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Chapter 1: The Pedigree of Iron-Oak

	 

	The heavy scent of cedar and old money did not mask the sharp, sweet pheromones vibrating off the woman standing by the floor - to - ceiling windows. Buck Jefferson stepped into the study of the Iron - Oak Estate, his heavy boots silent on the Persian rug. He did not look at the mahogany desk or the priceless art. His eyes were locked on Fatima Flores. She was a vision of grace and fire, her skin a rich contrast to the ivory silk of her dress, and her scent told him everything his shifter senses needed to know. She was ready to be claimed, even if her defiant posture suggested otherwise.

"Mr. Jefferson, thank you for being prompt," Thomas Cavendish said, his voice dry and clinical. The patriarch of the Cavendish dynasty didn't rise from his chair. "You have reviewed the terms of the stud service contract. My daughter requires an heir of significant genetic standing to secure her inheritance. Your lineage is unmatched. I expect a successful conception within the first three cycles."

Buck didn't take his eyes off Fatima. He could feel the heat radiating from her, a primal call that beckoned to the wolf beneath his skin. "I do not just provide a service, Cavendish," Buck said, his voice a low growl that made Fatima's shoulders twitch. "I ensure the bloodline is dominant. If I am to breed her, it will be done systematically. I will be in total control of her cycle, her diet, and her environment until the child is born."

Fatima finally turned, her dark eyes flashing with a mixture of resentment and involuntary heat. "I am not a prize mare to be managed, Father," she snapped, though her breath hitched as Buck took a predatory step toward her.

"In this house, you are the future of the legacy," Thomas countered coldly. "And Mr. Jefferson is the architect of that future. You will submit to the schedule he has outlined. This is a matter of survival for our house."

Buck reached Fatima, looming over her. He was a massive wall of muscle and raw masculine energy. He leaned in, his nose brushing the sensitive skin of her neck. He inhaled deeply, catching the scent of her arousal hidden beneath her perfume. "She is already reacting to me," Buck noted, his voice vibrating against her skin. "The contract is signed, Thomas. From this moment on, Fatima belongs to the program. And the program is me."

Fatima pushed against his chest, but her hands lingered on the hard planes of his pectoral muscles. "You think you can just walk in here and take over my life?" she whispered, her voice trembling.

"I am not here to take over your life, Fatima," Buck said, his hand sliding down to cup the curve of her hip, pulling her flush against his heavy frame. "I am here to fill it. I am here to ensure that your body is prepared to carry the strongest heir this country has ever seen. We start the priming immediately."

He looked over his shoulder at Thomas, who watched with a detached, professional interest. "I will need the west wing cleared. No staff, no interruptions. I need her in a state of constant readiness. If I am to produce a champion, I need her body to be entirely focused on the breeding."

"Whatever you require," Thomas agreed, standing up to leave them alone. "The resources of Iron - Oak are at your disposal, Jefferson. Just see that she is bred by the end of the month."

As the door clicked shut, the atmosphere in the room shifted from clinical to carnal. Buck gripped Fatima’s chin, forcing her to look up into his darkened eyes. "You heard him, little bird. You are mine to prepare. Mine to use. And by the time I am done with you, you will be begging for me to claim you."

Fatima’s heart hammered against her ribs like a trapped bird. "I hate you," she breathed, even as her body betrayed her, her core slicking in response to his pheromones.

"You can hate me all you want," Buck said, his thumb brushing over her lower lip. "But your body knows its master. We are going to start the first frequency tonight. I am going to map every inch of you, Fatima. I am going to make sure your womb is screaming for me before I ever give you what you want."

He didn't wait for her to argue. He picked her up, slinging her over his shoulder with effortless strength. The systematic breeding of Fatima Flores had begun, and Buck Jefferson had no intention of being a mere contractor. He was the alpha, and this estate was now his hunting ground. He felt the shift in the air, the heavy weight of destiny. She was his mate, though neither of them was ready to admit it, and he would breed her until she was overflowing with his legacy.

