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An Orc Raided My Pantry and Put a Bun in My Oven

I was elbow-deep in bread dough when my back door splintered open. The sound pierced the quiet rhythm of my kneading—a crack like thunder that sent flour billowing into the air. My hands froze mid-fold, covered in the pale dust of my labor, as something massive blocked out the afternoon light.

The figure that filled my doorway wasn't human. No human stood seven feet tall with shoulders that scraped both sides of the frame. No human had skin the color of forest shadows or tusks that curved from a jaw made to crush bone. The orc's breath came heavy, stirring the air like a bellows pumping heat into my suddenly small kitchen.

"Your pantry was open," he growled, voice like stones grinding together.

I should have screamed. Should have run. Should have reached for the knife that lay six inches from my flour-sticky fingers. Instead, I felt a traitorous heat bloom beneath my apron, spreading through my belly and down between my thighs. Fear and something darker twined together inside me.

"Gashnod," I whispered, recognizing the tribal markings etched into his green flesh, the scars that mapped violent histories across his chest. He'd raided the outskirts of town before. I'd heard whispers of him—the warlord who took what he wanted, when he wanted it.

My kitchen suddenly felt like a trap I'd set for myself.

He stepped inside, the floorboards groaning. Behind him, the door hung from a single hinge, swaying in the breeze like a broken promise. Each step he took shrunk the room, his presence expanding to fill every corner. The scent of him—smoke and musk and something wild—flooded my senses, drowning the homey smell of yeast and flour.

"Alone?" he asked, though his eyes, yellow as harvest moons, had already scanned the empty house and found no threat.

I nodded, unable to form words, my mouth dry as unworked dough. My apron clung to my chest, dusted white, outlining breasts that suddenly felt heavy, sensitive. I watched his gaze travel down, lingering on the flour handprints I'd left on my hips while shaping the loaves.

"You hungry?" The question tumbled from my lips before I could stop it, my voice thin and trembling.

His laugh was dark velvet wrapped around a knife. "Not for bread."

My fingers, coated in butter from greasing the pans, twitched at my sides. Without thinking, I raised one to my mouth and sucked the salt from my skin. His eyes narrowed, following the movement with predatory focus.

"Pretty little baker," he said, taking another step closer. "So soft."

I backed against the counter, heart racing not entirely from fear. The wooden edge pressed into my spine. "What do you want?" I asked, though the answer hung thick in the air between us.

"What do you think?" He tilted his head, tusks catching the sunlight streaming through my kitchen window. His massive hand reached out, callused fingers grazing my cheek, leaving a trail of fire in their wake. "I've watched you through this window. Bending. Kneading. Pressing your hands into soft things."

I should have been repulsed. Should have been terrified. Instead, my traitorous body leaned into his touch, my breath catching in my throat.

"You don't fear me," he observed, surprise coloring his rough voice.

"I should," I admitted, truth spilling out unbidden. "But I don't."

His eyes gleamed with something savage. "Good."

In two strides, he crossed what remained of the distance between us. His hands, large enough to span my entire waist, gripped me with a possessive hunger that sent electricity skittering across my skin. He lifted me as if I weighed nothing, turning me like dough to be shaped to his will.

I gasped as my stomach met the cool counter, flour puffing up around me. My apron rode up, catching on the rough wood. Behind me, I felt his heat, massive and overwhelming, his breath hot on my neck. One hand slid up my spine to press between my shoulder blades, pinning me down among the remnants of my baking.

"I've seen how you move," he growled, his free hand gripping the fabric of my skirt. "How you dance alone in this kitchen. How your hips sway."

The sound of tearing cloth filled the air as he ripped through the thin fabric of my undergarments. The cool air kissed newly exposed skin, and I shivered, not from cold but from anticipation.

"Tell me to stop," he dared, his cock—thick and hot as forge-iron—pressing between my thighs. "Tell me you don't want this."

The lie wouldn't form on my tongue. Instead, I arched my back, pressing against him, feeling the slick evidence of my desire damning me.

