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Silas

The sun’s long gone when I pull up in front of the house, headlights from my truck catching the broken teeth of the porch steps, the caved-in roof, the warped siding bloated with rain.

This is the picture of backwoods. The two rut muddy tracks lead back over a mile into the swampy overgrowth of this nearly inhabitable part of the county. But, when it comes to money, there’s no place on the map I won’t go to collect.

And this motherfucker, Dennis Broderick, owes me fucking money.

The place is a shithole, not a home. The kind of place that sours the air and makes the trees lean away like they don’t want to be seen near it.

I kill the engine and sit there for a minute, the hum of the motor giving way to the silence of deep country. But, there’s no crickets, no wind. Just the wet breath of the swamp, thick with pine and rot and something else. Something wrong.

The man I came for is waiting on the porch, leaning against a post like it might hold him up. I hope it’s a sign he’s got what I came for. Contrary to local opinion, taking blood in exchange for debt does not light me up.

I lend money through many outlets. Bars, basement poker games, other middle men. But, when it comes to fuckers who can’t take a fucking hint, I show up personally.

Broderick’s rail thin and glassy-eyed, the kind of backwoods drunk who’s been marinating in his own regrets for decades. His mouth twitches when he sees me, fingers working around the bottle he’s holding like it’s got a solution to his problem inside.

“You Silas?” he barks on a hack, though he knows damn well I am. “Figured you’d be bigger.”

I step out of the truck and slam the door behind me. The ground squelches under my boots.

“I don’t give a fuck what you ‘figured’ you back woods Cretan. I don’t want to hear any of your bullshit, you know why I’m here.”

“I got nothin’ for you. I told your partner that last week.” He shrugs, smiling like that’ll save him. “I’m on a bad string of luck. But, I maybe you want her.”

He nods weakly toward the side of the shack.

Her.

I go still.

He jerks his thumb, snapping his tongue on the space where his front teeth should be.

“Storm cellar. She’s down there. Go look. My girl, Willa-May. Just turned eighteen. Can’t keep her no more.”

“You trying to give me your daughter?”

His laugh is wet and raspy.

“She eats too much, cries all the time. Got real… strange, lately. Started swellin’ in the chest. Leakin’. Like a cow.” He spits, eyes glassy. “Ain’t natural. I locked her up ‘til I figured what to do with her. You can sell her, more than cover my debt.”

I don’t answer. I don’t move. But something inside me does.

A click.

A snap.

Like a tripwire pulling tight.

Because even before I lay eyes on her, I know.

It wouldn’t be the first time I’ve been offered flesh in exchange for cash. I’ve never taken that trade but there’s something in the air that makes a muscle in my cheek tick.

“You stay right fucking there.” I pin him with the point of my finger as I walk around the side of the house slow, hand grazing the hilt of my knife. The cellar doors are old, the padlock new. Like someone boarded up a crime scene and hoped it’d stay buried.

I back kick the handle with the heel of my boot. The rotted wood splinters, the chain and lock clink then hit the soft dirt.

The hinges groan as I jerk the doors open, damp air from the depths curling out, sharp with mildew. And underneath that…

Something sweet.

I descend into the darkness one step at a time, shadows swallowing me until I see her in the light of a single dim bulb hanging on a wire in the corner.

Curled up against the stone wall like something feral caged and locked up because no one knows what to do with her.

But, I fucking know.

Her knees are hugged to her chest. Her hair’s long and tangled, the color of dusted wheat. The hem of her nightgown barely covers her thighs, and the front of it, Jesus Christ, it’s soaked through, clinging to the curves of breasts too big for a girl so young. The fabric puckered and dark over her nipples, fucking making my fingers twitch to squeeze and taste.

She looks up.

Eyes wide. Blue like cold river water, rimmed with red. Her mouth trembles.

“Are you here to hurt me?”

Her voice doesn’t match the room. Like music played in secret.

“No,” I say, and I don’t recognize my own voice. It’s like just looking at her has changed me.

My dick is fucking awake that’s for fucking sure. Straining and pounding at the door of my zipper.

“I didn’t mean to be bad.” Her chin wobbles. “I didn’t ask for the milk. It just started. I woke up wet and sore. My chest hurts all the time.”

Her arms tighten over herself, like she can hide it.

The pain in my balls shoots up into my temples. Shame floods in right behind it but it can’t touch the heat.

Because her pain has made her ripe.

Her body’s aching too. I can fucking feel it down into my marrow.

I crouch slowly, like I’m approaching a wounded fawn.

