
        
            
                
            
        

    

    
        
          Christmas With Her In-Laws

        

        
        
          Elyse McCormick

        

        
          Published by Strangelove, 2025.

        

    





  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      CHRISTMAS WITH HER IN-LAWS

    

    
      First edition. December 24, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Elyse McCormick.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8233324611

    

    
    
      Written by Elyse McCormick.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  




Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

December 23rd

December 24th - morning

December 24th – Afternoon

December 25th – Morning

December 25th – Morning and Afternoon

December 25th – Evening/Night

December 26th – Mid day

December 26th – Early Night

December 26th – Night

December 27th

Sign up for Elyse McCormick's Mailing List

Further Reading: Marissa's Husband List

Also By Elyse McCormick

About the Author

About the Publisher



	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

December 23rd

[image: ]


The highway stretches endlessly ahead. White snow blankets everything. Montana looks nothing like home.

Connor hums along to the radio. His hand rests on my thigh, warm and gentle. I glance at him and smile. Six months together and he still makes me feel safe. Comfortable. He catches my eye and grins, that boyish expression that made me notice him in the first place.

"Nervous?" he asks.

"A little." More than a little. My stomach has been doing flips for the past hour.

Meeting his family feels huge. Four days on a Montana farm for Christmas with people I've only heard about through Connor's stories. His mom who sends him care packages. His dad who taught him to fix cars. His older brother who's married and settled. Real family stuff. The kind that matters.

I want them to like me. I want to make a good impression. I keep imagining a million ways to mess this up. Saying something stupid at dinner. Spilling wine on the tablecloth. Wearing the wrong clothes.

"They're going to love you," Connor says. He squeezes my leg.

I nod. Try to believe him. The trees rush past the window, endless pines heavy with snow. Everything here is so different from the suburbs where I grew up. Bigger. Wilder. The sky stretches forever.

The driveway appears, long and winding through snow-covered pines. The farmhouse sits at the end, two stories of wood and stone with smoke curling from the chimney. Warm light glows in the windows. It looks like something from a movie. Perfect and intimidating.

Connor parks and kills the engine. "Ready?"

I take a breath. "Ready."

The cold hits me the moment I step out. Sharp and biting, stealing my breath. I pull my coat tighter. Connor grabs our bags from the trunk while I stand there staring at the house, trying to calm my racing heart.

The front door opens. A woman steps out, blonde and glowing, bundled in a thick sweater. "You made it!" She rushes down the steps and throws her arms around Connor.

Must be Amy. Derek's wife. She's pretty in that natural way, no makeup, hair pulled back. Older than me by a decade at least. She turns to me with a bright smile. "You must be Lena. Connor talks about you constantly."

"Nice to meet you." I smile back, hoping I look normal and not terrified.

She hugs me too, warm and genuine. "Come inside before you freeze."

The house is busy. A woman appears from what must be the kitchen, wiping her hands on an apron. Connor's mom. Karen. She's got kind eyes and a warm smile. She pulls Connor into a hug, cooing over him like he's still ten years old.

"And you must be Lena." She turns to me, takes both my hands. "Welcome, sweetheart. We're so happy you could join us."

"Thank you for having me." The words come out right. Polite. Normal.

"Ron's around here somewhere," Karen says, glancing toward the hallway. "Ron! They're here!"

Heavy footsteps. A presence fills the doorway before I see him.

Then he appears.

Tall. Broad-shouldered. Silver hair and a weathered face that speaks of years working outdoors. He's older, mid-fifties probably, but solid. Strong. His flannel shirt stretches across his chest. His hands are thick, veined, the hands of someone who builds things and fixes things and commands things.

He looks at me. His eyes sweep over my face, down my body, slow and assessing. Not creepy. Appraising. Like he's taking inventory.

Something shifts inside me.

Heat blooms low in my belly. Sudden. Unexpected. My breath catches.

He crosses the room. "Welcome, Lena." His voice is deep. Authoritative. It resonates through my chest, lower, settling between my legs.