"You're going to fill me," I whispered, half question, half demand.

His hand tangled in my hair, yanking my head back until my neck strained, exposing my throat to his hungry gaze. "Every inch," he promised, his cock nudging at my entrance, blunt and insistent as a battering ram. "Every drop."

My fingers scrabbled for purchase in the flour-dusted counter as he began to press inside, stretching me beyond what I thought possible. Pain and pleasure twisted together, indistinguishable, as he claimed my body inch by brutal inch.

"So tight," he snarled, his hand tightening in my hair. "So wet."

I felt myself opening for him, my body surrendering what my mind had already given away. Each push forward sent jolts of electric heat through my core, building a pressure I'd never known.

"Please," I gasped, though I didn't know what I was begging for—mercy or ruin.

He bent low over my back, his massive chest covering me entirely, tusks grazing my ear. "I'm going to ruin you for human men," he promised, voice thick with dark intent. "By morning, you'll be carrying my seed so deep it'll never wash out."

And as he buried himself to the hilt inside me, I knew with terrible certainty that I wanted nothing less.

***

The first thrust stole my breath. Pain and pleasure fused together as Gashnod's hips slammed against mine, sending ripples through my flesh and scattering flour across the kitchen tiles like snow. My fingers clawed at the wooden counter, nails catching in the grain as he pulled back only to drive deeper, each movement deliberate, claiming.

"Good little baker," he growled, one massive hand spanning my lower back, holding me in place. "Taking me so well."

I shouldn't have wanted this—this violation, this invasion. Yet something primal in me sang at the stretch and burn of him, at the way my body yielded to his demand. My mouth opened in a silent scream as he established a rhythm that rattled the bowls and sent measuring spoons clattering to the floor.

The dough I'd been kneading slipped beneath my cheek, cool and elastic against my feverish skin. Flour coated my breasts where they pressed against the counter, dusted my belly, marked us both with its pale evidence.

"You feel it, don't you?" His voice rumbled through me, vibrating in places no voice should reach. "How right this is."

He was right. The wrongness made it right—the taboo of his green skin against my pale flesh, the barbarity of his strength compared to my softness. I'd spent years baking perfect loaves, shaping dough with gentle hands. Now I was the one being shaped, molded by each punishing thrust.

"Yes," I gasped, the word punched from my lungs. "Don't stop."

His laugh was dark and knowing. "Wasn't planning to."

The kitchen transformed around us. This space where I'd created sustenance became an altar to something far more primitive. My carefully arranged utensils scattered as his movements grew more violent. A bag of flour tipped, sending up clouds that caught the afternoon light like ghostly witnesses to my surrender.

"Tell me what you want," he demanded, one hand sliding from my hip to wrap around my throat. Not squeezing, just holding—a reminder of who controlled this moment.

"You," I choked out, the pressure of his fingers making truth spill from my lips. "Inside me. Deep as you can go."

He rewarded my honesty with a particularly brutal thrust that lifted me onto my toes. "And what happens when I finish? When I fill this soft little cunt with my seed?"

The word made me clench around him, drawing a groan from his chest. My mind conjured images I should have feared—my belly swollen with his child, my body forever changed by this afternoon's transgression.

"I'll take it," I whispered, surprising myself with the hunger in my voice. "Every drop."

His grip tightened on my throat, restricting my breath just enough to make my vision blur at the edges. With his other hand, he reached around to paw at my breast through the flour-dusted apron, kneading me as roughly as I'd worked the dough.

"You gonna give me an heir, baker?" His hips slowed, grinding deep rather than thrusting, stirring me from the inside. "Your belly all round with orc spawn?"

The question should have horrified me. Instead, I moaned, pushing back against him, seeking more of the painful pleasure he offered. "Maybe," I gasped, the fantasy taking root in my mind like a seed in fertile soil.

Without warning, he yanked me upright, my back pressed to his chest, his cock somehow driving even deeper. One arm banded across my ribs, holding me aloft as my feet dangled above the kitchen floor.