“Willa-May,” I struggle not to reach out and clasp my hand around her throat, tasting her name is turning me feral. “You’re coming with me.”

She doesn’t fight.

She just nods once.

She’d probably leave with fucking Mussolini rather than be sitting down here for the rest of her life with that jackass of a father upstairs.

I strip off my coat and wrap it around her, lifting her from the floor, then with barely an effort, I separate her feet from the floor and tuck her into the crooks of my arms.

She’s light. Too light. But she fits against me like she was made to be there. Like the curve of her spine was designed to settle into my chest.

“Your father owes me a lot of money. He doesn’t have it. So, he offered me you.”

The second her cheek rests over my heart, I feel her exhale. A soft, broken thing.

She breathes. “I promise, I’ll be good.”

Not even a question about her use as a commodity. God, I ready want to string him up by his prostrate and rub honey on his balls so the bees and the bears and the fucking fire ants will do as they wish with him.

I squeeze her fucking tighter.

You’re already good, baby.

You’re perfect.
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Willa-May

Idon’t know where I am.

But I know I’m warm.

That’s the first thing that registers. A thick kind of warmth that seeps into my bones, not like the scratchy heat from the space heater back home or the way Daddy’s cigarette smoke used to choke the living room while the floor creaked with every shift of his weight.

This warmth is heavy and quiet, laced with something I don’t recognize.

The second thing is the smell.

Not rotgut or mildew. Not sweat and unwashed skin. No, this is sharp and alive. Like the expensive men I’ve seen in town wearing three piece suits and eyeing me like I’m for sale.

My lungs stretch around the exotic freshness of it all, like my body knows I need it.

I’m lying on an actual bed. Not a pallet of blankets and old clothes on the floor. The mattress is like a cloud beneath me, with a quilt that smells like that brand name laundry soap daddy refused to buy. The robe I was in after the bath is gone, replaced by a button up men’s cotton shirt that brushes against the tops of my thighs when I shift.

The fabric asps against the tenderness of my nipples drawing them tight, sending that zipping tingle down from my shoulders to my…middle.

It doesn’t feel wrong.

Just… unfamiliar.

There’s a fire crackling in a brick fireplace across the room, and I can hear the steady rhythm of a knife sliding over wood. A chair creaks beside me.

My throat tightens.

I dare to peek out of one eye, and he’s there.

The man who came for me. He carried me out of the cellar. Barely spoke as he buckled me into a pick-up truck so large, I had to jump into his arms to get out. The drive was less than an hour but when we pulled up to a long driveway lined with pine’s that near touched the moon, I knew I was a world away from the shack I called home.

He sits like a statue in a carved wooden chair, elbows braced on his knees, one massive hand holding a half-whittled log. His knife glides with practiced pressure, the blade catching firelight each time it turns.

His sleeves are rolled past his elbows. The muscle of his forearms shifts with every stroke, veined and worn from years of use. His dark hair is barely speckled with a few silver ones. The line of his jaw is as square as the window frame behind him.

I don’t know why, but the sight of him working the wood with the knife calms me. And it makes me want him close to me.

Something is twisting like a tornado in the tickling parts between my legs. It’s hot and slick like I’m melting.

He doesn’t look at me.

But I still feel like he’s watching.

“How long was I out?” I ask, my voice little more than breath.

He doesn’t stop carving, but I see the pause in his shoulder.

“Awhile.” His voice is gravel and smoke, low enough to settle between my ribs. “You passed out right after the soup. Barely stirred when I changed you.”

I swallow. The soup. It was right after the bath he drew for me. Letting me soak in the fancy bubbles that smelled like roses until the water cooled.

I’d wrapped myself in the massive white robe he slung over the chair in the marble and dark wood bathroom that was bigger than nearly our entire house.

The memory of the warm, thick beef and vegetable soup he fed me from a silver spoon until my belly hurt makes my mouth water.

The blade stills. He sets the log down beside his boot.

“I didn’t touch you, baby. Couldn’t help but look, you’re somethin’ to look at. God only made me so strong.”

The words are simple, but they make funny things happen in my belly. A rush of wetness weeps from my nipples.

“I ain’t ashamed,” I whisper, cheeks heating. “I just didn’t want you to have to change my clothes like a baby.”

He turns his head and the lines deepen in his brow like he’s concentratin’ hard on something.

His eyes meet mine and don’t look away and I pretty sure I stop breathing.

They’re dark and cold and deep, but not empty. Not at all. They’re filled, like they’ve been holding something back for years, and now it’s leaking out around the edges.