He extends his hand. I take it. His grip is firm, his palm rough against mine. His hand engulfs mine completely. The contact sends a jolt through me.

What the hell is happening?

"Thank you for having me," I manage. My voice sounds breathy.

His eyes hold mine for a beat too long. Then he releases my hand and turns to Connor, clapping him on the shoulder. "Good drive?"

Connor launches into talk about the roads and the weather. I stand there, pulse racing, skin flushed. I shrug off my coat because suddenly I'm burning up. My sweater clings to my curves. I'm aware of my body in a way I wasn't five seconds ago. My breasts. My hips. The way my jeans hug my thighs.

Karen takes my coat. "Let me show you to your room so you can get settled."

Connor grabs our bags. We follow Karen upstairs. The guest room is cozy, a quilt-covered bed and a window overlooking snowy fields. Connor sets the bags down and kisses my forehead. "See? They love you already."

I smile. Nod. My mind is still downstairs with Ron's voice, Ron's hands, Ron's eyes on me.

This is wrong. This feeling twisting inside me. He's Connor's dad. I shouldn't be thinking about him. Shouldn't be feeling this heat spreading through my body.

But I am.

The front door slams below. Heavy boots stomp. A voice calls out, rough and loud. "I'm freezing my ass off."

"That's Derek," Connor says. "Come on, I'll introduce you."

We head downstairs. My heart pounds.

Derek stands in the entryway shaking snow from his hair. Cut from the same cloth as his father. Broad shoulders, thick arms, muscled from labor. A scruffy beard frames his jaw. His flannel shirt is damp with sweat despite the cold.

He looks up as we approach. His eyes find mine.

Blue. Intense.

"You must be Lena." He crosses the room in three strides and pulls me into a hug before I can react.

His body presses against mine. Solid. Warm. His chest crushes my breasts. His arms are strong around me. The hug lasts longer than it should.

When he releases me, he's smiling. "Welcome to the family."

The heat that started with Ron flares hotter.

Amy appears, kisses Derek's cheek. His wedding ring catches the light.

My body hums. Awareness floods every nerve.

What is wrong with me?

Dinner is chaos in the best way. Karen has outdone herself. Roast chicken, mashed potatoes, green beans, fresh bread. The table is packed with food and people. I end up squeezed between Connor and Derek, our chairs close enough that our arms brush when we reach for dishes.

The first time it happens, Derek passes me the butter. His forearm grazes mine. Rough hair, warm skin. The contact shoots straight between my legs.

I murmur thanks and focus on my plate.

Connor's hand finds my knee under the table. Sweet and possessive. His thumb rubs circles on my jeans. It should feel good. It does feel good. But it's nothing compared to the heat radiating from Derek beside me.

"So Lena," Ron says from the head of the table. His voice cuts through the chatter. Everyone quiets slightly. "What are you studying?"

All eyes turn to me. I swallow my bite of potatoes. "English Literature. I'm a sophomore."

"English." He nods slowly. His gaze is steady, direct. "Planning to teach?"

"Maybe. I'm not sure yet."

"Smart girl." The way he says it feels like approval and assessment rolled together. Like he's deciding if I'm good enough for his son. "You need a plan. Can't just drift through life."

"Yes, sir." The words slip out automatically. Sir. Like he's someone who commands that kind of respect.

His mouth curves slightly. Approval.

My pussy clenches. Wetness pools in my panties.

I know this feeling. I've felt it before with other men. The rough ones. The ones who don't ask permission, who take what they want. The bartender last summer who fucked me in the storage room after one look. The TA who bent me over his desk. Men who see through the innocent face and long dark hair to what I really am underneath.

Connor doesn't see it. Sweet Connor with his gentle hands and careful kisses. He thinks I'm his good girl. His first serious girlfriend. He has no idea about the others. About how wet I get for the wrong kind of man.

And now I'm sitting at his family's table getting soaked from his father's voice.

"She's top of her class," Connor says proudly. His hand squeezes my knee.