	 


Chapter 2: The Stud Service Contract

	 

	Thomas Cavendish slammed the heavy leather binder onto the mahogany desk, the sound echoing like a gunshot through the opulent study of the Iron-Oak Estate. The gold leaf lettering on the cover caught the light, mocking Fatima with its clinical title: Breeding and Succession Agreement.

"Sign it, Buck," Thomas commanded, his voice cold and devoid of any fatherly warmth. "The board is restless. Tremaine Haggard and Gabriel Torres are already positioning themselves to challenge the succession. If there is no heir of pure blood within the year, the Cavendish legacy dissolves. I am paying for your genetic excellence to ensure that does not happen."

Fatima stood by the window, her knuckles white as she gripped the velvet curtains. Her shifter scent was thick with agitation, a sweet, musk - filled aroma that made the hair on the back of Buck's neck stand up. He didn't look at the paper. His golden eyes were locked on the curve of Fatima's hips, already imagining them widened by the weight of his child.

"The contract is clear," Buck said, his voice a low, gravelly rumble that vibrated in Fatima's chest. "I provide a systematic breeding service. High frequency, targeted cycles, and total control over the environment and the vessel. If I sign this, Fatima belongs to the program. She belongs to me until the task is complete."

"I am not a vessel," Fatima spat, turning to face them. Her eyes were bright with unshed tears and primal fury. "I am a woman. You speak of me like I am livestock."

Buck stepped toward her, his presence consuming the room. He was a mountain of muscle and predatory intent, his scent of rain and cedar overpowering her. "In this room, you are the future of your line, Fatima. And my job is to fill you with it. Your father has already authorized the hormonal preparation. We begin the first cycle tonight."

Thomas Cavendish didn't even look at his daughter as he pushed a silver pen toward Buck. "Do whatever is necessary. Use the systematic approach you are famous for. I want her bred, I want her glowing, and I want that heir secured. I have guests arriving for the masquerade in a few weeks. I expect her to be showing signs of a successful claim by then."

With a sharp, decisive motion, Buck signed the contract. The deal was struck. He was no longer just a guest; he was the master of her biology. Thomas left the room without another word, the heavy oak doors clicking shut and locking with an electronic hiss.

Fatima tried to bolt for the side door, but Buck was faster. He moved with the blurred speed of his shifter nature, pinning her against the wall before she could take two steps. He didn't use his hands; he simply used the sheer mass of his body to trap her, his chest heaving against her breasts.

"Let go of me," she whispered, though her body was already betraying her. Her breath hitched, and the heat between her thighs was becoming a slick, undeniable ache.

"The contract dictates systematic preparation," Buck murmured, his lips brushing against the sensitive shell of her ear. "That starts with a physical assessment. I need to know how your body responds to my touch, how quickly your pheromones spike when I claim your space. I am going to breed you so thoroughly, Fatima, that you will forget any name but mine."

He reached down, his large hand sliding up the silk of her skirt. Fatima gasped, her legs trembling. "You can't just - "

"I can," Buck interrupted, his thumb finding the soaked lace of her panties. "I am the stud service you required. Your father bought my seed, but I am the one who decides how to plant it. You are already reacting. Your scent is changing. It is turning heavy, like ripened fruit. Your body wants to be a mother. It wants to be swollen with my pup."

He pulled her away from the wall and sat in the oversized leather chair, hauling her onto his lap so she was forced to straddle him. The power dynamic was absolute. Buck began to unbutton her blouse with practiced, steady fingers. "We are going to track every shift in your cycle. I will be monitoring your temperature, your heart rate, and the readiness of your womb. This isn't just sex, Fatima. This is the systematic creation of a legacy."

As he bared her skin to the cool air of the library, he noticed the fullness of her breasts. They were already tender, responding to the proximity of a dominant alpha. He leaned in, his tongue trailing over the peak of one nipple through her lace bra.

"You are going to be a heavy producer," Buck groaned against her skin, his hands gripping her thighs. "I can smell the potential in you. Once I've bred you, your body won't just carry my child. It will provide for it. I'm going to make sure you are leaking for me long before the birth."