“Willa-May.”

The sound of my name in his mouth sends prickles over my skin.

“You shouldn’t be the one apologizin’.” His voice is calm, but something sharp bleeds through. “What your daddy did to you that ain’t on you.”

My lips press together. A burning starts in my eyes. It’s been so long since someone just was calm and kind around me. Even back when mama was still around, she acted like I was a mistake. Even said as much a few times.

Then, one morning, Papa just said she was gone. Nothing else. Told me I needed to take care of the house. And maybe, him.

I didn’t know what that meant, but I knew it felt bad. I’d stopped asking to go to school years ago after the state people came to our old house because one of my teachers told them about the bruises.

And the way my bones stuck out.

The dark man stands, pushing up from the chair in one smooth motion. He’s so big he fills the space between the fire and the bed, casting shadows over the wall.

When he steps closer, I don’t flinch.

He kneels beside the mattress, one knee creaking the wood floor, and I know he’s not going to hurt me but still, my heart starts a thumpin’ like a nervous rabbit.

“Your chest hurts doesn’t it?” he asks, gaze steady on mine. Little wrinkles around his black eyes deepen.

My breath catches in the pin prick of my throat. I nod, embarrassed, even though I shouldn’t be.

“It--it started a few we-weeks ago,” I stutter. “Tingled at first, then it just… started to hurt. The skin so tight, made me cry at night. Now it’s worse. I keep soaking through. I thought maybe…” I trail off, too ashamed to finish.

He doesn’t react the way I expect. He’s not horrified like I’m defective.

His jaw clenches, but his hands stay gentle as he reaches for the edge of the shirt.

“I’m gonna look now. All you need to do is be still.”

I nod before I can stop myself.

His fingers find the hem and he lifts the fabric slowly. He’s careful but there’s a heat in his eyes like he’s unwrapping something special.

I’ve always wanted to be special.

The firelight spills across my skin.

And his breath hitches.

My breasts are veined and swollen, skin stretched tight, nipples broad and flat. Milk beads at the tip, clinging before it rolls downward.

“Oh, baby…” he half chokes on a cough, voice dropping to a rough whisper. “You poor little thing. You’re fuckin’ bursting, aren’t you?”

I nod, squirming beneath the blanket, the ache deepening as the spray starts to arch in the light.

“I don’t know what’s wrong with me.” I clap my hands over my eyes but he pulls them back down with calloused fingers.

He shakes his head, still staring like he can’t look away.

“There ain’t nothin’ wrong. This is what you were made for, sweet girl. No one ever touched you?”

His eyes snap to my lap, then back up, brows raised with his jaw set hard.

“No, sir. Not even me. Mama said it was a sin.”

He lifts a hand and cups me, palm warm and wide, curling around the full weight of my breast. My back arches. I gasp.

“Look at you,” he rasps, eyes flashing. “So full for me. So ready for a strong mouth to suckle. You’re mine now. You understand that? I took you for a debt to be paid. You belong to me.”

I nod, biting my lip as heat pulses between my legs.

“You’re just full, sweetheart. So full you’re hurtin’. I’m going to fix it. You just close your eyes.”

His thumb brushes across my nipple and I cry out, thighs clenching involuntarily, my hand flies up to cover the spray that lands on his lips.

His mouth replaces his hand.

The second he latches on, a desperate whimper breaks free from my throat because the relief is instant and overwhelming.

I squeeze my eyes shut.

Milk flows.

And he groans like I’m feeding something primal inside him.

“Fuck, yes. That’s it,” he growls, voice vibrating against my skin. “Goddamn, baby. You taste like heaven.”

His arm slides under my back, pulling me to him. Like he’s been waiting his whole damn life to do this.

Every pull of his mouth makes me wetter. My whole-body pulses with the need to rub against something. Against him.

My nipples are aching now, not from fullness but from how good the warmth of his mouth feels drawing me over his tongue. His teeth pinching.

He drinks me like I’m made for it. Like I was born to fill him.

“Such a good girl,” he finally takes a breath, groaning into my flesh, as I open my eyes.

He’s licking at the milk that spills down my skin. “You like it, don’t you? Nourishing me. Feeding me. Being mine.”

“Yes,” I moan, hips rolling involuntarily beneath the blanket.

His tongue flicks over my nipple before he suckles deep again.

“Gonna keep you like this. Leakin’, swollen and messy wet for me. You been around cows before?”

I nod.

“You’re the best kind of cow. The Lord gave you milk without being touched. You are so fucking special girl. A special virgin heifer and all fucking mine.”

