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ONE


Marcus

“What are you doing here?” My voice makes the petite, young woman standing at my doorstep flinch. It’s hard and rough, sharpened with years of authority and bitterness. “You have no business here.”

Rosaline blinks at me, her thick lashes framing her big, doll-like eyes. My stepdaughter turned nineteen this year, but I haven’t seen her in a while. I last saw her when she was sixteen. She was living under my roof then, my step-daughter. But her mother cheated on me with a younger man and left, taking Rosaline with her.

She swallows, tucking a strand of auburn hair behind her ear. Her face is so beautiful it even makes my dead heart flicker. High cheekbones and soft, feminine cheeks. Her lips are plump and juicy, ripe enough to suck on for days.

And then I notice the red mark swelling on her cheek. It’s a slap mark. Even when Rosaline was young, her mother used to abuse her. I’d always shout at her for hitting a girl, but she had a temper. I guess Rosaline fought with her mom again.

“Your mama hit you?” I hiss. Stomp my foot. “When will that woman come to her senses and start acting like an adult?”

Rosalina inhales deeply, her chest and breasts rising. “Never,” she replies. “And her new man…he isn’t like you. I don’t want to live with them.”

I sense that she’s hiding something, but I don’t push. She’s the type of girl who clams up when she’s prodded.

No, she’s not a girl anymore. She’s a woman now. And it’s clear in the way her body has changed. She was always attractive, constantly getting attention from boys for her massive rack and fuckable body, but now she’s irresistible. I have no right to think of her like this, even though we’re not related anymore. And that’s why she has no place in my ranch.

“You can’t live here, either,” I say firmly. “I’m not your step-dad anymore.” 

“I know, but I’m ready to work. I bet you could use a helping hand around the ranch. It’s so big.”

I rest my hands on my hips, giving her a stern stare down. “I have ranch hands for that. Capable men who know how to deal with animals.”

“I know, too.” Rosaline’s voice pitches higher, and her eyebrows furrow. Anger makes her sexiness come out even more. She’s not just a pretty body; she has a fiery spirit, too. And that combination makes for a heady fuck. “I grew up here, remember? I used to help you before.”

My gaze drifts to places it shouldn’t. To the sensual dip of her throat. Her tits were always big, and now they’re massive, straining against her white T-shirt. Her waist cinches in, all womanly, before flaring out into wide, curvy hips that demand to be held by rough hands.

She’s a smokeshow. And if I’m stuck on the ranch all alone, I might start living out all the forbidden fantasies I’m having about her. There would be nobody to stop me. Not even her mother.

“Your body wasn’t built for hard labor, Pumpkin,” I tell her. “Go back to town and find a waitressing job.”

“I need a place to live. And I liked it here. I can do housework, too.”

I sigh. “You’re meant to be kept in comfort, not worked to your bones.”

God, I hate the idea of her fleshy, sexy body becoming thin and worn from manual labor.  A body like that was created to be fucked and bear babies. To become riper and fuller from motherhood. The thought of Rosaline cradling her huge belly and waddling inside my house fills my mind.

My cock responds immediately, twitching. Blood rushes to my groin, filling me with heat.

I groan. Rosaline’s body is dangerous. I can’t help but respond to her. She tempts me in taboo ways, and I might look strong and disciplined on the surface, but I’m too weak to deny the attraction.

“You’re still my step-father on paper,” Rosaline tells me now. “Mom didn’t marry again. And he never removed your name as my legal guardian.”

I growl. “That’s fucked up.” 

“Please, Daddy. I need somewhere stable. I can’t live with Mom and her boyfriend. They’re…they’re not good for me. And I heard one of your ranch hands left.”

“So that’s why you came?”

She straightens, and I notice the perfect arch of her back and how it curves out into a fat, plump ass that’s fighting to get out of her tight jeans. “I will make myself useful. You’ll be glad you hired me.”

“No, Rosaline. I don’t want any involvement with you or your mother.”  

“I will obey you. I will follow all your rules.” Tears are gathering in her eyes. She’s begging me now. The red mark on her face tests my resolve. I want to bring her inside and tend to the wound, but if I do, I will cross more boundaries than I should. “I will do whatever you want. Please, Daddy. Don’t send me back to that horrible place.”

I can tell my ex-wife’s abuse has been getting to Rosaline. At least when I was around, she used to forget the girl existed. I protected her.

When she wipes her tears, both my cock and my chest clench.

“Come in.” I fold like a leaf in the wind. I don’t want her standing out for too long. It’s summer, so it’s hot outside. “We’ll talk about it.”

Rosaline follows me inside the house. My house is modest. There’s only one bathroom near my bedroom, and there’s only one other bedroom. That used to be hers before, and it’s still kept as it was.

“Thank you,” Rosaline mutters as she closes the door behind her.

When she turns, I see her tempting ass cheeks. Her jeans hug them like they were painted on. Those soft globes of flesh make the heat in my veins burn hotter. I force myself to breathe evenly, realizing my cock is beginning to swell.

Fuck.

I go behind the kitchen counter, hiding my semi-erection. “You sit down,” I tell Rosaline, and she obeys without hesitation. That submissive sweetness undoes me even more, making my groin clench with desire. It has been so long since I buried myself inside a tight, wet cunt. Since I took control of a woman and felt the thrill from her submitting to me.

Rosaline walked into my house on her own. And she doesn’t know it yet, but she chose a far worse place than her mother’s house.

“Should I start working today?” she asks, eager. “I can cook your dinner.”

“Sure, but before that, we need rules. I have three. First—no boys, not at the ranch or outside.” Possessiveness steals my tongue, uttering words that feel unreal. I’m staking my claim on Rosaline. I don’t want any other man putting his hands on her beautiful body and tainting her. Because she’s mine.

My cock jumps at the idea, the head feeling sensitive as it brushes against my boxers. The idea of turning Rosaline into my willing sexual submissive cocksleeve turns me on more than anything. I’ll seduce her slowly, not clumsily like the guys at her school. It’ll probably be the best thing that happened to her.

“I don’t want you turning into your mother,” I say harshly. “The only man in your life will be me. Is that understood?”

She nods, eyes innocent. “Yes, Daddy.”

“Second—you need to dress modestly. I’m a man, Rosaline, and you’re not my step-daughter anymore. The ranch hands don’t need to see your lush body.”

“Okay,” she replies. “I don’t wear revealing clothes anyway.”

We must have very different definitions of revealing, because the T-shirt and jeans that she’s wearing, while modest on paper, cling to her body like a second skin, highlighting her potent sexuality. I bet she could make all the men in the vicinity hard with that ass.

“And third, you don’t talk to me unless you have to. Stay out of my way.”

“Done,” she says eagerly.

I take deep breaths, calming down my raging cock. Talking to her about house rules has made the arousal fizzing through my blood disappear. I go over other minor logistical details, like where she’ll sleep and where the cleaning supplies are. By the time we’re done, I’m able to breathe normally again.

Perhaps I’ll survive with Rosaline after all.

“Now come here, Pumpkin. We need to put ointment on that wound of yours.” I motion her over.

She gets up. Her tits bounce as she takes each step. God, they’re perky and full. The sexual desire that just died down ignites in my groin once more.

I push it down.

I step closer to her, every instinct screaming at me to keep my distance. The kitchen suddenly feels too small, the air too thick. Rosaline stops in front of me, her hands folded in front of her like she’s bracing herself. She tilts her face up, offering me her cheek without being asked.