Fatima let out a soft, broken moan, her head falling back as his teeth grazed her skin. The resentment was still there, a simmering fire in her mind, but her shifter instincts were drowning it out. She felt the heavy, thrumming need to be filled, to be used for the very purpose she claimed to despise.

"I hate this," she whimpered, even as she arched her back to give him better access.

"You love the surrender," Buck corrected, his voice dark and possessive. "And by the time I am finished with the first frequency tonight, you will be begging me to stay inside you until the moon rises. You are my mate now, Fatima. The contract just gave me the legal right to do what nature already demanded."

He stood up, keeping her wrapped around his waist, and began the walk toward the private wing of the estate. The systematic breeding had moved past the paperwork. Now, it was written in the heat of their skin and the primal, unstoppable drive to create life. He would map her, claim her, and ensure that the Cavendish line was replaced by the Jefferson bloodline, one deep, rhythmic pulse at a time.

	 


Chapter 3: The Arrival of Buck Jefferson

	 

	There was no returning to the woman I was before he walked through the heavy oak doors of the estate. The moment Buck Jefferson arrived, the air in the Iron - Oak halls had shifted, turning thick with the scent of pine, musk, and the terrifying promise of a predator. My father, Thomas Cavendish, had looked at me with the cold, calculating eyes of a man checking his ledger, while Buck had looked at me like I was a prize to be claimed, broken, and filled. The anxiety of the unknown clawed at my chest as Buck carried me toward the private wing. Every step he took away from the main foyer felt like a bridge burning behind me. I was no longer a daughter of the Cavendish dynasty; I was a vessel in a systematic breeding program, a high - value shifter female whose only purpose was to produce the most formidable heir the country had ever seen. The impossibility of turning back weighed on me more than the weight of Buck's massive arms. I was trapped in a contract written in ink and soon to be sealed in blood and fluid.

"Stop thinking about him," Buck growled, his voice vibrating against my ribs. "Thomas Cavendish does not own you anymore. From the second I stepped onto this property, your body became my jurisdiction. You are not a socialite today, Fatima. You are a mate in heat, and I am the only one who can provide the service you require."

He kicked open the double doors to the master suite, a room that had been prepared specifically for the high - frequency breeding cycle. The scent of lavender and sterile linens did nothing to mask the raw, primal pheromones Buck was putting off. He dropped me onto the center of the massive, velvet - covered bed, and I felt the sudden, jarring realization that my old life was truly over. I thought of the masquerade ball Malachi McCoy and Seraphine Thee were hosting next week. I was supposed to be there as a debutante, a woman of grace and fire. Now, I would be lucky if I could even stand after Buck was finished with me.

"You look terrified," Buck said, his eyes darkening as he began to unbutton his shirt. The fabric strained against his massive shoulders, the muscles beneath his bronze skin rippling with every movement. "That fear is just your instincts realizing that your old life was a lie. You were made for this. You were made for me."

"I was made for more than just being a breeder," I whispered, though my body betrayed me. Between my legs, a heavy, slick heat was already building, a physical response to his dominant aura that I could not control. 

Buck let his shirt fall to the floor, revealing a torso scarred by battles and marked by the sheer power of his shifter heritage. He climbed onto the bed, looming over me like a mountain of pure, uncut masculinity. "By the time I am done with you, you won't remember your own name, let alone your social standing. I am going to breed you until your mind is nothing but white noise and the need for my seed. I am going to map every inch of your interior, ensuring that when the heir takes root, it is my strength that defines them, not your father's greed."

He reached out, his large hand cupping my breast through the silk of my dress. He squeezed firmly, and a sharp, unexpected jolt of sensation shot through me. My chest felt heavy, almost swollen, as if my body was already anticipating the changes he was about to force upon me. The systematic preparation had begun long before he arrived, with the hormonal supplements my father had forced me to take, but Buck was the catalyst that would set it all in motion.

"You are already reacting," Buck noted, his thumb brushing over my nipple. "The frequency is high tonight, Fatima. I can smell how ready you are. You are leaking for me already, aren't you?"