The words sink into me like I belong.

He’s not just giving me relief. He’s turning my insides to jelly.

I’m feeling grown up feelings. The things I know I’m not supposed to feel.

I’m turned on. That’s what they call it.

And he’s already decided I belong to him.

I don’t know what’s next, but I know, I never want to go home.


CHAPTER 3
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Silas

She’s still fucking engorged.

Even after I suckled hard for an hour from her. Even after she whimpered and writhed under my mouth like she was being fucked, not nursed.

I had to leave her. Made an excuse about tending to some business in my office but what I really did was go outside the door and pump my dick until I nearly sprayed into the night.

But, just before my balls heaved out all that seed, I stopped.

Wrapped my fist around the root and held it in. All that hot baby breeding cream is not going to be wasted. It’s going inside her little teenage cunt. She’s mine after all and I intend to make that permanent.

After a walk around my property, settling my dick and my head I stomped back into my house. Neat and orderly but it feels different with her here. Warmer, like it’s got a heart beat now.

She was curled in the bed. Like that’s the only place she’s allowed to be.

Her tits, swollen and pink, can’t stop giving. The cotton shirt I pulled over her earlier is soaked again, dark with milk. Her nipples push against the fabric begging for my mouth.

And now I’m hard. So fucking hard I’m going to rip through my jeans if I don’t taste the rest of her. If I don’t bury my face in the mess she’s made between her legs and drink from her all over again.

She’s under the quilt, eyes glassy, legs squeezing together like that’ll stop what’s happening in her tight little virgin breeding hole.

She smells fertile. That thick scent of slick and sugar and heat. Her cunt’s dripping, needy, open like a fucking flower.

“C’mere,” I growl. “Open up.”

She blinks. “W-what?”

I don’t repeat myself. I throw the blanket off her body and grip her knees, dragging her down the mattress until her thighs are spread and hanging off the edge.

“Wait—”

“You think I didn’t feel it?” I snap, fingers digging into the soft flesh of her legs. “You think I didn’t see your fuckin’ hips grinding while I fed from you? You liked it. You’re soaked for it.”

Her cheeks flush, but she doesn’t close her legs. Doesn’t run.

She’s breathing too fast, pupils blown wide. Her chest rises and falls in frantic bursts, nipples standing out through the fabric, glistening from where her milk keeps leaking through.

And inside her head, it’s chaos.

She moans like the word cuts her open. Her hips roll, like her body’s got a mind of its own, like the sound of my voice alone is enough to make her wetter.

I shove the shirt up and bare her soaked pussy, already glossy and pink, milk still beading at her tits like her whole body can’t stop giving.

“Fuck me,” I hiss. My cock throbs at the sight. Her thighs slick and trembling, her cunt blinking at me like it’s starving for my mouth.

My mouth drops to her cunt and I devour.

Tongue deep, nose pressed to her mound, groaning into her heat while she arches and claws at the mattress.

“Oh my God—” she cries, legs trembling. “Oh, oh, Mister, Mister sir—Daddy!”

I growl at the word.

“Yeah. That’s right. You say that again.”

“Daddy, Daddy, it’s too much—”

“Too good,” I correct, licking her from clit to hole, shoving my tongue inside her again and again while my hand grabs one of her tits and squeezes.

Milk spills across my knuckles and I grunt, jerking up to suck from her breast again, never stopping the rhythm of my fingers inside her. Her taste is everywhere—sweet, warm, mine.

“Gonna come for me, little cow?” I pant against her nipple. “Gonna make a fuckin’ mess all over Daddy’s face?”

“Yes,” she sobs. “Yes, yes, yes—”

Her whole body goes tight, thighs locking around my shoulders while her cunt spasms around my fingers. Slick heat gushes down my chin, her arousal soaking my wrist, and I don’t stop.

I don’t stop.

I ride it out with her. Keep her spread and filled and dripping until she collapses in my arms, ruined and wet and whimpering.

“Good girl,” I mutter, licking my way up her body, pinching the skin at the base of her throat in between my teeth. “So fuckin’ good like this. Little virgin cunt so ready Daddy’s fat cock.”

She’s still gasping. Still twitching. Her skin flushed, chest rising with every shattered breath, tits still leaking, cunt still twitching like it wants more.

And all I can think is—I want more.

I snarl. “You want Daddy to drain you dry, huh? Want me to suck those heavy fuckin’ udders while your sweet cunt milks my fingers?”