Karen beams. "That's wonderful, sweetheart. We need more readers in this family."

"Mom reads," Derek says. He reaches across me for the salt. His chest presses against my shoulder. Brief, solid contact. "The rest of us are hopeless."

"You could try," Amy says, teasing. She's sitting across from us, completely oblivious to the tension coiling in my body.

"Why read when I've got you to tell me the plots?" Derek grins at his wife.

Everyone laughs. The moment passes. Conversation flows to other things. Farm work. Christmas plans. Neighbors.

I try to focus. Try to be present. But I'm hyperaware of every movement beside me. Derek shifting in his chair. His thigh inches from mine. The way his hands move when he cuts his chicken. Strong hands. Thick fingers. Working man's hands. The kind that would grip my hips hard enough to bruise.

Connor tells a story about campus. Something funny that happened in his dorm. I laugh at the right moments. Smile. Play the good girlfriend.

Derek passes the bread basket. Our fingers brush. He holds the basket a second longer than necessary. His eyes flick to mine.

My nipples harden.

"Thanks," I whisper.

He nods. Returns to his meal.

Under the table, Connor's hand slides higher on my thigh. Innocent. Affectionate. I cover his hand with mine, squeeze. He smiles at me, sweet and trusting.

Four days. I need to keep it together for four days. I can do this. I've been good for Connor for six months. Six months of vanilla sex and tender kisses and pretending I'm satisfied. I can last four more days around his father and brother without doing something stupid.

I have to.

After dinner, Karen stands and starts clearing plates. "Lena, sweetheart, would you mind helping Derek with the dishes? Amy and I need to finish some baking for tomorrow."

"Of course." I stand quickly. Grateful for something to do.

Derek collects plates. I follow him into the kitchen with a stack of dishes. The kitchen is smaller than the dining room. Cozy. The sink sits beneath a window overlooking darkness and snow.

Derek runs the water. Steam rises. He rolls up his sleeves. His forearms are thick, dusted with dark hair. A vein runs up the inside of his wrist.

I force myself to look away. Start scraping plates into the trash.

"Thanks for helping," he says. His voice is casual but lower now that we're alone. "Mom always ropes someone into this."

"I don't mind."

He washes. I dry. The rhythm is easy. Comfortable. But the space between us feels charged. Every time I reach for a clean dish, I'm close enough to smell him. Soap and sweat and something earthy.

He hands me a plate. Our fingers touch. Wet and slippery from dish soap.

"Sorry," he says. Not sorry.

My breath catches.

He reaches past me for the sponge on the counter behind where I'm standing. His arm extends across my body. His chest presses against my shoulder, my back. Solid. Warm. He's so close I feel his breath on my neck.

"Tight space," he murmurs.

I freeze. Can't move. Can't breathe. His body is a wall of heat behind me. His arm brushes my breast as he pulls back with the sponge.

Then he's gone. Back at the sink. Washing like nothing happened.

My hands shake. I fumble the dish towel. My pussy throbs, slick and aching. My nipples are hard points against my bra.

This is exactly the kind of situation I need to avoid. The kind that always gets me in trouble. Alone with a man who radiates dominance. A married man. My boyfriend's brother.

"You okay?" Derek asks. He glances over. His expression is neutral. Friendly.

"Fine." My voice is too high. "Just tired from the drive."

He nods. Scrubs another plate.

I dry dishes on autopilot. My pussy is soaked. My body knows what it wants even if my mind knows better. This always happens. I see a real man, rough and strong, and logic disappears.

The kitchen door swings open. Connor appears. "Need help?"

"Almost done," Derek says.

Connor crosses to me, wraps his arms around my waist from behind. Kisses my neck. "You're amazing."

I lean into him. My sweet boyfriend. My safe choice. The one who doesn't know about the others.

But over Connor's shoulder, I catch Derek watching. His eyes on me. Dark. Intense.

He looks away first. Drains the sink.

My body burns.