The shame was a dull ache, but the desire was a roaring fire. I knew that Gabriel Torres and Tremaine Haggard would be watching the estate, waiting for any sign of weakness from the Cavendish line. They wanted this contract to fail. They wanted me to be barren. But as Buck leaned down, his breath hot against my neck, I knew failure was not an option. He was a professional, a stud of the highest caliber, and he was obsessive about his success rate. 

"I won't let you go until you are full," Buck promised, his hand moving down to the hem of my dress. "I am going to claim every part of you. Your womb, your heart, and even the milk that will eventually nourish our child. This is not a marriage, Fatima. This is a claiming."

He stripped the silk from my body with a rough, practiced efficiency. I lay there, exposed and trembling, as he looked down at me with a hunger that was purely animalistic. The departure from my old life was complete. There was no more Fatima Flores, the heiress. There was only the mate, the breeder, and the woman who would soon be bound to this man by the most primal ties imaginable. 

"Please," I whimpered, not even sure what I was asking for.

"I will give you everything you need," Buck said, his voice a low, dangerous rumble. "And I will take everything I want. The systematic cycle begins now."

He moved between my thighs, his heavy weight pressing me into the mattress, and I knew that the secret I would eventually carry - the love child that would belong only to us - was already being written in the stars. The world outside the Iron - Oak Estate ceased to exist. There was only the heat, the pressure, and the inevitable, rhythmic pulse of a new life beginning.

	 


Chapter 4: First Gaze of Fatima Flores

	 

	The air inside the Iron - Oak Estate was thick with the scent of ancient cedar and the heavy, suffocating musk of shifter dominance. It was a place of high ceilings and cold marble, a monument to the legacy Thomas Cavendish had spent a lifetime building. Every corner of the grand hallway felt like a predatory eye, watching and waiting to see if the bloodline would finally be secured. The atmosphere was intoxicatingly grand, designed to make one feel small and ready for conquest.

Buck Jefferson stood at the center of the master suite, his massive frame casting a long, intimidating shadow across the Persian rug. He did not look like a man bound by a contract; he looked like a king claiming his prize. His presence was a physical weight, pressing against my chest until I could hardly breathe. This was the reality of the stud service my father had commissioned. I was no longer an heiress with a name; I was the vessel for the most genetically gifted shifter in the country.

"Walk toward me, Fatima," Buck commanded. His voice was a low, resonant vibration that seemed to settle in the very marrow of my bones.

I moved forward, my silk robe whispering against the floor. Every step felt like a surrender. The estate was silent, the staff like Shelby Booker and Jasper Lambert having been dismissed to ensure our privacy for the commencement of the systematic cycle. Buck’s eyes, a piercing and predatory shade, tracked the movement of my hips with a clinical intensity that quickly melted into something far more primal.

"Your father expects a perfect heir," Buck said, his hand reaching out to tilt my chin upward. His touch was scorching. "But he does not understand what it means to invite a man like me into his home. I am not a tool, Fatima. I am the storm that is going to change you."

He began the first stage of the systematic preparation, his large hands sliding over my shoulders to peel away the silk. I was exposed to his gaze, my body already reacting to the sheer power radiating from him. My shifter instincts, usually so controlled and refined, were screaming at me to submit to the alpha standing before me. The breeding contract called for a high - frequency cycle, a relentless series of encounters designed to ensure conception within the first month. 

"You are built for this," Buck whispered, his thumb grazing my lower lip. "Broad hips, a narrow waist, and a scent that tells me you are already beginning to ripen. I can smell the change in you, Fatima. Your body knows what I am here to do."

He turned me around, pressing his chest against my back. The heat was unbearable, a fever that took hold of my senses. He was checking my alignment, his hands firm as they mapped out the curves of my body. It was systematic, yes, but there was an underlying obsession in the way he touched me. He wasn't just checking for fertility; he was claiming every inch of my skin as his territory.

"I will be the only one to fill you," he growled into my ear. "I will be the only one to see you heavy with child. This estate will become your world, and I will be the sun you revolve around."