"Not maybe," he snarled in my ear, his tusks scraping the sensitive skin of my neck. "Yes."

His free hand slid beneath my apron, fingers finding the place where we joined, circling the sensitive bud that made my legs tremble. I hung in his grip like a puppet, completely at his mercy, filled more completely than I'd ever been.

"You're going to take it all," he continued, his voice dropping to a hypnotic rumble. "And when it takes root, you'll never forget who put it there."

His fingers worked mercilessly, drawing pleasure from me even as his cock continued its relentless invasion. My head fell back against his shoulder, lips parted, eyes unfocused as the tension built inside me.

"I want to see your face when you come," he growled, spinning me around and lifting me onto the counter. Flour billowed around us as he spread my thighs, positioning himself at my entrance once more.

I stared up at him, this creature of myth and nightmare who had transformed into something else entirely. His yellow eyes burned with possession, his massive chest heaving with exertion. Without the fear that should have guided me, I reached for him, pulling him back to me.

He entered me again in one smooth stroke, my body now accustomed to his size. My legs wrapped around his waist, pulling him deeper, urging him on. His hands gripped my hips hard enough to bruise, holding me in place for each punishing thrust.

"Look at me," he commanded as my eyes threatened to roll back. "See who's breeding you."

I forced my gaze to his, watching the pleasure contort his features. Something electric passed between us—some understanding that transcended words. This wasn't just rutting. This was claiming. Marking. Forever altering what had been.

The pressure built inside me, a coiling tension that threatened to snap. My walls clenched around him, drawing a growl from his chest that seemed to shake the very foundations of the house.

"That's it," he encouraged, one thumb pressing against my center. "Milk my cock. Show me how much you want my seed."

The command pushed me over the edge. I shattered around him, crying out as waves of pleasure crashed through me. My body clamped down, spasming around his length, urging him toward his own release.

He thrust once, twice more, then buried himself to the hilt. A roar tore from his throat as he came, hot pulses flooding my channel, filling me with liquid heat. His fingers dug into my flesh, holding me immobile as he emptied himself, ensuring not a drop escaped.

I felt it flood my womb, thick and abundant, like nothing I'd experienced with human lovers. The sensation prolonged my pleasure, aftershocks rippling through me as he continued to pump his hips gently, working his seed deeper.

When at last he stilled, we remained joined, both panting in the flour-dusted kitchen. His forehead pressed against mine, an unexpected tenderness in the gesture.

"Good," he murmured, one large hand splaying across my lower belly, where his essence pooled hot and heavy. "Perfect."

And despite everything that should have revolted me—the violence of his entry, the crudeness of his taking, the possibility of consequences that would last a lifetime—I found myself smiling, sated in a way I'd never known possible.

***

My legs trembled beneath me when Gashnod finally withdrew, his essence immediately seeping down my thighs in thick rivulets. The kitchen counter had become a battlefield—flour scattered, dough half-forgotten, utensils strewn across the tile. I slid down, my bare feet meeting the cool floor, my breath still coming in shallow gasps as I watched him survey what he'd conquered.

He moved with the casual confidence of a victor, crossing to my kitchen table and dropping into the wooden chair that had belonged to my father. It creaked beneath his weight but held, as if recognizing a new authority. He sprawled there, massive and green against the domesticity of my kitchen, his still-glistening cock resting thick against his thigh.

"Come," he said, the word somewhere between command and invitation.

My body responded before my mind could object. I sank to my knees, the cool tile a shock against my heated skin, and crawled to him across the flour-dusted floor. The action should have humiliated me—should have sparked some feminist outrage in my modern sensibilities—but instead, I felt a strange power in my surrender, a freedom in abandoning pretense.

When I reached him, his hand cupped my chin, tilting my face to meet his gaze. His thumb brushed across my lower lip, smearing flour and the taste of him across my mouth.

"Good girl," he rumbled, the praise sending an inappropriate thrill through me.