The living room is warm. Fire crackles in the stone fireplace. Everyone settles into chairs and couches with mugs of hot cocoa. Karen hands them out, steam rising from each cup. Connor pulls me down beside him on the loveseat. His arm drapes over my shoulders.

Ron sits in a leather armchair, legs spread, hands wrapped around his mug. He commands the space without saying a word. Amy curls up next to Derek on the couch. She tucks herself under his arm, small and content. He kisses the top of her head.

Jealousy flares hot in my chest. Irrational. Stupid. I just met these people.

"The horses were restless earlier," Derek says. "Might check on them before bed."

"In this cold?" Amy shivers dramatically. "You're crazy."

"I'll be quick." He looks at me. "Want to see the barn, Lena? We've got some beautiful animals."

My pulse spikes. "Sure."

Connor yawns beside me. "I'm beat. You go ahead, babe."

"You sure?"

"Yeah." He kisses my temple. "I'll get the bed warmed up for you."

I should say no. I should stay here in the warm house with my boyfriend and his family. Going to a dark barn alone with Derek is exactly the kind of mistake I've made before.

But I stand anyway. "I'd love to see them."

Derek grabs coats from the hook by the door. Hands me one that must be Amy's. It's too small, tight across my chest. I struggle with the zipper. My 32E breasts strain against the fabric, threatening to burst the seam. The zipper stops halfway up, leaving cleavage exposed.

Derek notices. His eyes lock onto my chest. The coat barely contains me, my full breasts pushed up and together. His jaw tightens. He stares for a long moment before his eyes flick back to my face.

Outside, the cold is brutal. Snow falls in soft flakes. The porch light casts everything in gold. Derek offers his arm. "Slippery."

I take it. His arm is solid under my hand. Muscle and strength. We walk down the path toward the barn. Our boots crunch in the snow. My breath fogs in the air.

"Connor seems tired," he says.

"Long drive."

"You're not tired?"

"Not really." My body is humming. Wide awake. Hyperaware of his arm beneath my fingers.

The barn looms ahead. Derek pulls the door open. Warm air and the smell of hay rush out. Animals shift in their stalls. He flips a switch. Soft light fills the space.

It's bigger than I expected. Clean. Well-kept. Horses stand in stalls along both sides. They turn their heads as we enter, ears pricked forward.

"This is Maverick." Derek stops at the first stall. A huge chestnut horse pushes his nose over the door. "He's the troublemaker."

I reach up. The horse sniffs my hand, soft lips brushing my palm. His breath is warm.

"He likes you." Derek steps closer behind me. Not touching. But close enough that I feel his heat.

I stroke the horse's nose. Soft velvet skin. "He's beautiful."

"Yeah. Beautiful."

Something in his voice makes me glance back. He's not looking at the horse. He's looking at me.

My breath catches.

He holds my gaze. His eyes are dark in the dim light. Intense. Hungry. The air between us thickens.

This is dangerous. This is the moment where I usually make bad choices. The bartender backed me against the wall just like this. The TA stood too close just like this. And I let them. I always let them.

Derek's hand lifts. Slowly. Reaching toward my face. Toward a strand of hair that's fallen across my cheek.

My heart pounds. My pussy clenches. I don't move. Don't breathe.

His fingers are an inch from my hair when a voice cuts through the night.

"Derek!" Amy's voice from the house. Distant but clear. "Can you bring in more firewood?"

He freezes. His hand hangs in the air between us.

Then he drops it. Steps back. The spell breaks.

"Coming!" he calls. His voice is rough.

I turn back to the horse. My hands shake. My whole body shakes.

Derek moves toward the door. Stops. "You coming?"

I nod. Can't speak.

The walk back to the house is silent. No offered arm this time. He keeps distance between us. At the porch, he veers toward the woodpile. I go inside alone.

Connor is already in bed when I get upstairs. The room is dark except for moonlight through the window. He's under the covers, eyes closed. I change into my pajamas. Tank top and shorts. Slip under the blankets beside him.

He rolls toward me. "How were the horses?"

"Nice." My voice sounds normal. Steady.