That small, trusting gesture nearly undoes me.

“Sit,” I say again, gruffer than I intend, pointing to the chair by the table. She obeys immediately, lowering herself onto it, her knees pressed together, her posture straight. Waiting. Always waiting for permission. That alone tells me more about her home life than she ever could with words.

I turn away from her before I do something reckless and open one of the cabinets, rummaging until I find the small first-aid tin I keep for cuts and scrapes from ranch work. I pull out a clean cloth and a tube of soothing ointment, then pause at the sink long enough to run the cloth under cold water.

When I turn back around, she’s watching me. Quiet. Wide-eyed. Like she’s afraid that if she breathes too loudly, I’ll change my mind and throw her back out.

“Hold still,” I mutter.

I crouch in front of her instead of standing over her. It’s a mistake. At this angle, her scent reaches me, clean and faintly sweet, soap and something that’s just her. My hands feel too big as I lift the cool cloth.

The moment it touches her cheek, she sucks in a sharp breath.

“Cold,” she whispers.

“I know,” I reply. “It’ll bring the swelling down.”

I press gently, far gentler than I ever am with anything else in my life. The skin beneath my fingers is warm and soft, nothing like the rough hides and calloused hands I’m used to. The red mark stands out against her pale complexion, ugly and infuriating.

My jaw tightens.

“She shouldn’t have done that,” I say, low and controlled. “No excuse for it.”

Rosaline’s gaze drops to my chest. “She was angry.”

“That doesn’t make it right.”

Silence settles between us again, heavy and intimate. I can feel her watching me now, studying my face the way I’m studying hers. My thumb shifts without me meaning it to, brushing just beneath her cheekbone as I adjust the cloth.

Her breath stutters.

The sound goes straight through me.

I pull the cloth away and set it aside, then twist open the ointment. I squeeze a small amount onto my finger, hesitating only a second before lifting my hand again.

“This might sting a little,” I warn.

She nods, trusting. Too trusting.

I apply the ointment slowly, careful not to press too hard. My fingertip glides over her skin, smooth and heated, and I hate how aware I am of the contact. Hate how my body reacts to something so simple. Her lashes flutter, her lips part just slightly, and I have to remind myself to breathe.

“You’ve… grown,” I say before I can stop myself. The words are neutral, but the meaning behind them isn’t.

Her eyes flick back to mine. “I guess.”

There’s something uncertain in her voice, like she’s waiting to see if I’ll say more. I don’t. I can’t. I focus on the task at hand, even as my pulse pounds in my ears.

I finish applying the ointment and pull my hand back, curling my fingers into a fist at my side. The absence of her warmth is almost a relief.

“That should help,” I say. “We’ll ice it again later if it swells.”

“Thank you,” she murmurs.

I straighten abruptly, putting distance between us before I forget myself entirely. She looks up at me, her cheek slightly shiny from the ointment, her expression soft and grateful in a way that twists something deep in my chest.

This is a mistake. Letting her stay is a mistake.

And yet, as I turn away to put the supplies back, I already know I won’t send her away.

Not tonight. Not with that mark on her face.

I glance back at her once more, seated in my kitchen like she belongs there, and a dangerous thought settles in my mind.

Living under my roof, following my rules, looking at me like that… Rosaline has no idea what she’s walked into.

But she’ll learn soon enough.


TWO


Rosaline

His eyes are as smolderingly hot and cruel as I remember.

I serve him dinner quietly. He looks stoic, barely nodding and muttering, “Thanks.”

“You don’t have to thank me. I’m just doing my job,” I reply.

He runs a hand through his dark brown tresses, looking sexy. His biceps are huge, and I’ve always loved being hugged my him, being enveloped in his thick arms. It made my pussy sticky whenever he hugged me, because I loved being engulfed by his raw masculinity. As a teenager, I imagined those hands doing all kinds of things to me, even though he was just giving me innocent hugs.

I’ve been attracted to Marcus for a long time. He was the only man who acted like a man, who took responsibility and provided for me. Mama was crazy to cheat on him.

He looks like a hot, rugged mountain daddy. His muscles are huge and well developed, flexing every time he moves his arms. His chest is broad. He’s hotter than all the boys in town, and I always noticed that about him. Even when I wasn’t supposed to. He was never interested in me like that, so I didn’t make it awkward by letting my emotions show.

But now things are different. Now he’s not married to my mom. And I’m of legal age. I could tell when he was tending to my wound earlier that I had an effect on him.

I settle on the chair opposite his, eating dinner in silence. I know he said I shouldn’t talk to him unless I had to, but I want to. There’s so much I want to tell him. I just want to hear his voice. It calms me, grounds me, and makes me feel safe.

“What are we doing tomorrow?” I inquire. “You know, so I know what time to wake up.”

“We’re heading into town at eight to buy some things after feeding and watering the animals. You better start at six.”

“Okay.”

I take another bite of my food, but it doesn’t go down my throat. I want to tell him that I’m grateful.

“Daddy—”

“Don’t call me that,” he snaps. “Your mother and I divorced a while ago.”

My mother, the town’s jezebel, broke his heart when she dumped him for another, younger man.

“Thank you for letting me stay,” I reply. “I’ll do anything you want. In fact, all I want is to be useful to you.”

“Be quiet and eat, Pumpkin. Don’t talk when your mouth is full.”

I huff at the way he’s acting all paternal, when he reminded me that he’s not my daddy anymore.

I know I can melt the coldness in his heart, make him open his heart to love again. My mother made him bitter, but I’ll heal him.

[image: ]



The water isn’t even hot. As I turn on the shower in Marcus’s bathroom, it floods down my tired body, washing away all reminders of yesterday.

I hear a noise and the door cracks open.

“What the fuck?” Marcus’s huge body fills the door. I jerk.

The cold water does nothing to cool the heat rising in my body as Marcus stands there, his broad chest—matted with dark hair that trails down in a tantalizing line—fully exposed. His muscles ripple with tension, and his eyes are wide with a mix of shock and something primal. My pussy buzzes with arousal, and I'm grateful for the shower water that hides the evidence of my excitement.

"Why the hell didn't you lock the door?" he growls, his voice a low rumble that resonates through the bathroom.

I tremble, my voice barely a whisper. "I thought you wouldn't be up for a while."

His gaze dips, catching on my breasts, lingering on the hard peaks of my nipples before sweeping down to the hair between my legs. I watch as his cock begins to harden under his pants, the outline growing more prominent. The sight makes my pussy clench with need.

"Make it quick," he snaps. "I need to take a shower, too."

The tension in the room is thick, filling me with a heat that has nothing to do with the water. My body is alive, electrified by his proximity.

"Daddy, you can take a shower with me," I say, my voice steady despite the storm raging inside me.

He looks at me like I've gone mad. "Have you lost your mind?"

"You've already seen me naked," I argue, my heart pounding in my chest. "And we can save time."

He steps closer, his voice a low, dangerous whisper. "You sure you can handle the consequences of tempting your Daddy with your naked body? You know what happens when a man and woman get naked?"

I shiver at his words, the air between us charged with sexual tension. "You took care of me last night," I reply, my voice barely above a whisper. "But I'm still hurting."

"Where?" he asks, his voice a low growl. "Your cheek looks fine."

I cup my pubic mound, pushing my pussy lips open. It’s a daring show, but I can’t hide anymore. Not when he’s so close, his cock inflamed with desire for me. This might be my only chance to get him to acknowledge the attraction between us.