I climbed into his lap, straddling his massive thighs, my body still singing with aftershocks of pleasure. The evidence of our coupling smeared between us, marking his abdomen with the same slickness that coated my inner thighs. His hands settled on my hips, fingers spanning almost my entire waist, holding me as if I might try to escape.

I had no such intention.

"You've got no right being that good," I murmured, nuzzling against his chest, breathing in the primal scent of him—smoke and musk and sex. My words were muffled against his skin, but I felt his chest rumble with quiet laughter.

"And you've got no right taking me so well," he countered, one hand sliding up my spine to tangle in my hair. "Little human baker with a cunt made for orc cock."

The crudeness of his words sent another shameful pulse of desire through me. I shifted on his lap, feeling his member twitch beneath me, already beginning to harden again.

His gaze swept the kitchen, landing on the cooling rack where yesterday's baking sat untouched. With his free hand, he reached for a scone, bringing it to his mouth and biting into it with a casual possession that somehow felt more intimate than the sex.

"You make good food," he said, crumbs catching in the rough stubble of his chin. "I make good seed."

A laugh bubbled from my throat, unexpected and genuine. It felt strange to laugh after what we'd done, after the violence and desperation. But there was something disarmingly simple about his assessment.

When I shifted again, I felt it—a warm gush between my thighs as gravity worked against his deposit. A thick glob of his essence slipped from me, falling to the floor with a soft pat that seemed impossibly loud in the quiet kitchen.

We both looked down at the evidence.

"Might've really put a bun in my oven," I whispered, the words emerging unbidden. My hand drifted to my lower belly, fingers splaying across the flat plane, imagining it rounded with the consequences of this afternoon.

Something shifted in his gaze—something possessive and pleased. He leaned forward, his massive frame bending to bring his face closer to mine. His tusks brushed against my jawline as he pressed his lips to my neck, the gentleness of the gesture at odds with the violence of our earlier coupling.

"Would you like that?" he asked, his voice lower, almost tender. "To carry my child?"

The question hung between us, weighted with implications I should have feared. Instead, I found myself considering it seriously, imagining my body changing, my life altering course because of one afternoon of insanity.

"I don't know," I answered honestly, the closest thing to sense I'd spoken since he'd broken down my door. "It would change everything."

His hand covered mine where it rested on my stomach, his fingers so large they entirely enveloped my own. "Change isn't always bad."

Our fingers interlaced, and I felt a spark—not romance or love, but something more primal, a recognition between two beings who had found unexpected compatibility.

"No," I agreed, "it isn't."

He finished the scone, his other hand never leaving mine, then reached for another. The casual domesticity of it—this massive orc eating my baking while I sat naked in his lap—struck me as surreal.

"How long have you been watching me?" I asked, curiosity overcoming caution.

A slow smile spread across his face, revealing teeth sharp enough to tear flesh. "Long enough to know you bake when you're sad. Long enough to know you dance when you think no one sees. Long enough to know you touch yourself at night and whisper for something you can't name."

Heat flooded my cheeks. "And what was that something?"

His hand tightened on mine, pressing harder against my belly. "This," he said simply. "Someone to claim you. Fill you. Own you."

I should have denied it. Should have preserved some shred of my independence, my dignity. Instead, I leaned forward and pressed my lips to his, tasting sugar and the saltiness of my own body on his mouth.

When I pulled away, his eyes had darkened, hunger replacing satisfaction. "Then let's feed it again," he growled, his cock now fully hard beneath me, pressing insistently against my still-sensitive flesh.

His hands gripped my thighs, lifting me slightly, positioning me above his renewed erection. "This time," he said, his voice thick with intent, "we make sure it takes."

And as he lowered me onto him once more, filling me with impossible fullness, I surrendered to whatever fate this afternoon had set in motion.

***

I spread fresh flour across the kitchen table, my movements deliberate, ceremonial. The white powder fell like snow from my fingers, covering the wooden surface where my family had shared countless meals. Now it would serve a different purpose. My hands weren't shaking anymore—they moved with certainty, preparing the altar for what was to come.

