling the damp warmth drag over my skin. She’s careful, angelic, like she’s learning how to worship me properly. Then she sets herself down.

Her pussy clamps me, hot and tight, virgin-soft still at the entrance, but opened now, familiar with me. The way she sinks her hips — slow, deliberate — is exactly the way I like: taking me inch by patient inch until my balls press against her and I’m buried up to the root.

She rests her forehead on my shoulder and breathes me in. “Good morning, baby,” she whispers, voice thick and wanton.

“Good morning, my girl,” I answer. My hands cup her cheeks, thumbs brushing the wet tracks on her face where the pillow left little imprints. I guide her hips in one slow, deep pull so she feels every ridge, every heat of me. “Ride me.”

She rocks once. Twice. Finds a rhythm that makes my whole body hum — hips rolling, thighs clamping, belly to belly as she grinds down and pulls up, silk and fire. My hands travel the map of her back, memorizing the way her spine dips, how her shoulder blades quiver.

“You gonna be a good wifey?” I ask, voice low.
She nods, teeth catching her bottom lip. “Yes. I want to be good for you.”
“Say it,” I tell her. 

“I’ll be your good wifey,” she breathes. “I’ll wake you every morning. I’ll ride you. I’ll cook for you. Fill your life.”

“Good.” I let my fingers tighten in the small of her back, lean my forehead to hers. The room is close and hot and full of the wet sound of flesh. Her hips start to move faster, a delicious, grinding pace that presses my cock deep and folds her soft walls around me in waves. I can feel the slow building pressure in her belly—the kind that makes her eyes flutter and her breath stutter.

“You feeling that?” I rasp. “Feel me fill you?”
“Yes,” she moans. “Feel you—inside—so deep.”
“Tell me you want my cum every morning,” I demand, because breeding is the itch I can’t stop scratching.
“Please—yes,” she sobs. “I want your cum in me. Every morning. Make me yours.” 

The words shot through me like electricity. I start to move, hands anchoring her hips, thrusting with the kind of slow, thorough force that spreads heat to her core. Each stroke is an ownership: deep, filling, deliberate. I watch her face twist between pleasure and something almost reverent as I pound into the soft, warm cradle of her.
She comes undone before me, first — a small, sharp sound that turns into a cry as her legs shake and her back arches, pussy clamping me tight and milking. I feel her walls flutter and squeeze, her body gripping and releasing, riding the high with her hips. Her breath is jagged; she tastes like salt and sweat and me.

“Fuck,” she pants, voice gone thin. “I—”
“Good,” I say. “You close?” 

She nods, already trembling with aftershocks, but she keeps riding. She wants to keep feeling every inch of me, and I want to feel her. When my hips speed up we match each other — hard, hot, intimate — until I can’t hold back anymore. With a grunt and a string of filthy words, I bury myself as deep as I can and explode, hot and violent, filling her with my cum. It pours into her, thick and unstoppable; she cries out, nails digging into my shoulders, her body squeezing me tight as if she’s trying to trap every last drop inside.

When it’s over, I stay inside her for a beat, chest heaving, listening to the small thud of her heartbeat under my palm. The room smells like sex and morning and the faint trace of garlic from whatever she had intended to cook. Her hair falls into my face; she yawns sleepily, eyes heavy and blissful.

“You did good,” I tell her, voice softer now. “You learned fast.”
She smiles, halfasleep, content and surrendered. “Do I get to make breakfast now?” 

“You cook,” I answer, thumb warm and lazy on the slick at the base of my shaft still buried in her. “And then you ride me again after coffee.”

She giggles — small and perfect — and plants a messy, sticky kiss on my mouth.
“Okay,” she says, already plotting the rest of her day around my need. 

I ease myself out, careful, let the cum string and leak between us. She holds the wound-open place with her hand for a second, cradling it like it’s fragile and precious. There’s a dazed, proud look on her face that makes me want to put a ring on her finger and declare her mine in front of anyone who breathes.

“Now,” I say, climbing off the bed and tugging a shirt on, “go make me breakfast, baby girl. And don’t be late to the second lesson.”

She disappears to the kitchen with a sway in her hips, humming. I listen to the sounds of pans and the little clink of utensils, the rustle of movement, and I know I’ve rewired something in her — and in me. We’re practicing a life where mornings begin with my cock, where she learns that obedience tastes a lot like pleasure, and where the domestic things she does for me are as much a part of her training as the moans that wake me.