I show him my pink pussy, spread out like a rose, my fingers keeping it open and accessible to his gaze. "Here. It hurts here, Daddy."

He grinds his teeth. “You slut. You know what you’re doing?”

His pupils dilate, and in an instant, he goes wild. He strips down, shoving his pants onto the floor, until he's naked. His massive cock—purple, veined, and throbbing—is on full display. I've never seen a cock before, but the sight of his makes my cunt flood with excitement. I want it. I want him. I feel my pussy throbbing to feel that virile, manly rod inside, stroking me in all the right places.

He advances toward me like a beast that has been let loose.

His body slams into mine, caging me against the wall. He pressing his chest against my aching tits. My butt hits the cold tiles of the shower wall.

“Such a sexy body. Your tits were made to be manhandled.” His hands are rough, pinching my nipples until they ache with a sweet, painful pleasure. “So pink and hard and pretty.”

His fingers trace down my stomach, teasing my plump clit before plunging into my virgin pussy. The first push is so hard and unexpected; tears fill my eyes. The intrusion into my pussy feels foreign, but not in an unpleasant way. His dominance increases my craving. He just pushed in without any warning, and it made my whole body erupt like a volcano.

"You're breaking all the rules, Pumpkin," he rasps, his voice harsh and ragged. "Showing me this sweet, fuckable body. It's time for me to teach you how to behave."

He pins my wrists above my head, his grip firm and unyielding. His mouth descends on my breasts, sucking and biting until I'm gasping for air. His fingers curl inside me, hitting a spot that makes my body convulse with pleasure.

"You're so tight," he groans, his fingers pumping in and out of me with a relentless rhythm. "So fucking wet for Daddy."

His thumb finds my clit, rubbing it in tight circles until I'm screaming his name. The water pours down on us, making the sensations even more intense. I can feel the orgasm building, my body tensing as his fingers bring me closer to the edge.

"Look at you," he murmurs, his voice thick with lust. "Coming apart on my fingers. This filthy pussy only comes for Daddy’s fingers, doesn't it?"

I nod, unable to form words.

His fingers brutally assault my tight, virgin cunt, pushing in and out, fucking me like I’m nothing more than a pretty cocksleeve.

“Daddy…I’ve…” I breathe though the sharp jab of electric ecstasy that punches my stomach. “I’ve never had a man touch me like this. I’m a virgin.”

“Jesus,” he curses. “No wonder you’re so damn tight. Daddy’s fingers will loosen you up.”

He curls two fingers inside me, hitting my G-spot. My whole body trembles. Heat blazes through my veins, making me swell with tension and the desire to surrender. Marcus knows how to make a woman’s body feel good. He keeps circling my clit as he adds another finger.

My pussy stretches to accommodate him. The feeling of being full makes my brain swim with rapture. I can’t deny the insane pleasure he’s giving me. Every cell in my body is bursting with heat. Tension pulls low in my stomach, tightening with every thrust, threatening to snap.

Pleasure washes over me, making me feel lightheaded. I grab his shoulders to keep standing.

“More, please. I’m so close.” I feel my ass against the tiled wall. My thighs are shaking from the currents of pleasure traveling through my pussy.

The texture of his fingers, rough and abrasive, scrapes against my soft inner walls, driving me into a lust-filled madness. The raw feel of his fingers inside me hits all the right spots in my brain, making my nerves light up like a Christmas tree.

His fingers curl again, hitting that spot deep inside me, and I come undone, my body shaking with the force of my orgasm.

I scream, my cries echoing in the bathroom, my nails scoring down his back as my body is gripped by intense sensations. He holds me through it, like an anchor.

Marcus pulls his fingers out, bringing them to his mouth to lick clean. His tongue swirls over my pussy juices, and watching him suck my arousal feels dirty and beautiful at the same time.

"Next time you act like this, it won't be my fingers in your pussy,” he warns. “It'll be my cock, fucking you raw and hard. I’ll pop your pretty cherry, and make you bleed all over my dick. Is that what you want, Pumpkin?"

I look into his eyes, seeing the raw, primal need reflected back at me. "Yes, Daddy," I whisper, my voice filled with a longing I can't deny. "That's what I want."


THREE


Marcus

I keep my eyes on the road, but my body hasn’t forgotten a damn thing.

The way her skin felt under my hands this morning. Warm. Soft. The way she trembled when I touched her, like she was tuned to me in a way that scares the hell out of me. I took care of her first, made sure she was comfortable, made sure she was safe. I told myself that was control.

My body doesn’t agree.

My cock has been half-hard since we left the ranch, an ache that refuses to go away. Every time she shifts in the passenger seat, every time her thigh brushes the console, it flares again.

I pull into the lot in town and park the truck. Dust kicks up around us. The place looks the same as it always has. Sun-bleached storefronts, a couple of pickups, men lingering like they’ve got nowhere better to be.

“Stay here,” I tell her, unbuckling my seat belt. “I won’t be long.”

She frowns. “You might need help carrying things.”

“I managed before you came along.”

Her lips press together, then she tilts her head. “Then why did you bring me to town at all?”

I shut the door and lean back in through the open window, lowering my voice. “Because I wanted you to get some fresh air. Being cooped up on the ranch all day isn’t ideal. Not at your age.”

Her expression softens. “I like the ranch. And I’m not isolated. You’re there.”

The words hit harder than they should.

I straighten, reach into my wallet, and hand her some cash. “Get groceries. Make whatever you want for dinner. Something better than what I usually eat.”

Her eyes light up. “Really?”

“Come to me if you need more.”

She takes the money, then I add more without thinking. “And get yourself anything else you need. Clothes. Shoes. Whatever.”

She grins, bright and pleased. “You’re being generous.”

I don’t answer. I turn and walk away before I say something stupid like because you’re mine.

The feed and supply store smells like hay, oil, and leather. Familiar. Grounding. I order fencing wire, mineral blocks, a replacement pump hose, grain supplements. The clerk nods, writes it up. Business as usual.

I haul the boxes out myself, muscles burning, sweat trickling down my spine. As I load the last one into the bed of my truck, I glance across the lot.

That’s when I see her.

Rosaline stands near the general store, laughing softly, her body turned toward a young cowboy I recognize. Early twenties. Broad smile. Hat tipped back like he’s got every right to be there.

Jealousy slams into me so hard it steals my breath.

I drop the tailgate with more force than necessary and start walking. Each step feels heavy, deliberate, like I’m stalking prey. My vision narrows. All I see is her. Her bare legs in those damn shorts. Thick thighs catching the sunlight. That fitted T-shirt hugging her curves.

She smiles at him.

Then he hugs her.

Something snaps.

“What the hell do you think you’re doing?” My voice cuts through the air, sharp enough to draw looks.

Rosaline startles, eyes flying to me. “Marcus, we were just talking.”

“That’s not what it looked like,” I say, jaw tight. “He touched you.”

The cowboy lifts his hands slightly, calm but cautious. “Easy. It was friendly. Rosaline and I go way back. High school.” He glances at her cheek. “I saw the mark. Just wanted to check she was okay.”

I step closer, close enough that he can feel it. “I’m taking care of her now. There’s no need to worry.”

Understanding flickers across his face. He tips his hat. “Didn’t mean any offense.”

He leaves quickly.

I don’t look at Rosaline until he’s gone.

When I do, her lip trembles.