I felt a strange, pulsing ache deep in my chest, a sensation I couldn't explain. It was as if my body were preparing for a role it had been denied for too long. Even now, before the first seed was planted, I felt a tightness in my breasts, a precursor to the intense lactation that would eventually mark my journey. Buck noticed the way I shivered, his hands moving down to cup my belly.

"The love child we create will be our secret, Fatima," he murmured, his voice dropping to a dangerous level. "Thomas Cavendish thinks he is buying a legacy. He doesn't realize he is giving me a mate. You will carry my mark, and you will carry my children until you are overflowing with them."

He turned me back to face him, his dominance absolute. The Iron - Oak Estate felt less like a prison and more like a sanctuary where our primal needs could finally be met. I looked up at Buck, seeing the raw, unbridled hunger in his gaze, and I knew there was no turning back. The systematic breeding had begun, and with it, the destruction of the woman I used to be. I was his now, a creature of milk and motherhood, bound to the man who would ensure our pride never faded.

	 


Chapter 5: The Demands of Thomas Cavendish

	 

	The heavy mahogany doors of the study swung open with a violence that made the crystal decanters on the sideboard rattle. I did not care. I was halfway across the room, my silk skirts gathered in my fists, intent on escaping the suffocating presence of my father. I did not see the man standing in the threshold until I slammed into him. It was like hitting a wall of solid, sun - warmed granite.

Large, calloused hands caught my shoulders, steadying me with a strength that felt both terrifying and absolute. I gasped, my head snapping up to meet a gaze that was not the cold, calculating blue of Thomas Cavendish. Instead, I looked into eyes the color of dark amber, burning with a primal, predatory intensity.

"Careful, little bird," the man rumbled. His voice was a low, vibrating growl that seemed to settle directly in my marrow. "You wouldn't want to damage the goods before the work even begins."

"Let go of me," I hissed, though my heart was hammering against my ribs for a reason I couldn't explain. The scent of him rolled over me - a mixture of rain - drenched earth, cedarwood, and a raw, masculine musk that made my inner shifter whine in sudden, shameful submission.

"Fatima, stand down," Thomas Cavendish commanded from behind his desk. He didn't even look up from the legal documents spread before him. "Buck Jefferson has traveled a long way to fulfill his end of our arrangement. You will show him the respect a man of his lineage deserves."

Buck Jefferson. The name sent a jolt of heat through me. This was the man. The elite shifter who provided stud services to the highest bidders, a man whose genetic profile was so perfect it was whispered about in hushed tones at every gala from here to the coast. He was here to breed me. He was here to ensure the Cavendish legacy continued through my body.

Buck did not let go. His fingers brushed against the sensitive skin of my neck, his thumb tracing the line of my jaw with a terrifying possessiveness. He was inspecting me. He wasn't looking at my face; he was looking at the width of my hips, the curve of my waist, and the fullness of my breasts. I felt a sudden, sharp ache in my chest, a tightness that made me want to gasp. It was as if my body already knew what he was, and it was preparing itself for the systematic filling he would provide.

"She is spirited," Buck remarked, his eyes finally meeting mine again. A slow, dark smirk spread across his face. "That is good. The best heirs come from mothers who fight. It makes the claiming that much more rewarding."

"The contract is clear, Jefferson," Thomas said, finally standing. He gestured to Tremaine Haggard, who stood like a silent sentinel by the window. Tremaine stepped forward, his face a mask of professional indifference, though I saw the way his eyes flickered toward Buck with a mix of wariness and respect. "You have six months to ensure a successful conception. High - frequency breeding. My daughter is to be kept in a state of constant readiness. I want an heir that carries the strength of your bloodline and the status of mine."

Buck moved closer, his chest brushing against the tips of my breasts. I should have recoiled. I should have screamed. Instead, I felt my knees go weak as his dominant aura saturated the room. He leaned down, his lips brushing against my ear.