Chapter11

She hums in the kitchenette while the coffee brews and the toast pops. The place smells like butter and garlic and the faint coppery trace of last night — me. I watch her from the doorway, leaning on the frame with my forearms crossed, jeans low, shirt half-buttoned. The apron’s gone; she’s in one of my shirts that hangs off her small shoulders, the hem barely skimming the swell of her hips. There’s a smear of sauce on her collarbone and when she turns I think I might fucking drown. She slides a plate toward me with a little flourish like she’s proud of something she made for me. I take it, half-eaten already with my eyes. Her cheeks are flushed and her eyes are slitted at me the way they’ve been since I first pushed inside her—soft and hungry and scared in the goddamn best way.

“You sure you don’t want to finish the rest of that in bed?” I ask, voice low.
She meets me with that ridiculous, adoring look. “You said to eat. Then ride you again.”
I set the fork down, fingers tapping the wood until the last bit of willpower fades. “Come here.” 

She wipes her hands on a dish towel, leaves it hanging off her shoulder, and pads across the floor barefoot. My apartment fills with the sound of her breath. Up close I can see the faint shine where last night’s cum dried at the entrance of her cunt, like a promise. She’s still leaking a little when she shifts, and that sight puts a hand at the base of my cock without me telling her to. “Sit,” I say. She does, on the edge of the couch, legs pressed together in this tiny, shy pretence. I pull her up into my lap, hips flush to hips. She wraps her arms around my neck and presses her face into my throat, eyes closed. It’s domesticated and filthy all at once, and I like it more than I should.

“You okay?” I ask, because even the hard parts of me want to make sure she’s willing.
“Mmm,” she hums against my skin. “I want you. I want it again.” 

I love how certain she is now. How plain the want has become, like a meal to be consumed. “You’re my little womb,” I tell her, because speaking it out loud tastes like possession. “You’re going to be full of me. I want you swollen and soft and pregnant on purpose.”

She sighs into me, fingers threading through the hair at the back of my head. “I want that.” 

I push her back so she’s lying across the couch, legs parting like she’s giving me a map. My hands travel familiar ground—the soft hollow of her hip, the curve of her belly, the high swell of her thigh—feeling for the slick where I left myself. It’s still warm, tacky, and it makes my cock twitch like a live wire.

I cup the base of her throat with one hand and look down at the place where my body met hers for the first time. “You remember how this feels?” I murmur. “How my cum was inside you? How you held it?”

She nods, breath hitching. “I felt it. Still feel it.” 

“Good.” I drag my thumb across the seam of her lips and she spreads them just a hair in invitation. “Good girl.”

I press the head of my cock to her entrance and she trembles—part fear, part want. She’s small and still slick, the muscle of her cunt tight around me like it’s memorized the width of my shaft. I ease in slow, feeling the give and then the delicious resistance, every inch a story. When I bottom out I let her adjust, let her breathe, let that first dull ache settle through her.

“Don’t move,” I tell her softly. “I’m gonna do something you like.”
She blinks up at me, eyes glossy, and whispers, “Okay.”

I pull back until only the head remains buried, then thrust forward with controlled force, not brutal but not gentle, enough to stir the settled warmth inside her. The first push pushes current—the old cum, slick and warm, deeper into her belly with the motion of my hips. It’s a filthy, intimate thing, feeling the way her body rearranges to swallow more of me, as if she’s an accepting vessel I’m topping up.

“You feel that?” I ask, hearing the slight hitch in my voice, the animal winging under the sentence.
“Yes,” she breathes. “More.” 

I start a steady rhythm, long strokes that rock her pelvis up to meet me. My hands splay over the flats of her hips, thumbs pressing into the soft that’s forming under my palm. Each time I drive in I feel the thick warmth I left last night give way and move deeper, pushed farther toward the place I want it to stay. The thought that her womb could be full of me—right now, the idea of trailing my seed into her until she’s heavy with it— makes my chest ache.

“Say it,” I tell her, leaning down so my mouth is at her ear. My breath ghosts over her skin and she shivers.
“What?” she asks.
“Tell me you want to be filled—constantly. Tell me you want my cum staying inside you.” 

Her fingers rake up my back. Her voice is a hiss. “Fill me. Keep filling me. I want your cum in me. I want it to stay. I want you to breed me.”

“Good,” I growl, the sound half praise, half promise. I speed up, harder now, aiming for that sweet spot where her walls clamp and suck me deeper. She squeezes around me and it feels like a hand trying to keep me from leaving.

“You’re a fucking mess for me,” I say, lips brushing the shell of her ear as I pull back and then slam forward, the head of my cock pushing slickness and heat back into her. “You like being full of me.”

She cries out, soft and wet. “I like it. I like it so much.” 

Her knees dig into the couch, gripping the cushion, and she lifts her hips to meet me with every stroke as if to catch more of what I give. I can feel the pressure building in the base of my cock, the tightness of her cunt milking me in a way that pushes me closer and closer until—

I throw my head back and let go. 