“I didn’t expect him to hug me,” she says quietly.

I lean in, my mouth near her ear, my voice low and rough. “Anyone would want to touch you when you walk around looking like that. Those shorts. That shirt. You’re asking for attention.”

Her breath catches.

“You broke rule one,” I whisper. “I told you no boys.”

“I’m sorry,” she murmurs.

My hand slides to her waist, fingers digging in just enough to remind her I’m there. That I’m solid. Unmovable.

I’m her Daddy. I’m the one who’ll take her virginity and teach her how to submit. And she’s going to enjoy learning that.

“I told you what would happen if you misbehaved again,” I rumble. “I don’t make empty promises.”

Her cheeks burn red as I guide her toward the truck, possessive and unapologetic. People can look. Let them talk.

She’s mine to claim now. And by tonight she’ll have my seed in her belly. I’m already a villain, a cold, greedy man by this town’s standards, so more mudslinging won’t hurt me.

All I care about is Rosaline. And being inside her tight, virgin cunt.

I’m done pretending otherwise.
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She’s quiet during the drive. I thought she might have more protests, that she might beg me to not pop her cherry and take her virginity. But she hasn’t said a word.

I focus on the roads because they’re treacherous. Yet, my cock tents my pants, keenly aware of the sexual siren sitting beside me. Her legs graze my knee every now and then, making me dream of having those fleshy thighs wrapped around my waist as I thrust into her raw, untouched pussy.

The moment I kill the engine, I glare at her. “Get out and follow me inside.”

I leave all the stuff in the truck, not even bothering to unload. I can do that tomorrow. But my cock won’t survive another minute.

Rosaline unfolds herself from her seat and trails me into the house. I slam the door shut behind her.

She shocks me by getting to her knees in front of me. Her delicate fingers trace the bulge of my erection through my jeans.

I hiss, as electric heat incinerates my insides. She strokes up and down my throbbing shaft, sending new waves of delight into my bloodstream with every innocent touch.

“I’m sorry, Daddy,” she says. “I want to make you feel better. Are you like this because I made you angry?”

She works on my belt, undoing it. She undoes my button, too, and pulls down my jeans. I love this boldness from her, but even so, she hasn’t lost her innocence.

She bares my cock. Even air whispering against it makes my balls clench with pain. The head is swollen with arousal and slicked with pre-cum. I have had a raging boner since I fingered her in the shower. I had to work for hours at the farm after that, and it still didn’t disappear because she was there right beside me, bending over in those itsy-bitsy shorts, showing me glimpses of her ripe ass.

I had to fight the urge to move her shorts aside and push my cock into her unclaimed pussy right then.

Rosaline cups m balls with her small palm, which only increases the ache traveling through my groin. Her other hand plays with my cock, squeezing it.

“Enough.” I gnash my teeth.

She doesn’t stop, though. She traces the veins on it with her fingertips. Then she opens her mouth and licks the tip. Her puffy, generous lips seal around the tip and she sucks.

A sharp wave of ecstasy rolls through me, paralyzing me for a split second. I have never felt such a powerful surge of hormones through my system. My testosterone jumps, fueling an animalistic, almost obsessive need to fuck her throat. But that’s not what I promised her.

If she thinks she can get off easy by sucking my cock, she’s wrong. I will teach her that I’m a man of my word.

“Suck my cock all you want, Pumpkin, but that’s not going to get you out of trouble. I want you bent over my knee. I’m going to smack that naughty ass and remind you that disobeying your Daddy never ends well.” I push my cock deeper into her throat, making her gag.

She releases my dick, then, but I love the sight of it with her saliva smeared on it. Maybe I’ll let her take what she wants later.

I bend down and pick her small body up. She fits so well in my arms. She has so much meat on her that I squeeze her hips, making her moan as I take her to the couch. I sit down, and flip her over my lap, so her ass in over my thigh.

“Don’t ever think you can get away from your punishment, Pumpkin.” I pull her shorts down. She’s wearing a thong underneath that’s barely there.

Her fat, rounded ass cheeks spill over from both sides of the slinky thong. Fuck. Her ass is the best I’ve ever seen. So tight and smooth, like it was made to be touched and played with. I massage one ass cheek before I slap her.

She jerks on my lap, whining, “Daddy, that hurts.”

“Good, it’s supposed to.” I move to her other cheek and smack her on it. “Daddy hates seeing you with other boys. You belong to me, Rosaline. You live under my roof and I provide for you. Did you think escaping you mama’s house and coming here would be better? You were wrong. The moment I saw you on my doorstep, looking like a fertile temptation, I knew I’d have my cock buried balls deep within a day.”

I rub my palm over where I slapped her ass. “It’s too late to run now.”

“I don’t want to run,” she replies. “Ever since you put your fingers inside me, my cunny keeps throbbing for more of you. It felt so good, Daddy. I want you to pop my cherry, to make me a woman. Your woman.”

I kiss her ass cheek. “Rosaline…babygirl…you don’t know what you’re asking for.”

My cock is hard at her words, at her sweet voice asking me to take her virginity. I pull away her thong. The crotch is soaked in her pussy juices.

“How long have you been leaking for Daddy?” I ask her.

“Since you told me what you’d do to me and put your hand around my waist in town,” she replies. “My pussy was hurting so bad and my thighs were so sticky in the car.”

I push my fingers inside her tight hole to test if she’s ready. Her pussy feels soft like velvet drenched in honey. “Fuck, you were born to take cock. Your pussy is dripping like a faucet.”

I pull her upright into my lap. I could lay her down, be gentle, but I’m not that good of a man. I just want to impale her on my dick and watch her bleed on my shaft as I claim her innocence.

I stroke her pussy, my fingers playing with her clit, circling the sensitive nub until she's squirming in my lap. Her breath hitches, and her nails dig into my shoulders, the slight pain only heightening my arousal. "This will hurt, Pumpkin," I murmur, my voice hoarse with need. "But I promise, I'll make you feel so good afterward."

She nods, her eyes wide with trust and a hint of fear. I can't help but feel a primal satisfaction at that look. I tease her entrance with the tip of my cock, rubbing it against her wet slit, coating myself in her juices. She's so fucking tight; I can feel her resisting already.

I grip her hips, my fingers digging into her soft flesh. "Relax, babygirl," I coax, my voice a low growl. "Let Daddy in."

She takes a deep breath, and I feel her muscles loosen slightly. I push forward, the head of my cock breaching her entrance. She's so fucking tight; it's like trying to push into a fist. I grunt, my hips jerking forward, trying to fit myself into her virgin pussy.

Her eyes squeeze shut, and her nails dig deeper into my shoulders. I can feel her tensing up again, her body resisting the intrusion. I reach between us, my fingers finding her clit, rubbing it in tight circles to stimulate her more.

"That's it, Pumpkin," I groan. "Just a little more."

I thrust forward, harder this time, and I feel her barrier give way. A sharp cry escapes her lips, and I look down to see a trail of red on my cock. Her virgin blood. The sight of it, the knowledge that I'm the first and only man to claim her like this, sends a surge of possessive lust through me.

"Fuck, look at that," I rasp. "Your pussy is swallowing my cock, bleeding for me. You're so fucking beautiful, Pumpkin."

I pull out slightly, then push back in, going deeper with each thrust. Her body jerks with each movement, her tits bouncing in a way that's fucking hypnotizing.