Gashnod watched from the chair, his yellow eyes tracking my every movement. I felt his gaze like physical touch, heavy and possessive on my skin. The flour dusted my bare thighs as I worked, catching in the mixture of our fluids that still clung to my flesh.

"What are you doing, baker?" he asked, though his tone suggested he already knew.

"Making ready," I answered simply, turning to face him.

I bent at the waist, placing my palms flat against the flour-covered table, my back arched in offering. The position felt right—primitive and honest. No more pretending this was about anything other than what it was.

"Like dough ready to be shaped," I said, the words barely above a whisper.

He rose from the chair, his massive frame blocking the afternoon light that streamed through my kitchen window. Unlike before, there was no rush to his movements now. He approached with predatory patience, each step measured and deliberate.

"You understand what we're doing," he said, not a question but a confirmation.

I nodded, my hair falling around my face like a curtain. "Yes."

His hands, when they touched me, were surprisingly gentle. They traced the curve of my spine, explored the flare of my hips, cupped the softness of my belly with something like reverence. This wasn't the frantic claiming of before—this was purposeful, methodical.

"Spread your legs wider," he instructed, his voice thick with intent. "Show me where my seed will grow."

Heat bloomed in my cheeks at the crudeness, but I obeyed, widening my stance until I felt the stretch in my inner thighs. His fingers dipped between my legs, testing my readiness, finding me still slick with the evidence of our previous coupling.

"Still wet with my first load," he observed, satisfaction rumbling in his chest. "Good. It makes the way easier for the second."

I felt the blunt head of his cock press against my entrance, slower than before, more controlled. He entered me with purpose, each inch a deliberate claiming. I gasped as he filled me, the angle allowing him to reach places he hadn't before, pressing against the mouth of my womb as if seeking direct entry.

"This is how orcs breed their women," he said, his hands gripping my hips to hold me steady. "Deep. Thorough. With intent."

His cock dragged inside me, the friction sending sparks of pleasure up my spine. There was no pain this time—only the heavy fullness of him stretching me open, my body now accustomed to his size.

"You want my heir?" he whispered, bending over me until his chest pressed against my back, his voice a hot breath in my ear. "You want to swell with orc spawn?"

My mind filled with images—my belly growing round, my breasts heavy with milk, my body forever marked by this afternoon. I should have been horrified. Should have pushed him away and run. Instead, I found myself pressing back against him, taking him deeper.

"Yes," I sobbed, the word torn from some primal place inside me I hadn't known existed. "Please."

One of his hands slid from my hip to my lower belly, spanning it possessively as he continued to thrust. The pressure of his palm against my abdomen made me acutely aware of his cock inside me, as if I could feel him from both sides.

"I can feel it," he murmured, his pace steady and relentless. "The perfect place for my seed to take root."

My legs trembled, not from exertion but from the intensity of sensation. Each thrust sent flour scattering across the table, my fingers leaving tracks in the white powder as I scrabbled for purchase. The wood creaked beneath us, the sound mingling with my gasps and his grunts to create a primitive symphony.

"When you're round with my child," he continued, his voice a hypnotic rumble, "will you still bake bread? Will you press your swollen belly against this counter and think of how I filled you?"

The words shouldn't have aroused me. Shouldn't have sent fresh waves of heat pulsing through my core. But they did. My imagination conjured the scene he described—me months from now, heavy with his offspring, moving through this kitchen with the evidence of our union growing inside me.

"I'll think of nothing else," I promised, the truth spilling from my lips unbidden.

His rhythm changed, becoming more insistent, more demanding. One hand tangled in my hair, pulling my head back until my spine arched painfully, exposing my throat.

"I'm breeding you with purpose now," he growled, each word punctuated by a thrust. "Not just taking pleasure. Not just claiming. Planting my legacy inside you."