The first burst hits warm and heavy, and with each release I thrust deeper, forcing every hot, thick pulse farther into her. Her body folds around me, releasing a keening little wail that’s half agony, half pleasure. We both move as one animal and one owner: I want to drown her in me; she wants to be full.

When the last of me drains out and my hips stutter to a stop, I stay inside her. She trembles, chest heaving, eyes halfclosed as if she’s in a private heaven. The couch creaks under us. Outside, someone somewhere starts a truck, but the world narrows to the warm, sticky place inside her where my cum pools and the muffled thud of my heart.

I curl an arm around her shoulders and press my face to her hair. “You’re mine,” I say into the quiet, tasting salt and milk and herself on my lips. “You always will be.”

She lifts her face, kisses me with a clumsy sweetness that leaves me smiling despite the ache in my groin. “Keep me full,” she whispers. “Keep breeding me.”

I laugh low and satisfied. “Count on it.” 

Chapter12

Two months.
That’s how long I’ve been filling her. 

Two months of her riding me raw every morning like it’s her job, spreading her legs over breakfast, crawling onto my lap at lunch, bent over the kitchen counter after dinner, leaking my cum onto every floor in this apartment. Two months of not pulling out once. Not even a little.

She’s gotten used to it—being wet all day, wearing my seed like lotion, pressed between her thighs, running down the curve of her ass, drying into the fabric of my shirts she wears around the house.

But this morning?
She was quiet.
Quieter than usual.
Sitting on the edge of the bed, one hand over her belly, the other tugging at her lip.
When I asked her what was wrong, she looked up at me like she already knew.
“I’m late.” 

My cock twitched. Two hours later we’re back from the store, a little paper bag on the counter holding the test inside, her legs curled up on the couch, knees tucked under one of my old flannels. She’s wearing nothing else. No bra. No panties. Just my scent and the smallest trace of this morning’s load still drying between her thighs.

“You nervous?” I ask.
She nods, and there’s something vulnerable in it that guts me a little.
“C’mere,” I say, hand out. “Let’s do it together.”
She takes it. 

We walk to the bathroom, soft steps across the tile. I open the little foil wrapper, tug the cap off the end, and hand it to her.

But she just stands there. Fingers curled around the stick.
Frozen.
“I can’t… I don’t want to drop it or—what if I mess it up?”
“You won’t.”
Her voice is small. “Can you… hold me?”
Fucking hell. 

I tug her close, back against my chest, one arm around her waist, the other sliding over her hips, guiding her hand. She leans into me—soft, sweet, trembling. Her thighs spread, knees bending slightly. I feel her body shift, the warmth of her bare cunt against my skin.

I press my hand over hers, steady, and guide the test into place between her legs.
She exhales shakily.
“I’ve never done this before.”
“I know,” I murmur. My voice is thick now. “I’ve never bred anyone before either.”
She shudders against me.
I kiss her shoulder. My hand stays wrapped around hers, holding the stick steady under her as she pees.
A soft hiss. A few seconds. 

It’s the most intimate fucking thing I’ve ever felt — the weight of her in my arms while her body does something this raw, this real, while we wait to find out if I made her mine in the deepest way a man can. When it’s done, she straightens, still shaking.

I set the stick on the counter, cap on, and guide her back into me, arms full of her, lips at her temple.
We wait.
One minute.
Two.
She’s quiet. I can feel her heartbeat thudding where her back presses against my chest.
And then—she pulls away.
Steps forward.
Looks. Covers her mouth.
“What is it?” I ask, following her.
She just turns to me, eyes wide, hand pressed over her lips.
Tears well up.
Two pink lines.
Clear as day.
Positive.
My breath goes still. Everything in me stops.
I look down at the stick. Then at her. Then back again.
“Baby,” I whisper. “You’re…”
“I’m pregnant.”
She says it like a prayer. 

A sob breaks out of her chest, and I catch her before her knees give. My arms wrap around her, mouth at her cheek, her throat, her trembling lips.

I hold her, swaying us both in place.
“You’re mine,” I murmur. “I fucking bred you.” 

She nods into my shoulder, clutching at my back. “You filled me,” she whispers. “You did it. I’m— yours.”

I growl.
Low and deep and possessive.
I push her back against the counter, drop to my knees, and press my mouth to the soft swell of her lower belly.
I kiss it. Hard. 

“You’re gonna grow for me,” I say against her skin. “Gonna get round. Heavy. Fucked full of me over and over while you carry my baby.”