I pull out then push back in, going deeper with each thrust, making her bounce on my lap. The sight of her tits swaying with each movement is fucking mesmerizing. She whimpers, a mix of pain and pleasure echoing in her cries. I can feel her pussy stretching, trying to accommodate my size.

"That's it, Pumpkin," I groan. "Take all of Daddy's cock. You're such a good girl, taking your punishment like this."

I reach between us again, finding her clit and pinching it lightly, rolling it between my fingers. Her moans grow louder, her body responding to my touch. I can feel her pussy getting wetter, her juices coating my cock, making it easier to slide in and out.

"You feel that, babygirl?" I rasp. "That's your pussy taking all of Daddy's cock. You're my little cocksleeve now, aren't you?"

She nods, her breath coming in rapid gasps. "Y-yes, Daddy."

I grip her hips tighter, my fingers leaving marks on her soft skin. I start to move her up and down on my cock, using her body for my pleasure. Her pussy is so fucking tight, so wet, it feels like heaven.

"You're not on birth control, are you, Pumpkin?" I growl, the realization hitting me.

She shakes her head, her eyes glazed with lust. "N-no, Daddy."

A feral grin spreads across my face. "Good. I don't want anything between us. I want to feel your pussy taking all of my cum."

Her eyes widen, but she doesn't protest. I can see the excitement in her gaze, the thrill of the forbidden.

"You want that, don't you?" I murmur, my voice low and dangerous. "You want Daddy to fill you with his seed, to plant a baby in your belly."

She moans, her pussy clenching around my cock. "Yes, Daddy," she whispers. "I want to be your good little housewife. I want to have your babies."

The image of her, pregnant and barefoot in my kitchen, hits me hard. I can see her, round and ripe, waddling around the ranch, her belly full of my child. It's a fucking beautiful sight.

"You'll look so pretty with a swollen womb," I groan, my hips moving faster. "Your belly all big and round with my baby. You'll be mine, all mine."

She cries out, her pussy fluttering around my cock. She's close, I can feel it. I reach between us again, rubbing her clit in tight circles. Her body tenses, her breath hitches, and then she's coming, her pussy milking my cock.

Her eyes roll back into her skull as pleasure makes her shiver. She releases breathy moans as she enjoys the rapture of drowning in her own orgasm, of her body surrendering to my thrusts. Her pussy clenches around me rhythmically, demanding my surrender, too.

I lose control, my hips moving faster, my cock slamming into her. I can feel her cervix, the entrance to her womb, kissing the tip of my cock with each thrust. That's where I'm going to plant my seed, where I'm going to breed her.

"Fuck, Pumpkin," I groan. "I'm going to come. I'm going to fill your pussy with my cum."

She whimpers, her body trembling with the aftershocks of her orgasm. I can feel my own release building, my balls drawing up tight. And then I'm coming, my cock pulsing, my seed spurting into her womb.

I hold her tight against me, my cock buried deep inside her as I fill her with my cum. I can feel her pussy milking me, taking every last drop. We're both sweaty and panting, our bodies sticky with our mixed release.

I look down at her, her eyes closed, her lips parted. She's so fucking beautiful, so fucking mine. I can't believe I just bred my stepdaughter, but fuck, it feels so right. She's mine now, all mine. And I'm going to make sure she remembers that.


FOUR


Rosaline

I wake in the haze between pain and warmth, my body heavy, my thoughts slow and soft. Everything feels different. Tender. Real.

Marcus is still with me.

I realize that first, before anything else.

I lie on my back, sheets twisted around my legs, my thighs still trembling from the way he held me, from the way everything changed. I’m sore, achy in a way that makes me keenly aware of myself, of what we did, of what I gave him. There’s a faint sting between my legs, but it’s dulled by something else. Contentment. Safety.

Marcus sits beside me, careful and deliberate, the way he always is. He dips a cloth into warm water and wrings it out before bringing it to me.

“Easy,” he murmurs.

His voice is low, gentle now. Nothing like the growl that shook through him earlier.

I inhale sharply when he touches me, but he’s slow, respectful, cleaning between my thighs with quiet focus. The touch is intimate in a different way than before. Not hungry. Not demanding. Just… attentive.

“You did well,” he says.

The words settle into me deeper than anything else tonight.

I feel my chest tighten. My hands understood what my mouth needs a second longer to admit. I lift my arms and wrap them around him, pressing my face into his chest. He smells like sweat and soap and the ranch. Like home.

“I want to stay,” I whisper. “Here. With you. Forever.”

He stills.

I feel the shift in him immediately, the tension snapping back into place. His hand slides into my hair, fingers stroking slowly, grounding me.

“Why would you want that,” he asks quietly, “after what we just did?”

I pull back enough to look at him. His face is serious again, conflicted, torn in ways I don’t fully understand but feel anyway.

“You should be running,” he continues. “If you stay, it’ll happen again. And if it keeps happening…” He exhales. “You’ll end up pregnant.”

The word doesn’t scare me.

It warms me.

“I want it,” I say, surprising even myself with how certain I sound. “Nothing has ever felt as good. Or as right. I never liked any of the jobs I tried after high school. None of them meant anything to me. But being here, cooking for you, taking care of your house…” I hesitate, then push on. “Maybe one day taking care of a baby. That feels like the life I want.”

He looks at me for a long moment.

Then he leans down and kisses me. Slow. Deep. Like he’s deciding something.

“When you first came here,” he says, his thumb lifting my chin, “I told you your body wasn’t meant for manual labor.”

I nod, my cheeks already warm.

“What I didn’t tell you,” he continues, tracing the curve of my lip, brushing over my cupid’s bow, “was that I thought your body was perfect for bearing children. So curvy. So ripe. Those wide, baby-bearing hips of yours scream fertility.”

Heat floods my face. My heart pounds.

“No one’s ever said that to me,” I whisper.

His gaze softens. “They should have.”

I shift closer to him, suddenly aware of how empty the room would feel without his presence. “Will you sleep with me tonight? I don’t want to be alone.”

“Does it hurt?” he asks immediately.

“A little,” I admit. “I’m sore.”

He doesn’t hesitate. He pulls me into his chest, wrapping his arms around me until I’m completely enclosed by him, my cheek pressed over his heart.

“You don’t need to worry about anything,” he says. “I’ll make dinner today. You rest.”

He adjusts me gently, lifting my legs and guiding them up.

“Keep them like this,” he murmurs. “Helps my seed make magic happen faster.”

I grin, unable to stop myself, my heart light despite how forbidden everything feels.

I should be scared.

Instead, I’m satisfied.

Wrapped in his arms, sore and claimed and safe, I know one thing for certain.

I’m exactly where I belong.

[image: ]



Marcus doesn’t touch me for the next few days. He keeps asking me if I’m less sore, but he doesn’t make any attempt to have sex with me again. He says my body needs time to recover. He doesn’t allow me to work on the ranch, either.

“Your place is at home,” he reminds me.

So I spend my days just watching Netflix on his wi-fi and cooking him food. It’s the best kind of life. I have never had so much silence or leisure time to myself.

Slowly, the soreness in my pussy goes away, replaced by the same throbbing need that I felt the day he took my virginity.

But Marcus still maintains his distance, as if he’s afraid to hurt me again. So I decide to take matters into my own hands.

I hear the familiar creak of the front door, signaling Marcus's return from a long day of work on the ranch. I've been waiting for this moment all day, my heart fluttering with a mix of excitement and nerves. I adjust the delicate lace of my bra and panties, ensuring everything is perfectly in place. I want to look irresistible for him.