She whimpers, nods. “Yes. I’m so full it hurts. I need you to make it stop.”

“You ain’t ever gonna be empty again, baby,” I groan, palming her belly. “I’m gonna keep you full. Tits, cunt, belly—I’m gonna fuckin’ feed every part of you.”

She moans, pupils dilated, drunk on it.

“You were built for this. A natural little heifer, all tits and hips, just waiting to get knocked up and used.”

Her breath stutters. “That’s what I am.”

“You’re Daddy’s little milk cow. And I’m gonna pump you full of seed until you’re dripping from every hole.”

“I want it,” she whispers, biting her lip. “I want you to fuck the milk out of me. I want to feel full everywhere.”

“You know what’s next, don’t you?” I whisper, cupping her stomach.

Her eyes flutter open.

“I’m gonna fuck a baby into you. You’re a breeder. My fucking breeder.”

She moans like that’s what she’s been waiting for all along.

“Stay there. I wanna remember this forever.”


CHAPTER 4
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Willa-May

He hasn’t touched me in ten minutes.

He’s pacing. Breathing hard. Jaw clenched. Eyes coming to rest on me every few steps like he’s got an important decision to make.

Every move he makes is too big for the room, like his body wants to hunt and he’s trying to keep it on a leash.

And I’m shaking. My body’s too hot, my skin too tight. My nipples are just dripping and squirting down my belly, and I’m so empty it hurts. My pussy is slick, begging, fluttering with every breath.

He turns.

God, he turns and the look in his eyes could melt the floor. There’s no man left in him. Just a need that stretches between us, hungry and raw and feral.

“Take the fucking shirt off,” he says sounding like summer gravel under truck tires.

My hands shake as I obey. Milk leaks down my ribs as the fabric drags over my chest.

He watches. Doesn’t blink. His gaze burns every inch of me.

“Lie back. Spread those fuckin’ legs.”

I do it. I’m panting already. My thighs fall open like they’ve been waiting for this command my whole life.

This is it.

The air hits the hot parts as I expose myself, my eyes flutter closed then back open. I want to see what’s coming for me.

“Look at that little fuzzy girl pussy. Just enough curls to tickle Daddy’s lips when he kisses you down there.”

His hand goes to his belt. The clink then the rasp of leather through beltloops makes my cunt clench, makes my breath stutter, makes my brain go white-hot.

“You ready for this, little cow?” he growls. “You ready to take Daddy’s cock like a good fuckin’ breeder?”

“Yes.” I’m already crying. My voice is tight with desperation. “Please. I want to do the bad things with you. The things God says I shouldn’t do.”

His weight comes over me all hardness and weight.

“I’m your fucking God now, baby.” He lines himself up between my thighs. I feel the heat and blunt pressure of his cock against me, thick and pulsing, and my breath catches in my throat.

He’s huge. The tip of him slides through my slick folds, catching on my entrance. I feel it nudge and press, and every part of me goes tight.

My whole-body braces. Wants it. Begs for it. My nipples leak in thick streams, my hips lift wanting all of this.

“Gonna fill this pussy until you’re dripping, baby,” he rasps against my ear, his stubble leaving a hot trail where it touches. “Gonna stretch this little honey hole around my cock until you can’t think, can’t move, can’t do a damn thing but milk my fucking balls dry.”

“Please,” I whisper, voice breaking. “Breed me. Make me your cow.”

More pressure, I hiss.

His teeth grind and crack. “You gotta let me in baby.”

Curse words fill my ears as a spike of pain turns my insides out. I breathe through a wide open mouth, head falling back as the tip breaches my tender places, lightening shooting outward until I think I can’t bear it another second.

“Fucking cherry gonna bleed all over my fucking dick. God damn little heifer, you’re gonna choke my damn cock.”

I count to ten as he urges himself forward through the burning pain. He grunts with the effort as I will my body to open and give and let him have what he needs.

A few more jerks and pumps of his hips and the fullness presses deeper inside me. He moans, long fingers wrap in my hair and pull, distracting me with a different kind of pain.

He pauses as I gather a breath, the pain turning to a throb.

“Be still.” He hisses into my ear, not pushing or pulling the thickness that invades me like he’s savoring the stretch, like he wants me to feel every blistering inch.

"Look at you, baby," he groans, voice guttural, cursing filth into the air. "Stretchin’ around Daddy’s cock like the little fucking tease you are. You are made for this. Milk cow cunt, sucking me in, fuckin’ perfect and hungry."