Her hand cradles my head.
“I want that,” she moans. I stand.
Her breath’s coming hard. Her eyes are wild.
“Again,” I tell her.
She blinks. “What?”
“You think I’m stopping now?”
I lift her onto the counter, legs spread, test still sitting next to her, warm from her heat.
I drop my jeans. My cock’s already rock hard, bobbing up thick and wet.
“I’m gonna fuck another one into you.” She whimpers.
I don’t wait. 

I slide into her soaked cunt in one thick thrust, stretch her open over the counter, fuck her with her positive test watching from six inches away.

“Say it,” I grunt, pounding harder.
“I’m pregnant!”
“Louder.”
“I’m pregnant—you bred me—!” “Fuck yes, I did.” 

Chapter13

Something changes after that pink line. 

Before, I wanted her. Wanted to see her dripping. Wanted her on her knees, bent over the couch, panting and begging and full of me. That still burns in my blood—but now?

Now I want results.
Now it’s not just about filling her. 

It’s about knocking her up. Over and over. Until her belly’s round and heavy and the whole damn world sees what I did to her.

She’s barely made it off the counter. 

I’ve already fucked her twice since she read that test. Now it’s evening, sun low through the blinds, gold light crawling across her thighs while she folds laundry on the bed, humming something stupid under her breath, wearing just a pair of high socks and one of my old Tshirts—too big, no panties, nothing underneath.

I watch her from the doorway.
That little curve of her lower belly is nothing yet. Not really. But I know. I know what’s happening inside her.
And it makes me hard so fucking fast I see stars.
“You really gonna just walk around like that?” I ask, stepping in slow.
She glances over her shoulder. “Like what?”
“Bare and leaking with my baby growing in you?”
She blushes. And smiles.
And bends over the basket without answering.
I’m on her before she can breathe. 

Grab her hips. Yank her back into me. My cock’s already out, already leaking, dragging up between the soft split of her pussy lips—still wet. Still warm from earlier.

“You think I’m done?” I growl.
“I—I thought maybe we’d—” 

“No.” I push her down over the bed, lift the shirt up around her waist, and drag the head of my cock through her folds again.
She gasps, braces on her elbows.

“I already bred you once, baby,” I whisper, voice low and mean. “You think I’m just gonna stop?”
I slam in, one thick stroke, all the way to the root.
She screams into the mattress. 

“You think one baby’s enough for me?” I growl, rutting into her, cock dragging deep. “You think I’m not gonna keep breeding you? Over. And over. And over.”

“Ffffuck—!” 

“That pussy’s mine now. That womb’s mine. It works, baby—I put a baby in you. So I’m gonna keep using it. Filling it. Owning it.”

Her moans are wet and wild. Her fingers fist the sheets. Her legs shake.
“You’re gonna be full for the rest of your life,” I grunt. “You hear me?”

She sobs. “Y-yes—yes—I’ll carry all of them—give you babies—fill me up, please—”
I press a hand to her lower back. Pound her harder. 

“Gonna fuck you so full you’re begging for relief. Gonna milk me with that cunt. Gonna ride this cock every time I sit down, because your body knows what it’s for now.”

She arches back, takes me deeper. 

“You wanna be stretched again, don’t you? You wanna feel your belly swell? Heavy tits, leaking with milk, aching all day.”

“YES—yes—fuck, yes—!” “You want this again.”
“I want this forever—”
I lose it. 

Grip her hips tight, thrust deep and fast, my balls slapping her soaked cunt, her pussy clamping down like it needs the next load to survive.

And when I cum?
It’s endless. 

Hot and thick and violent, every pulse shoved high inside her womb, flooding her again, breeding her again, my cock twitching so hard it almost hurts. I roar through my teeth, hips jerking, emptying everything I’ve got until she’s overfilled.
Her body sags. Her thighs tremble. Her breath’s wrecked.

I don’t pull out.
I stay inside her. Let it leak out around the base.
Then I grab her hips again. Grind slow. Watch her twitch.
“Gonna do this again before dinner.”
She moans weakly.
I lean in. Bite her shoulder.
“Then before bed.” 

She shudders. “And when you wake up tomorrow morning? You’ll already be dripping, and I’ll fill you again.”

I roll her onto her back, cock still buried, lift her legs up over my shoulders and grind deep, watching her eyes roll back.

“This body’s a breeder now. My little housewife, fucked full every day.”
She claws at my arms. “Yes—yes—yes—I love being bred—”
I press down.
Push my cum deeper.
And when she starts to cum again? When her body milks me all over again?
I know we’re just getting started. 

Still wet?

There’s more.
Five filthy breeding shorts too raw for Amazon.
No plot. No romance. Just heat.
Grab the bundle
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