The sound of his boots echoes through the hallway, growing louder with each step. I take a deep breath, steeling myself for the moment he'll see me. As he rounds the corner into the kitchen, his eyes widen, then darken with a hunger that makes my stomach flip.

"I made dinner for you, Daddy," I say softly, gesturing to the steaming plates on the table. "It's still warm."

He growls, a low rumble that vibrates through the room. "You look more delectable than dinner tonight, Pumpkin. What exactly are you trying to do to me?"

I take a step closer, my voice barely above a whisper. "My pussy doesn't hurt anymore, Daddy. I want to keep your cock warm. I'm your cocksleeve, after all."

His eyes flash with something primal. "You're determined to drive me crazy, aren't you?"

Before I can respond, he's on me, his strong hands gripping my waist as he pulls me into a passionate kiss. His tongue invades my mouth, claiming me, possessing me. I melt into him, my body burning with need. His fingers deftly unclasp my bra, freeing my breasts, and he breaks the kiss only long enough to toss the lacy fabric aside.

His hands roam my body, squeezing and teasing my breasts until I'm gasping into his mouth. He rolls my nipples between his fingers, pinching just hard enough to make me moan. I can feel his cock, hard and ready, pressing against my stomach.

Suddenly, he spins me around, bending me over the kitchen counter. The cold granite bites into my skin, a stark contrast to the heat of his body behind me. He kicks my legs apart, his hands gripping my hips firmly.

"Who's in charge here, Pumpkin?" he rasps, his voice thick with lust.

"You are, Daddy," I breathe, my body trembling with anticipation.

He yanks down my panties, the lace tearing slightly in his haste. I can feel his cock, hot and hard, pressing against my entrance. He doesn't wait, doesn't ease in gently. He slams into me, filling me completely with one powerful thrust.

I cry out, my fingers gripping the edge of the counter. He sets a brutal pace, his hips slapping against my ass with each thrust. The sound of our skin meeting, the wet slap of his cock fucking me, fills the room.

"You like that, babygirl?" he growls, his voice ragged. "You like being fucked hard by your Daddy?"

"Yes," I moan, my body on fire. "Yes, Daddy."

He leans over me, his chest pressed against my back, his breath hot on my ear. "You'll look so pretty cooking for me when your belly is swollen with my baby," he rasps. "Fucking you every night, filling you with my seed. Keeping you barefoot and pregnant in my kitchen."

The image he paints sends a surge of lust through me. I can see it—my body ripe and round, my belly heavy with his child. I want it. I want him to breed me, to use my body for his pleasure.

"Please, Daddy," I beg, my voice desperate. "Breed me. Fill me with your cum."

He growls, his hips moving faster, his cock slamming into me with renewed vigor. "You want my seed, babygirl? You want Daddy to knock you up?"

"Yes," I cry out, my body tensing as an orgasm builds. "Please, Daddy. Knock me up."

He bites down on my shoulder, his teeth sinking into my flesh as he fucks me harder. The pain mixes with the pleasure, sending me spiraling over the edge. I come hard, my body convulsing around his cock, my pussy milking him.

He roars, his body tensing as he finds his own release. I can feel his cum, hot and thick, filling me, coating my insides. He holds me tight against him, his cock buried deep as he pumps every last drop into me.

We stay like that for a moment, both of us panting, our bodies slick with sweat. He pulls out slowly, his cock still semi-hard, and I can feel his cum leaking out of me, dripping down my thighs.

He turns me around, his eyes filled with a fierce possessiveness. "This is how you're always going to look, Pumpkin," he says, his voice low and territorial. "Pussy freshly-fucked with my cum leaking out and smeared all over your thighs. I'll breed you every night. When you're pregnant and swollen, the whole town will know who you belong to."

I smile, my heart swelling with contentment. "Yes, Daddy."

And in that moment, I know that I'm turning into what he needs me to be. Barefoot and pregnant in his kitchen, cooking his meals, warming his bed. I'm his cocksleeve, his baby maker.


FIVE


Marcus

Six months later…

I hear her before I see her.

The soft rustle of sheets. Bare feet touching the floor. The quiet inhale she always takes when she thinks she’s being careful not to wake me.

I reach out and catch her wrist.

“Where do you think you’re going,” I murmur, pulling her back against me.

She laughs quietly as she falls into my chest, warm and familiar. My body responds instantly, like it always does with her. Six months and I still wake up wanting her, still fall asleep with my hands on her skin.

“All day in bed,” I say, kissing her mouth, then her cheek. “That’s what I want today.”

She hums, soft and content, but I know her too well now. She slips from my hold anyway.

“I need to make breakfast,” she says. “You’ll be grumpy if you don’t eat.”

I watch her walk out, bare legs, loose shirt, hair a mess from sleep. Domestic. Mine. The sight fills my chest with something heavy and good.

I roll out of bed and head for the bathroom.

That’s when I hear it.

A sharp sound. A choke.

I turn and see her rushing past me, hand clamped over her mouth.

“Rosaline?”

I follow her into the bathroom just in time to see her bend over the toilet, retching hard. I’m at her side instantly, pulling her hair back, one hand steady on her back.

“It’s alright,” I murmur. “I’ve got you. Breathe.”

Her body shakes as she throws up. I keep rubbing slow circles between her shoulders, grounding her, murmuring nonsense and reassurance until it passes.

When she’s done, I pull her into my chest. She’s warm and trembling, forehead pressed against my collarbone.

“I’ve been so tired,” she admits quietly. “And sore. For days now.”

My hand moves to her belly without thinking. Protective. Possessive. Hope blooms sharp and sudden in my chest.

“Have you had your period?” I ask.

“Not for weeks now,” she replies. “I think I missed it twice.”

“And you didn’t tell me?”

“I didn’t want to worry you.” She bites her lip. “It might be nothing.”

“You might be pregnant,” I say. “Missed periods are a big deal, Pumpkin. You shouldn’t hide stuff like that from me. Your Daddy deserves to know what’s going on with your body.”

She pulls back just enough to look at me. Her eyes light up instantly.

“You think so? You think I’m already carrying your baby?”

I nod. “I’ve been fucking you raw for six months now, angel. Given how young and fertile you are it was going to happen sooner rather than later. But just to confirm, I’ll get a test.”

I don’t even change. I grab my keys and head straight into town.

The pharmacy is quiet. The woman behind the counter raises her brows when she sees what I set down.

“You expecting?” she asks, surprised.

“Maybe,” I say. “I might become a dad soon.”

She gasps softly, eyes flicking with curiosity. She knows who lives on my ranch. Everyone does.

“I guess Rosaline is just like her mama,” she replies.

I growl. “Don’t you dare talk bad about her. This town has given her enough shit already.”

“So this is not for her, then?” She glances at the pregnancy test.

“That is none of your business.”

I don’t linger. I take the bag and drive home faster than I should.

Rosaline waits anxiously, pacing the kitchen. I hand her the tests, my heart pounding harder than it has in years. There are dark shadows under her eyes. She looks sick and exhausted and it breaks my heart to see her like this.

But I’m also hopeful. That this might be the start of the forbidden family I’ve been hoping to build with her.

Rosaline heads into my bathroom to take the tests. We wait together.

Every single one is positive.

She looks at me like I’ve just handed her the world.