His hips grind forward, deeper, deeper, and I gasp, nails digging into the sheets. My vision blurs. Pain steals my breath.

My back arches. It’s too much. It’s perfect. My pussy flutters, milks him in desperate pulses, and still he slides deeper, inch by inch, until he’s buried to the hilt.

"You feel that? That’s how you’re supposed to be—full of me."

“It hurts.” I hiss trying to be brave as my body clamps down around the girth.

"Because you’re fresh, tight," he growls against my neck. "I’ll fix that. You’re gonna take it. So fuckin’ wet. You’ll be knocked up so good, you won’t be able to walk straight without drippin’ down your thighs."

I feel split, used, completely owned. Every nerve in my body is tuned to the stretch, to the weight, to the filthy promises he’s panting in my ear.

And I never want it to stop. Deep.

And I open around him with a cry that echoes off the walls. The bed shaking, the headboard banging as he pumps, pumps, pumps and I take, take, take.

I feel every inch. Every vein. Every thick pulse of his cock as it spreads me open tearing through me and into my belly.

I’m becoming his.

And it feels like exactly what I was made for.


CHAPTER 5
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Silas

She sobs under me. Raw. Open. Perfect.

My cock is buried so deep she can't breathe right.

Just below her belly button there’s a bulge that moves when I bottom out, and I still ain’t deep enough. Not until I’ve fucked her into the shape of me. Not until I’ve filled every inch of this slick, milking pussy that was built to take it.

She’s got her legs wrapped around my waist, little heels digging in, like she’s trying to pull me deeper. Like she doesn’t care if I break her. She just wants more.

“Yeah, baby,” I grunt, dragging out slow. “That’s it. Spread for Daddy. Let me own this pussy.”

Her eyes roll back. Her hips lift. Her milk drips steady down her sides, leaking from those swollen, red nipples like she’s been begging for this all her life and finally got it.

“You hear that?” I pant, grinding into her, hearing the wet slap of skin on skin, the filthy gush of her cunt milking me like she’s trying to pull the cum from my balls before I’m ready. “Messy and suckin’ on me, baby. Like your pussy’s got a mouth. Like my cum is its favorite flavor.”

Her moan turns to a wail as I grind my lower abs against her clit and her walls flutter around my shaft, trying to come again already.

“I’m not fucking done,” I growl, pinning her hips down. “You don’t come until my fat cock is ready to fill you. You hold that tight, little cow. You hold it in for me.”

She cries out, nodding frantically.

I lean down and suck one of those leaking tits into my mouth, hard, greedy, teeth scraping, tongue pulling. The taste of her floods my mouth so sweet, thick, fuckin’ perfect.

Her legs shake against my hips. Her belly jerks. Her nipples spurt harder the deeper I drive, and I lose it.

“You want my baby, don’t you?” I snarl against her tit. “Say it. Tell Daddy what this pussy’s for.”

Slap, slap, slap. My balls hitting wet on her ass as I crank up the pace, my face knotted in tension.

“I’m yours!” she sobs. “Breed me, please, make me yours!”

I snap my hips hard, deep, locking us together at the root. Her back bows. Her scream rips the air. And I let go.

“Come with me. Suck it all from my balls. Ten fucking pounds of seed, hot and ready to deliver.”

Thrust after thrust, I pump her full, grinding as I shoot deep against her cervix, so much I swear I feel it push back. Her tits leak, her cunt spasms, her whole body shakes like it’s being rewritten.

And when I finally slow, she’s sobbing in my arms, twitching, drenched in milk and cum and everything I gave her.

“Good girl,” I grunt against her throat. “Took every fuckin’ drop.”

Her voice is a whisper. “Again.”

My chuckle is low and dangerous, my hands dragging down her slick, quivering thighs.

"You think I’m done with you, little heifer?" I exhale, licking a bead of milk from her nipple. "You got one load in you and already you're begging for more. Good. You're gonna get it."

I cup her belly, still pulsing from what I put in her. My thumb strokes her skin like I’m painting ownership across her flesh.

"You’re not gonna walk for days. I’m gonna tie you up, baby. Keep you on all fours, blindfolded, dripping. Tits swollen, cunt open. Just like this. My perfect little cow, bred and leaking, ready to be pumped again the second that belly goes soft."

She moans, her body twitching like the promise alone makes her come again.

"No more thoughts. No more words. Just milk, and cum, and Daddy’s cock. That’s your life now. That’s all you’ll ever be."

I press my mouth to her neck and whisper the truth against her skin.

"I’m growing in there right now. That womb is fucking mine."