"You heard the man, Fatima," he whispered, his breath hot against my skin. "Constant readiness. By the time I am through with you, you will be so heavy with my seed that you won't remember how to walk without feeling me inside you. And once you are pregnant, we will discuss the next phase. Your body is already reacting to me. I can smell the change in your milk, even now."

I felt a flush of heat rise to my cheeks. My breasts felt heavy, the nipples peaking against the thin silk of my bodice. It was impossible. I wasn't even pregnant yet, but the sheer power of his presence was triggering a hormonal response I couldn't control.

"I am not a prize to be won, Buck," I managed to say, my voice trembling.

"No," Buck said, his hand sliding down to cup the small of my back, pulling me firmly against his groin. I could feel the hard, thick promise of him through his trousers. "You are a vessel. And I am the only man in the world capable of filling you properly. Thomas thinks this is about his legacy. But the moment I mark you, Fatima, you belong to the pride. My pride."

Thomas Cavendish watched us with a cold, satisfied smile. "Take her to the west wing, Buck. Tremaine will ensure you have everything you need for the first cycle. I expect results."

Buck didn't wait for another word. He scooped me up into his arms, ignoring my startled cry. As he carried me out of the study and toward the secluded halls of the Iron - Oak Estate, I caught a glimpse of Gabriel Torres standing in the foyer. Gabriel, who had once hoped to marry me for my father's fortune, looked at Buck with a mixture of envy and fear.

Buck simply tightened his grip on me, a low growl vibrating in his chest that served as a warning to every man in the house. I was no longer a daughter of the Cavendish house. I was a woman marked for breeding, and as Buck kicked the door to my private chambers shut, I realized with a terrifying jolt of pleasure that I didn't want to be anywhere else. The systematic process had begun, and the man holding me was not just a stud - he was the master of my body's deepest, most primal functions.

	 


Chapter 6: Genetic Superiority

	 

	Buck Jefferson did not look at me like a person; he looked at me like a prize to be cultivated, a fertile soil for his formidable seed. As he stood in the center of my bedchamber, his presence felt like a physical weight pressing against my lungs. I realized then that he was the most dangerous man I had ever encountered, not because of his strength, but because of the way my own shifter biology responded to his dominant scent. My father, Thomas Cavendish, thought he had hired a professional to secure the family line, but he had invited a wolf into the fold who intended to devour everything I was.

"You are thinking too much, Fatima," Buck said, his voice a low rumble that made my thighs ache. "Your mind is fighting what your body already knows. I am here to ensure the Cavendish legacy continues with a strength it has never seen. My genetic markers are superior, and your womb is the only place they belong."

The weeks that followed were a blur of systematic preparation. Buck was relentless. He monitored every meal, every supplement, and every cycle of my body with a clinical intensity that eventually melted into something far more carnal. He bred me with a frequency that left me in a permanent haze of shifter pheromones. By the time the masquerade ball arrived, hosted by Seraphine Thee and Malachi McCoy at their sprawling estate, I was no longer the woman I used to be. I was carrying a secret - a child that had taken hold during our first week together. I had hidden the pregnancy from Thomas Cavendish, knowing he would see the babe as a mere asset. To me, this was a love child, a product of the primal connection that had sparked between Buck and me in the shadows of the Iron - Oak Estate.

The ballroom was filled with the shifter elite. I moved through the crowd in a gown of shimmering silver silk, my hand resting instinctively over my still - flat stomach. The scent of champagne and expensive perfumes made my head spin, but it was the heavy, aching weight in my chest that truly distressed me. My shifter pregnancy was progressing at an accelerated rate, and my body was already preparing to nourish the life inside me.

"You look peaked, Fatima," a voice sneered. I turned to see Gabriel Torres standing there, his eyes scanning me with a predatory hunger. "Perhaps you should have chosen a mate with more refinement than a hired stud like Jefferson."

"Buck is more man than you could ever hope to be, Gabriel," I retorted, though a sharp pang in my breasts made me wince. 

Tremaine Haggard approached from the other side, his gaze fixated on my chest. "Is it just the light, or is the Cavendish heiress glowing tonight? You smell... different. Ripe."