I drop to my knees in front of her, pressing my mouth to her belly, my hands spreading over her hips. Emotion crashes through me. Shock. Awe. A fierce, primal protectiveness.

“I love you,” I say, voice thick. “I always knew this was where you belonged. With me. And now we’ve made something together.”

She’s crying when I stand and kiss her. I hold her face, steady and sure.

“I’m not going anywhere,” I tell her. “I’ll take responsibility. All of it.” I swallow, then say the words that feel inevitable. “Marry me.”

Her breath catches. Her answer is immediate.

“Yes.”

She presses her face into my chest like she’s been waiting her whole life for this moment.

She’s my safe place. And I’m hers.

And now, we’re going to build a family right here, on this land, exactly where she belongs. I popped her cherry and impregnated her. I trapped her with me at the ranch and now she’s going to be mine forever.


EPILOGUE


Rosaline

Five years later…

Our three kids are asleep and I stroke my full belly, waiting for my husband to come back home.

Yes, that’s right three kids, and I’m heavily pregnant with the fourth. Marcus can’t keep his hands off me, even after five years of marriage. He keeps knocking me up the moment I’m done breastfeeding the previous one. And I love the heaviness of my belly when I’m pregnant so I never stop him.

Being bred by him is the best feeling. I love nurturing his cum inside my womb, giving him babies to hold and provide for. We expanded the house, building four more rooms, but given how quickly our family is growing, we might need a couple more.

My breasts ache with fullness, heavy and swollen with milk. The weight of them is constant now, a dull throb that reminds me I'm sustaining life even as I carry another one inside me. My nipples are sensitive, brushing against the fabric of my dress with each breath, sending little sparks of pleasure-pain through me.

I shift on the couch, trying to find a comfortable position. At eight months pregnant with our fourth child, comfortable positions are few and far between. My belly is massive, stretching the fabric of my dress taut. I can feel the baby moving inside me, little kicks and rolls that make my heart swell.

The sound of the front door opening makes me look up, and there he is.

Marcus.

Even after five years, the sight of him still makes my breath catch. He's removed his work gloves but still wears his cowboy hat, tilted just so, shadows playing across his rugged features. His boots are dusty from the ranch, and there's a slight sheen of sweat on his neck. The years have been kind to him—threads of silver now run through his dark hair, especially at his temples, but they only add to his appeal. He looks distinguished. Authoritative. More masculine, if that's even possible.

He catches sight of me and his eyes darken immediately, that familiar hunger flickering to life.

"There's my beautiful wife," he says, his voice warm as honey. He removes his hat and sets it on the hook by the door. "Pregnant and glowing, just like I like you."

Heat floods my cheeks. "You're late, Daddy."

"Had some fencing that needed fixing," he explains, walking toward me with that confident stride. "But I couldn't stop thinking about coming home to this." His eyes roam over my swollen form appreciatively. "To you. Carrying our baby. Looking so damn fertile it drives me wild."

He kneels beside the couch, his large, calloused hand immediately going to my belly. He strokes it reverently, his palm warm through the thin fabric of my dress.

"How's my little one doing in there?" he murmurs.

"Active today," I reply softly. "Been kicking up a storm."

As if on cue, the baby kicks against his hand. His face lights up with wonder, the same expression he's had with each pregnancy. It never gets old for him.

"Strong," he says with pride. "Just like their siblings."

He lifts my dress slowly, exposing my bare, stretched belly. The skin is tight and marked with silvery lines—stretch marks from carrying his children. I used to be self-conscious about them, but Marcus has a way of making me feel beautiful despite them.

He traces one of the marks with his finger, following its path across my skin. Then he leans down and presses a tender kiss to it.

"Every single one of these is proof that you're mine," he whispers against my skin. "Proof that I bred you. That you carried my babies and made our family." Another kiss. "They're beautiful, Pumpkin. You're beautiful."

Tears prick at my eyes. Pregnancy hormones make me emotional, but his words touch something deeper.

He helps me to my feet, then settles onto the couch himself, spreading his legs. "Come here," he commands softly.

I lower myself carefully onto his lap, sideways so my belly isn't crushed. He wraps one strong arm around me, anchoring me to him, while his other hand resumes stroking my stomach.

"Have you eaten?" he asks.

I shake my head. "I was waiting for you."

He makes a disapproving sound. "You need to eat, babygirl. You're feeding two."

"I know," I say sheepishly. "But I wanted us to eat together."

His expression softens. He reaches for the plate I'd set aside earlier—reheated now but still good—and picks up the fork.

"Open up," he says.

I part my lips and he feeds me, bringing the fork to my mouth with careful attention. Between bites, he eats himself, the two of us sharing the meal in comfortable domesticity. This is our routine now, has been for years. Him taking care of me, especially when I'm pregnant and tired.

"How were the kids today?" he asks between bites.

"Good," I reply. "Emma helped me fold laundry. Noah tried to help but mostly just made a mess." I smile at the memory. "And little Sarah spent most of the day following you around asking when you'd be back."

He chuckles, a deep rumble I feel against my side. "She's got me wrapped around her finger."

"They all do," I tease.

His hand moves from my belly up to my chest, cupping one heavy breast through my dress. I gasp at the contact. My breasts are so sensitive right now, so full.

He squeezes gently, testing the weight. "These feel heavy, Pumpkin."

"They are," I breathe. "I'm so full, Daddy. They're engorged with milk."

His eyes darken with primal hunger. "Is that so?"

I nod, biting my lip as he continues to knead my breast. Pleasure shoots up my spine, mixing with the relief of finally being touched there.

A slow, wicked grin spreads across his face. "Well, I know what I'm having for dessert then. Warm, sweet breastmilk straight from the source."

His filthy words send a jolt of arousal through me. My nipples tighten almost painfully, and I feel the telltale wetness as my milk begins to leak. A damp spot blooms on the front of my dress, darkening the fabric.

Marcus sees it and something feral crosses his expression.

"Fuck," he growls.

In one swift motion, he grips the neckline of my dress and tears it open, buttons popping and scattering across the floor. My massive, milk-swollen breasts spill free, heavy and aching. My nipples are dark and distended, already dripping with milk.

"Look at these perfect tits," he rasps, his voice thick with lust. "So full and heavy. All for me."

He cups both breasts, his large hands squeezing, and milk sprays from my nipples in thin streams. I moan, the relief immediate and intense.

"That's it," he encourages, massaging firmly. "Let it out, babygirl. Let Daddy drain these swollen tits."

He lowers his head to my right breast, his mouth closing over my nipple. The suction is immediate and intense. I cry out, my back arching, as he begins to suckle.

The sensation is overwhelming—pleasure and relief mixing into something almost unbearable. His tongue swirls around my nipple as he drinks, his throat working with each swallow. Milk flows freely into his eager mouth, and I can hear the wet sounds of him drinking, feel the vibrations of his satisfied groans against my skin.

"Daddy," I whimper, my fingers threading through his hair.

He doesn't stop. His hand comes up to knead my breast, encouraging more milk to flow. He squeezes rhythmically, milking me like one of the cows on the ranch, and the thought is both humiliating and arousing.

"So sweet," he mumbles against my flesh. "Could drink from these tits all day."

He switches his attention to different areas of the same breast, ensuring he drains it completely. The relief is exquisite. My breast, which had been hard and painful with fullness, gradually softens as he empties it.

When he's satisfied that breast is drained, he pulls back with a wet pop. Milk glistens on his lips and he licks them, savoring every drop.