"Good." He kisses my forehead. His hand slides to my waist. Settles there. "Love you."

"Love you too."

Within minutes, his breathing evens out. Deep. Steady. Asleep.

I lie there staring at the ceiling. My body is on fire. My pussy throbs. Slick and aching. I press my thighs together. It doesn't help.

I know what I need. What I always need when I get like this.

My hand slides down my stomach. Under the waistband of my shorts. Connor snores softly beside me. I slip my fingers between my legs. Soaked. My fingers find my clit. I rub slow circles.

I close my eyes. Derek's face fills my mind. His body behind me in the barn. His breath on my neck. His hand reaching toward me. In my fantasy, Amy doesn't call out. His fingers touch my hair. Slide down my neck. His other hand grips my hip. Pulls me back against him. I feel his cock hard against my ass. He turns me around. Kisses me. Rough. Demanding. His hands grab my tits. His knee pushes between my thighs.

My fingers work faster. My hips rock slightly. I bite my lip to stay quiet.

In my mind, Derek lifts me. Presses me against the barn wall. Yanks my jeans down. His cock pushes into me. Thick. Stretching. He fucks me hard. Fast. His hand covers my mouth. The wedding ring cold against my lips.

My orgasm builds. Almost there. Almost.

But it's not enough. It never is when I do it myself. I need the real thing. Need rough hands and a thick cock and a man who takes what he wants.

I come anyway. Small. Unsatisfying. My body shudders. My pussy clenches around nothing.

I pull my hand away. Wipe it on my shorts. Connor sleeps on, oblivious.

Through the wall, I hear movement. Low voices. Derek and Amy's room. The bed creaks. Once. Twice. A rhythm starts.

I close my eyes. Listen. Torture myself.

Amy's soft moan carries through the thin wall.

My pussy throbs. Still aching. Still desperate.

Four more days.
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Morning light filters through the curtains, pale and cold. Connor shifts beside me, his arm draped across my waist. Sweet. Gentle. I stare at the ceiling, my body still aching from last night's frustration. My fingers worked my clit raw trying to erase the memory of Derek's almost-touch in the barn, his hand lifting toward my hair before Amy's voice shattered everything. I came twice, muffled gasps pressed into the pillow, but neither orgasm satisfied the hunger gnawing inside me.

Connor stirs, kisses my shoulder, his morning breath warm on my neck.

"Morning, beautiful."

"Morning."

He rolls out of bed, oblivious as always. I watch him pull on jeans, his lean body moving with easy comfort. He's cute. Boyish. Mine. My pussy throbs with a need he can't fill, wetness already seeping into my panties as my mind replays Derek standing behind me in the barn, the heat of his chest inches from my back.

I shower fast, the hot water doing nothing to calm the arousal humming through my veins. Dressed in jeans and a soft sweater, I follow Connor downstairs. The kitchen smells like coffee and bacon, Karen already bustling at the stove, her smile bright and maternal.

"Good morning, you two! Sleep well?"

"Great," Connor says, kissing her cheek.

I force a smile. "Really well, thanks."

Liar. I barely slept, my cunt aching, Derek's voice low in my head. Tight space.

Ron sits at the head of the table, a mug of black coffee in his weathered hands. His eyes lift when I enter, a slow sweep from my face down to my breasts, lingering before meeting my gaze again. Heat floods my cheeks. My nipples harden instantly, pressing against my bra. He doesn't smile, just nods once before returning to his coffee.

Derek and Amy arrive moments later, her arm looped through his. She looks fresh and happy, hair pulled into a ponytail, eyes bright. Derek wears a flannel shirt rolled to his elbows, his forearms muscled and dusted with dark hair. He glances at me, something unreadable in his expression, before pulling out a chair for Amy.

"Big day ahead," Ron says, his voice gruff and commanding. "Fence needs fixing on the north pasture. Derek, you and Connor handle that after breakfast."

"Sure thing," Derek says.

Connor nods, already digging into the scrambled eggs Karen sets in front of him.