I felt a sudden, terrifying warmth spreading across the front of my gown. The let - down reflex was sudden and uncontrollable. Two dark circles began to bloom on the silver silk, the rich, sweet scent of my milk filling the air. Panic surged through me. If Gabriel or Tremaine realized I was already lactating, they would know I was pregnant, and the secret I was keeping from my father would be exposed.

Before I could flee, a large, warm hand clamped onto my shoulder. Buck appeared out of the shadows, his aura so thick and protective it felt like a shield. He stepped between me and the other men, his eyes flashing with a golden, predatory light.

"Step back," Buck growled at Gabriel and Tremaine. "She is under my care. Her body is responding to the breeding cycle I have established. It is none of your concern."

"She is leaking like a prize cow, Jefferson," Tremaine laughed, though he backed away from the sheer violence radiating from Buck.

Buck didn't answer. He swept his cloak around my shoulders, masking the stains and my scent. He navigated me through the crowd with a firm hand, leading me toward the secluded library of the estate. The moment the heavy oak doors clicked shut, I collapsed against a bookshelf, my breath coming in ragged gasps.

"Buck, it is too much," I sobbed, the pressure in my breasts reaching an agonizing peak. "I cannot hide it anymore. The milk... it will not stop."

"It is because you are carrying my heir, Fatima," Buck whispered, his voice thick with a sudden, fierce devotion. "Your body is reacting to my proximity. It knows it needs to be drained."

He sat me down on a velvet chaise lounge and knelt between my legs. With practiced, dominant movements, he peeled back the damp silk of my gown. My breasts were swollen, the veins blue and prominent against my pale skin. Milk bubbled from my nipples, dripping down my skin in thick, creamy rivulets.

"You are so fertile," Buck murmured, his eyes dark with obsession. "So perfect for me."

He reached out, his large hands encompassing my breasts. He began to milk me with a systematic, firm rhythm, his thumbs sweeping over the sensitive peaks to coax the flow. I let out a low moan, the relief so intense it felt like a physical release of my soul. He watched with a possessive pride as the milk coated his fingers, the evidence of my body's submission to his genetic will.

"This is not part of the contract," I whispered, reaching out to cup his face. "Thomas only wanted an heir. He did not want this."

"I do not care what Thomas Cavendish wanted," Buck said, his voice a low snarl as he leaned forward to drink directly from me, his tongue lashing out to capture every drop. "You are mine. This child is mine. I am not leaving this estate without you. I will breed you again and again until this house is filled with my sons and daughters. You will be milked by my hands alone."

In that moment, the clinical arrangement died. As Buck continued to drain the ache from my body, I realized that the "stud service" had become a permanent claim. He was no longer a tool of my father's legacy; he was the master of mine. I was his mate, his breeder, and the mother of his pride, and I would let the world burn before I let another man touch what he had claimed so thoroughly.

	 


Chapter 7: A Lavish Prison

	 

	The ballroom of Malachi McCoy and Seraphine Thee was a shimmering cage of gold and velvet, a place where the shifter elite gathered to flaunt their status. For Fatima Flores, it was a lavish prison. She stood at the edge of the dance floor, her breath hitching as the heavy silk of her gown pressed against her swollen, sensitive breasts. Beside her, Buck Jefferson was a silent, looming shadow. His presence was a physical weight, his scent of cedar and raw musk wrapping around her like a collar.

"Stay close," Buck commanded, his voice a low rumble that vibrated through her spine. "The contract requires your safety, but my instinct requires your proximity. Do not wander."

Fatima looked up at him, her eyes clouded with the secret they shared. Beneath the restrictive corset of her gown, her belly was just beginning to curve with the life they had created - a child that Thomas Cavendish believed was merely a biological asset, but one Fatima knew was a product of the primal fire between her and the man hired to breed her. The pregnancy had progressed with a supernatural speed, a testament to Buck's potent genetic legacy.

"I can feel them watching," Fatima whispered, her hand fluttering to her chest. "Gabriel Torres has been circling for twenty minutes, and Tremaine Haggard looks as though he wants to challenge your claim."