"One down," he says with dark satisfaction.

He immediately moves to my left breast, which is leaking freely now, milk running down my skin. He laps at the trails first, following them up to the source, before sealing his mouth over my nipple.

The suction is even harder this time, more demanding. He's greedy for it, drinking deeply, his hand groping and squeezing to coax out every drop. I'm trembling in his lap, overwhelmed by sensation, by the intimacy of what we're doing.

"You're such a good girl," he praises between swallows. "Such a good mama. Making all this milk for our babies. And for Daddy."

His free hand slides down to cup my pussy through my soaked panties. I'm dripping wet, my arousal mixing with the milk still leaking from my other breast.

"Look how wet you are," he observes, his fingers rubbing my clit through the fabric. "Getting bred and milked turns you on, doesn't it, Pumpkin?"

"Yes, Daddy," I moan. "Yes."

He continues to drain my second breast, his mouth working expertly, until finally it too is empty and soft. He releases my nipple with a satisfied sigh, sitting back to admire his work.

Both my breasts hang heavy but relieved, my nipples red and swollen from his attention. Milk still beads at the tips, and he leans forward to lick them clean.

"Perfect," he declares. "My perfect, pregnant, milky wife."

I'm boneless in his arms, sated and exhausted. He adjusts me so I'm cradled against his chest, one hand possessively on my belly, the other still cupping my tender breast.

"Let's get you to bed," he murmurs. "I need to fuck you and watch your pregnant belly bounce."

I laugh as he gathers me in his arms, carrying me effortlessly even though I’m as big as a whale now. But with his huge build and muscular physique, he always makes me feel petite. Even after five years, three kids, and another on the way, Marcus's appetite for me has never diminished.

His eyes roam over my drained breasts appreciatively. My pussy squeezes, wanting his attention, too. I start dripping arousal onto the floor as he pushes open the bedroom door. When he sees the trail of slick I’ve left, she shakes his head, “Such a needy slut, even when you’re pregnant. Daddy’s cock always slides right inside your pussy. You’re always wet for me.”

He sets me down gently on the bed, but there's nothing gentle in his eyes. They're dark with hunger, roaming over every curve of my pregnant body.

"Get on all fours," he commands, his voice rough with need.

I obey, positioning myself carefully. My belly hangs heavy beneath me, round and full with our growing baby. The weight of it pulls at my back, but I love the feeling—love being reminded of the life inside me, of how my body has changed to accommodate Marcus's seed.

My breasts, freshly drained but still heavy, hang down as well. Gravity pulls at them, the sensitivity making me hyper-aware of every movement. This position makes me feel so womanly, so fertile. My body has become softer, curvier, more voluptuous with each pregnancy. The boys at school used to stare at my chest, but they never saw me like this—fully realized, a mother, swollen with life.

Marcus's hand slides up my inner thigh, and I shiver.

"No panties," he muses, his fingers finding my soaked pussy immediately. "Again."

I glance back at him over my shoulder, my cheeks flushing. "There's no point anymore. You've destroyed too many in your rush to fuck me after work. I don't have any left."

His laugh is dark and pleased. "Can you blame me, Pumpkin? Coming home to this body?" His hand grips my ass possessively. "So damn tempting. Hot and fertile and swollen with those mommy curves. How am I supposed to control myself?"

"You can't," I say breathlessly. "That's why we're about to have four kids in less than six years."

"Mmm." He positions himself behind me, the thick head of his cock nudging my entrance. "I love how easily you get knocked up. Drop a load in this pussy and boom—pregnant."

"I love it too," I confess, pushing back against him. "I love carrying your babies."

He grips my hips and thrusts forward, burying himself to the hilt in one smooth stroke.

I cry out, my fingers fisting in the sheets. Even after all this time, after all the times we've done this, the feeling of him filling me is overwhelming. My pussy stretches around his thick cock, welcoming him home.

"Fuck," he groans. "Still so tight. Even after three kids and pregnant with the fourth, your cunt grips me like a vice."

He doesn't give me time to adjust. He sets a brutal pace immediately, his hips snapping against my ass with each thrust. The sound of skin slapping fills the room, mixing with my moans and his grunts.

One of his hands slides beneath me to cradle my swollen belly, supporting its weight as he fucks me. The tenderness of the gesture contrasts beautifully with the roughness of his thrusts.

"Look at this belly," he rasps. "Full of my baby. You're so fucking pregnant, Pumpkin. So bred."

"Yes," I whimper. "Yes, Daddy."

His other hand grips my hip, fingers digging into my soft flesh, using the leverage to pull me back onto his cock. Each thrust drives deep, hitting spots that make stars burst behind my eyelids.

"You're always so horny," he continues, his voice strained with pleasure. "Even when you're pregnant. Especially when you're pregnant. My perfect little cocksleeve, always ready for Daddy's cock."

It's true. Pregnancy makes me insatiable. My hormones rage, making me wet and needy at the slightest touch. And Marcus never denies me.

"Your—your fault," I gasp out between thrusts. "You make me—feel so good."

He leans over me, his chest pressing against my back, his breath hot on my neck. "That's right, babygirl. Only Daddy can make you feel this good. Only Daddy can fill this needy cunt and keep you satisfied."

His hand on my belly rubs in slow circles, a grounding touch amid the intensity. I can feel the baby moving, responding to the activity. The knowledge that I'm being fucked while pregnant, that our baby is inside me while Daddy breeds me again, sends a thrill through me.

"You're about to pop out this baby in a few weeks," Marcus growls, "and your cunt is still warm and needy for my cock. Can't get enough, can you?"

"Never," I moan. "Never enough."

He shifts his angle slightly and I nearly scream. He's hitting my G-spot now with each thrust, the pleasure building impossibly higher.

"Daddy," I whimper. "Daddy, I'm close."

"Come for me," he commands. "Come on Daddy's cock like a good girl."

His hand leaves my belly to find my clit, rubbing tight circles that push me over the edge.

I shatter.

My orgasm crashes through me in waves, my pussy clamping down on his cock, milking him. I bury my face in the pillows to muffle my screams, my entire body shaking with the force of my release.

"Fuck, yes," Marcus groans. "That's it. Squeeze my cock. Such a good girl."

He doesn't slow down. If anything, he fucks me harder, chasing his own release. His hand returns to my belly, cradling it possessively as his thrusts become erratic.

"Gonna fill you up," he pants. "Gonna pump you full of cum even though you're already pregnant. Mark you inside and out. Mine. All mine."

"Yours," I gasp. "Always yours."

With a roar, he slams into me one final time, burying himself as deep as possible. I feel his cock pulse inside me, feel the warmth of his release flooding my pussy. He holds himself there, grinding against me, making sure every drop goes where it belongs.

We stay locked together, both of us panting, our bodies slick with sweat. His hand continues to caress my belly, tender now in the aftermath.

Slowly, he pulls out, and I feel his cum start to leak from my well-used pussy. He helps me roll onto my side, then spoons behind me, one arm draped over me to rest on my belly.

"I love you," he murmurs into my hair.

"I love you too," I whisper back. “I’m so glad you popped my cherry, Daddy. You changed my life.”

In the darkness of our bedroom, surrounded by the quiet sounds of our sleeping children down the hall, I feel complete.

And honestly?

I wouldn't have it any other way.

This is the life I chose. The life I wanted.

Barefoot, pregnant, and his.

Forever.
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