Something about the deliberateness, the intent behind his movements, pushed me toward the edge faster than before. The tension built in my core, a coiling pressure seeking release. My walls clenched around him, drawing a hiss of pleasure from his lips.

"That's it," he encouraged, the hand on my belly pressing harder. "Milk the seed from me. Show me how much you want it."

I came with a broken cry, my body clamping down on him in rhythmic pulses, trying to draw him deeper, to hold him inside. The pleasure crashed through me in waves, each one stronger than the last, leaving me gasping and incoherent against the flour-covered table.

He continued thrusting through my climax, his movements growing erratic as his own release approached. When it came, it was with a roar that shook the windows, his entire body tensing as he buried himself to the hilt. I felt each pulse of his cock, each hot jet of his seed flooding my womb, more abundant than the first time.

He stayed buried deep, grinding his hips against mine as if trying to push his essence further inside, ensuring nothing escaped. His hand never left my belly, as if he could already feel life taking root beneath his palm.

When he finally spoke, his voice was rough with spent passion. "Mine now," he said simply. "Marked inside where it counts."

I collapsed onto the table, panting, flour sticking to my sweat-slicked skin. His weight followed me down, pinning me beneath him, his cock still pulsing weakly inside me. We lay like that for long moments, joined and silent, the implications of what we'd done hanging in the air between us.

Eventually, he slipped from my body, a flood of warmth following his exit. I turned my head to watch as he stepped back, his gaze fixed on the evidence of his claiming dripping onto my kitchen floor.

"Beautiful," he murmured, and I wasn't sure if he meant the sight of his essence leaving my body or the possibility of what remained inside taking root.

Either way, as I lay there covered in flour and filled with his seed, I found myself hoping—against all reason, against all sense—that this afternoon would indeed bear fruit.

***

Weeks later, I stood barefoot on cool tile, my hand resting on the gentle curve that now distinguished my once-flat belly. Morning light filtered through the kitchen window, painting everything in honey-gold, catching on the flour that perpetually dusted my countertops. Behind me loomed Gashnod, his massive green hands sliding a vial of warmed oil from the stove as he prepared for our morning ritual.

The door he'd broken still hung crooked, repaired but forever marked by his entrance into my life. I hadn't wanted it fixed properly—the damage reminded me daily of how thoroughly he'd invaded my existence, how completely I'd surrendered to that invasion.

"Stay still," he rumbled, his voice vibrating through my back as he poured the oil—almond and something herbal he gathered from the forest—into his palm. The scent filled the kitchen, mingling with the yeast and butter of my morning baking.

His hands, weapons that had slaughtered men in battle, moved with surprising gentleness as he lifted my loose dress and began to massage the oil into the taut skin of my growing belly. His ministrations had become a daily sacrament, his way of tending to what he'd planted inside me.

"Getting bigger," he observed, satisfaction thick in his voice. His thumbs worked circles along the stretch marks beginning to form at my sides, treating them like badges of honor rather than flaws.

"Your spawn is hungry," I replied, leaning back against his chest, feeling the familiar hardness of him pressing into my lower back. "Always hungry."

He chuckled, the sound rumbling through me like distant thunder. "Takes after its father."

I'd expected him to leave after that first afternoon—to take his pleasure and disappear back into the wilds beyond the village. But he'd returned the next day, and the next, until finally he simply stopped leaving. The villagers whispered, of course. Some had even come to warn me, to "rescue" me from what they assumed was captivity.

They'd found me content, baking bread with Gashnod's seed still drying on my thighs, and had retreated in confused horror.

Now he hunted for me, bringing back game that he insisted I eat "for the child." He gathered herbs and berries, learning which ones eased my morning sickness. And each night, he filled me again, as if ensuring the pregnancy would hold.

His hands finished with my belly and slid upward, cupping my breasts that had grown tender and heavy with the changes in my body.

"These too," he murmured, thumbs brushing over nipples that responded instantly to his touch. "Getting ready to feed our young."