Buck’s eyes flashed a predatory gold as he scanned the room. "Let them look. They will find only teeth if they come too close. You belong to me, Fatima. Every inch. Every drop."

As if in response to his words, a sudden, sharp ache blossomed in Fatima’s chest. The hormonal surge was violent and immediate. She felt a warm, heavy dampness begin to spread against the inner lining of her bodice. The scent of sweet, rich cream began to permeate the air around her, cut through by the sharp musk of her arousal.

"Buck," she gasped, her face flushing crimson. "It is happening. I am leaking."

Buck moved instantly, stepping behind her and wrapping a massive arm around her waist to pull her back against his chest. He used his broad shoulders to shield her from the prying eyes of the crowd. He could smell it - the intoxicating aroma of her milk, triggered by the proximity of her mate and the stress of the secret she carried.

"Do not move," Buck growled into her ear, his teeth grazing her lobe. "If I let you go now, the entire room will see the evidence of how well I have prepared your body. They will see that you are already providing for the heir I put inside you."

Across the room, Gabriel Torres began to walk toward them, his expression one of polite suspicion. Tremaine Haggard followed close behind, his nostrils flaring as he caught the scent of something sweet and biological in the air.

"We have to get out of here," Fatima hissed, her legs trembling. The wetness was soaking through the silk now, creating two dark, undeniable circles on the pale fabric of her gown. "Buck, please."

With a sudden, decisive movement, Buck steered her toward the heavy oak doors of the estate library. He did not care about the social graces or the suspicious glares of the other shifters. His only focus was the woman leaking in his arms and the need to drain the pressure he had caused.

He kicked the library doors shut and turned the heavy brass lock just as Gabriel Torres reached the threshold. Inside, the room was silent, filled with the scent of old paper and leather. Buck didn't waste a second. He spun Fatima around and shoved her back against the mahogany desk, his hands moving with practiced, dominant efficiency to tear at the laces of her gown.

"Buck, we are supposed to be at the ball," Fatima moaned, even as she arched her back to give him better access. 

"The ball is over for us," Buck said, his voice thick with a territorial growl. "I will not have other men smelling what belongs to me. You are my mate. My breeder. And right now, you are overfull because of the life I gave you."

He ripped the silk down, exposing her heavy, leaking breasts to the dim light of the library. The sight of her - milk dripping down her golden skin, her body ripe and ready for him - sent a surge of pure, primal pride through his veins. He didn't wait. He leaned down, his mouth capturing one hardened peak, drinking deeply as he used his large hands to milk the ache from her tissue.

Fatima cried out, her fingers tangling in his thick hair. The relief was instantaneous, a wave of pleasure that crashed over her as Buck systematically drained her. This was the routine he had established at the Iron-Oak Estate, a cycle of breeding and milking that had turned her from a defiant heiress into a devoted mate. 

"You are carrying my love child," Buck murmured against her skin, his voice vibrating through her milk-heavy breasts. "Thomas Cavendish thinks he bought a service. He thinks he is getting an heir for his dynasty. He is wrong. He provided me with a mate, and I am never letting you go."

"He will come for us," Fatima whispered, her head falling back as Buck moved to the other side, his tongue lashing out to catch every stray drop. "He will say I broke the contract."

"Let him come," Buck challenged, his hand sliding down to rest over her womb, where his child was growing. "I have bred you, I have claimed you, and I will continue to milk you until you are so steeped in my scent that no other man would dare look at you. This is no longer an arrangement, Fatima. This is a pack. This is my pride."

He looked up at her, his eyes burning with a dark, obsessive love. He reached for his belt, his intent clear. He would breed her again, right here on the floor of the library, ensuring that the secret pregnancy remained hidden under the fresh layer of his scent. Fatima reached for him, her heart thudding in her chest, fully accepting the lavish prison of his arms. She was his, and as the sounds of the masquerade ball faded into the distance, she knew she would never want to be anywhere else.

	 


Chapter 8: The Scent of Readiness
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