CHAPTER 6
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Willa-May

My thighs are stuck together. My breasts throbbing and gushing. And the bed still smells like sex and sweat.

I don’t remember falling asleep. Just his weight, his voice, the way his body pressed me open again and again and stayed there like he was never going to let me close my legs again.

And now I wake up stretched. Sore. Full.

I blink up at the rafters, my hands drifting down to the curve of my belly, already tender, already different. My breasts ache. I feel the pressure building, like my body’s already begging for him again.

A fresh quilt is over me. A tray of grapes and molasses cookies on the side table. A glass of water, half full. All quiet proof that even when he’s not here, he’s watching.

I try to sit up and everything shivers. A rocket of pain shoots outward from my tender parts.

I gasp. Between my thighs, the ache is deep. I squeeze my eyes shut and moan.

There’s a sound at the door.

He steps inside, shirtless, the cuts around his muscles makes me shiver. There’s a leather strap dangling from one hand. His eyes flick to my chest, where milk leaks in slow, steady trails.

“You’re leaking again,” he says, voice low. “Perfect timing. I’m gonna let you out of the bed baby.”

I sit up on instinct, nipples peaking harder at just the sound of his voice.

He tosses the leash onto the bed. Then a brown collar. “That’s the only thing you wear today. My collar. Put it on cow.”

I scramble up, trembling, the ache between my thighs reigniting as I work the buckle around my throat and wait for what’s next, my heart pattering against my ribs.

He tugs a black handkerchief out of his back pocket, stepping forward and tying it snug at the back of my head. Darkness closes in, and my pulse kicks up.

“Daddy’s taking his little cow to be milked,” he clears his throat, clipping the leash to my collar with a hard snap. “You don’t walk unless I lead you. You don’t speak unless I ask you a question. When it’s time to be a cow, you act like a cow. No clothes, no words. Just milk and a hole for me to fuck. Nod if you understand.”

I nod.

“Good girl.”

He tugs the leash. I follow.


CHAPTER 7
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Silas

She follows me naked and blindfolded, her steps slow and shaky, but obedient.

Every time I tug the leash, she moans. Her milk squirts into the air with each step. Engorged and swaying. She’s tuned to me now. Every fuckin’ breath she takes belongs to me.

I guide her down into the hay-lined stall, the one I cleaned out just for this morning while she slept off the hard fucking I gave her all night.

But, she’s special. So, this stall is lined with soft blankets and the new pump I rigged by hand. I lead her in and stop.

She kneels without being told.

“Look at you,” I rasp, pushing her head down. “Get on all fours like a heifer little girl.”

She obeys and I step behind her, admiring her ass and softly kick at the insides of her knees until her thighs part, exposing her soaked pussy to the cool air. “So fuckin’ ready. You know what happens next, don’t you?”

She nods, breathing hard.

I rip the blindfold off and let her blink into the golden morning light. Her eyes are soft. Unfocused.

“You get milked like a proper cow on the machine. Pulling those udders hard. You get fed. Then you get bred again. Just how Daddy fuckin’ wants it.”

Her moan shreds me.

I hook up the pump with rough, greedy hands, grabbing her heavy tits, squeezing until the milk starts to spill, until she’s crying and moaning and begging for more. The machine hums to life, and she whimpers as the suction begins.

Her back arches. Her cunt clenches.

She’s a fuckin’ dream like this. My girl. Leaking, open, blissed-out, and mine.

“Look at what you’ve become,” I growl crouching down, licking her shoulder. “My pretty little cow. You love this, don’t you? Being kept. Used. Fed. A mindless animal. Fucked full of my cum whenever it pleases me. You can use your words cow.”

“Yes, Daddy. I love it so much.”

I grip her jaw, force her to look at me. “Good. ‘Cause I’m never fuckin’ stoppin’. Gonna keep you swollen and milk-drunk, cock-drunk, until you forget everything else but being my fuckin’ toy.”

I stand, open my jeans, and pull out my cock. It’s as hard as when we started last night. Thick, veined and already leaking just from watching her drip for me. Her eyes go wide, pupils blown.

“Open that sweet little mouth,” I growl, stroking once, slow and tight. “You’re gonna learn how to suck cock while you pump. Show Daddy how fuckin’ desperate you are to be filled from both ends.”

She moans and leans forward, lips parted, tongue out. I push between her lips with a hiss, grabbing her hair and holding her right there, feeding her inch after inch while her milk flows and her body trembles.

“Fuck, yeah,” I pant. “That’s it, baby. Take it deep. Daddy’s fuckin’ proud of you.”