I gasped as he pinched lightly, sending sparks of pleasure-pain through my chest. My body's responses had intensified with pregnancy, every sensation magnified tenfold.

"Not for months yet," I reminded him, though my voice hitched as his teeth grazed my neck.

"Practice," he countered, one hand abandoning my breast to slide lower, dipping beneath the swell of my belly to cup me possessively between my thighs. "Just like we practice this."

Even through the fabric of my dress, his touch sent heat pooling low in my abdomen. I pressed back against him instinctively, my body conditioned now to respond to his slightest provocation.

"I need to finish the bread," I protested weakly, gesturing to the dough rising in bowls along the counter. The kitchen remained my domain, though he'd claimed every inch of the house—and me—as his territory.

"Then finish," he said, removing his hands but staying close behind me, his presence a constant reminder of what would come after my baking was done.

I moved to the counter, aware of his eyes following every sway of my newly weighted body. The dough yielded beneath my hands as I shaped it, my movements practiced and precise despite the distraction of his gaze. When I bent to slide the loaves into the oven, I felt his body brush against mine, his cock hard and ready against the curve of my backside.

"Smells like something's rising," he rumbled, nuzzling my neck, inhaling deeply. "And it's not just the bread."

I smiled, setting the timer before turning in his arms. "Could be the bread. Could be the baby."

His hand came to rest on my belly again, protective and possessive all at once. The gesture had become as natural as breathing, his constant need to touch the evidence of his virility.

"He kicks already," Gashnod said, though it was too early for such movements. "Strong, like his father."

"Or she," I countered, enjoying the flash of consideration in his yellow eyes. "Strong like her mother."

He kissed my shoulder, an unexpectedly tender gesture from hands so capable of violence. His palm slid along the curve of my belly, dipping lower to stroke the juncture of my thighs through my dress.

"Either way," he said, voice thick with pride and arousal, "I'm gonna fill that oven again tonight."

The promise sent a shiver through me. Despite my growing belly, despite the evidence that his seed had already taken root, he remained insatiable. Each night he claimed me with the same hunger as that first afternoon, sometimes gentle, sometimes rough, but always with that same possessive intensity.

"You can't get me more pregnant," I reminded him, though the logical argument did nothing to dampen the heat building between us.

His smile revealed the points of his tusks, predatory and pleased. "Can't blame me for making sure," he countered, fingers finding the sensitive spot that made my knees weaken. "Besides, practice makes perfect. The next one will take even easier."

The next one. As if this child was merely the beginning of his plans for me, for us. I should have been alarmed by the presumption, by the casual way he mapped out my future as a vessel for his offspring. Instead, I felt a treacherous thrill at the thought—my body continuously rounded with his children, years of my life given over to breeding his line.

The timer dinged, startling me from my thoughts. Gashnod stepped back just enough to let me remove the bread from the oven, his hands never straying far from my body. The routine had become familiar—I would bake, he would watch, and when the timer sounded, it signaled not just the completion of bread but the beginning of another kind of hunger.

As I bent to retrieve the loaves, his hands slid up my thighs, bunching the fabric of my dress around my hips. The heat of the oven washed over my face as the heat of his touch spread across my skin.

"Leave them," he growled, fingers finding me already slick with anticipation. "They can cool while I warm you up."

I set the bread aside on cooling racks, my movements hurried now, eager for what would follow. He turned me to face the stove, bending me forward until my hands gripped the warm metal edge.

"Just like the first time," he murmured, positioning himself behind me, his cock pressing insistently between my thighs. "But better. Now you're already carrying my heir."

As he pushed inside me, filling me with that now-familiar stretch and burn, I closed my eyes and surrendered to the strange new life I'd chosen—or that had chosen me—when my kitchen door had splintered open those weeks ago.

And as his rhythm built, as his hands cradled my swollen belly while he took his pleasure, I wondered how many more loaves would rise in this oven, how many more timers would ding, how many more children would grow inside me before he considered his claiming complete.

The thought should have terrified me. Instead, it felt like coming home.
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