And when the pump is full and her body is shaking, I yank myself from her throat, stomp behind her and drop to my knees.

“Take all of it cow. I’m gonna stuff you full of cock and cum every fucking day for the rest of your life.” I slam back into that soaked, swollen channel like I’ve been starving for it.

She screams, her body seizing, her fingers clawing at the straw.

“Take it,” I roar, fucking her hard, fast, deep, the sound of our bodies crashing obscene in the close air. “You want Daddy’s cum? Want it all over again, right in that sweet little hole?”

She babbles, gasps, drools on the hay. “Yes—please—breed me, Daddy—fill me again—make me yours again—”

“Too late, baby,” I growl, losing the last of my control. “You are mine. You’ll always fuckin’ be mine.”

Her pussy clenches and the pump draws her nipples down. Her walls massage my shaft like she’s trying to suck the soul out of my body.

And I let go. I roar through my teeth, driving so deep I swear I’m in her goddamn spine, and I unload. The orgasm seems to take me from my head to my toes. My bones crack, it’s violent and fucking endless.

Her whole body convulses. Her milk filling the pump’s jars. And still I keep her pinned.

My cock buried. My cum leaking out around where I’ve got he stuffed with me.

“My little hucow.”

I keep myself seated, another jolt of orgasm spurting inside her. I reach under her, and pop the flanges from her tits. Giving her breasts a squeeze.

“Such big udders on a little girl.”

She nods, her body going slack under me. Her elbows give out and her face falls into the blankets over hay.

“You’re mine, baby. My future. The best repayment I could ever want.”

“Yes, Daddy. I’ll always be yours.”

“Fucking right you will. Now, moo for daddy, I’m going to fuck you again while you make such pretty sounds for me.” I land a hard smack on her hip. “Now, moo.”


EPILOGUE
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Willa-May

Five years later

The house is louder now. Filled with little footsteps and shrieks of laughter. Crayons on the walls. Baby bottles drying beside glass jars of fresh cream. The kind only I can make.

My body’s never really stopped. The milk, the fullness, it’s just part of me now. A rhythm I live in. Wake, feed, pump, breed, repeat.

Silas says I’ve never looked more beautiful. And the way he touches me? Like I’m still the girl he stole off that back road and turned into his. Like I’m his whole world. Like he still sees me leaking and goes hard just from the sight.

I never saw my father again. Silas says he left the state but sometimes I wonder if that means he killed him. He’s not above violence. I’ve seen it over the years. Anyone that messes with his family, usually ends up ‘leaving the state’.

The older kids play outside in the sun. My belly’s big and ripe now, heavy and showing, stretched tight beneath my dress like it can barely hold the life growing inside. The newest little one turns inside me, and I cradle it with both hands, humming.

Silas walks in, shirtless, covered in sawdust from building the new addition. He grins when he sees me and drops a kiss on my neck, one hand sliding under my dress, cupping my still-heavy breast.

"Full already?" he mutters, low and reverent. "Good. Let’s take care of that before dinner."

I smile. I nod as he clips the leash to my collar.

“What do you say little cow?” He narrows his eyes at me. the slightes smile ticking at the corner of his lips.

“Mooooooo.” I moan as he nods, chest filling with pride. “Moooooo…”

And he leads me back where I belong.

You can never have too much milk…

grab The Mobster’s Favorite Flavor HERE.

Get notified of free books, bonus chapters, totally taboo

extras and new releases

SIGN UP HERE!


ABOUT THE AUTHOR



My other books are here.

Eve Fontaine is an author of high spice, low angst

Erotic fun!

Want some romance with your kink?

You’re in the right place. Always a happily ever after!

This is where she lets all the freak flags fly

with focus on breeding, hucow, lactation,

Daddy play, and just all out smut.

[image: ]


Come along for the ride:

Eve on Facebook

Facebook Private Group

OEBPS/font_rsrcKZ.ttf


OEBPS/nav.xhtml


  
    		Title Page


    		Copyright


    		Come Along


    		What You’re Getting


    		Contents


    		Chapter 1


    		Chapter 2


    		Chapter 3


    		Chapter 4


    		Chapter 5


    		Chapter 6


    		Chapter 7


    		Epilogue


    		About the Author


  



Guide

		Cover

		Beginning

		Contents




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45

		46






OEBPS/image_rsrcM1.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcM3.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcM0.jpg





OEBPS/font_rsrcKY.ttf


OEBPS/image_rsrcM2.jpg