Ron's gaze shifts to me. "Lena, you'll help me feed the chickens."

My pulse spikes. Alone. With him.

"Oh, I can do that," Karen offers, wiping her hands on her apron.

"You've got baking to do," Ron says, his tone leaving no room for argument. "Amy can help you. Lena and I will manage the coop."

Karen beams. "Perfect! Amy, we'll start on those cookies as soon as we clean up here."

Amy nods eagerly, already chatting about recipes. I barely hear her. My thighs press together under the table, slick heat pooling between them. Ron's eyes stay on me a beat too long before he stands, draining his coffee in one long swallow.

"Finish up and meet me outside," he says. "Bring a coat. Cold out there."

He leaves, boots heavy on the floor. I stare at my plate, my appetite gone, my stomach tight with anticipation I don't understand. Connor laughs at something Derek says, his hand warm on my knee. Sweet, oblivious Connor. I smile at him, my heart pounding.

Fifteen minutes later, I stand in the mudroom pulling on the coat Karen lent me. Ron waits by the door, his broad frame filling the space, silver hair catching the morning light. He holds the door open, his hand brushing my lower back as I step outside. The touch is brief, his fingers pressing just above my ass, and my breath catches.

"Cold out there," he says, his voice low.

My thighs press together. "I'll be fine."

Snow crunches under our boots, the air sharp and biting. The chicken coop sits behind the barn, a small wooden structure surrounded by a wire fence. Ron opens the gate, motioning me inside. The hens cluck softly, pecking at the frozen ground. He grabs a metal bucket from a hook, fills it with feed from a bin, and hands it to me.

"Hold it like this." His hands cover mine, rough and warm, adjusting my grip. He stands behind me, his chest almost touching my back, his breath stirring my hair. "Good. Now scatter it slow."

His voice rumbles through me. My cunt clenches, wetness soaking my panties. I toss the feed, my hands trembling under his. He doesn't move, his body a wall of heat at my back.

"Good girl."

The words shoot straight to my pussy. I bite my lip, my breathing shallow.

"Connor treating you right?"

The question catches me off guard. I turn my head slightly, his face inches from mine, his gray eyes steady and assessing.

"Yes," I whisper.

"That so?" His hands slide away from mine, one resting on my hip. "He seems... gentle."

The way he says it makes gentle sound like a weakness. My heart hammers. His thumb brushes the curve of my waist, a slow, deliberate stroke.

"He is," I manage.

Ron's lips curve, not quite a smile. "Some women need gentle." His hand squeezes my hip, his voice dropping lower. "Others need something rougher."

My pussy throbs, my breath coming faster. His hand lingers another second before he steps back, the cold air rushing between us.

"Finish up. We'll head back."

I scatter the rest of the feed, my hands shaking, my mind spinning. Ron leans against the coop wall, watching me with that same unreadable expression. When I finish, he takes the bucket from my hands, his fingers brushing mine. The gate creaks as he opens it, and I walk past him, his gaze burning into my back.

We walk back to the house in silence, snow crunching under our boots. My pussy still throbs from Ron's touch, from his words. Some women need gentle. Others need something rougher. I know which one I am. The knowledge terrifies me.

Inside, Karen and Amy have the kitchen covered in flour and cookie dough, laughter spilling from the warm room. Connor and Derek stand by the door pulling on their coats, ready for fence work. Connor grins when he sees me, pulling me close for a kiss.

"Miss me?"

"Always," I lie.

Derek's eyes flick to mine over Connor's shoulder, something dark passing through them before he turns away. Ron brushes past us, his hand grazing my lower back again, and disappears toward the barn. My thighs press together, slick and aching.

An hour later, Karen declares a break. "Everyone outside! The snow's perfect."

Amy claps her hands, already grabbing her coat. I follow, my body still humming with tension I can't shake. The yard stretches wide and white, untouched powder glittering under the pale sun. Connor packs a snowball, launching it at Derek. It explodes against his shoulder.

"Oh, you're dead," Derek growls, grinning.

Chaos erupts. Snowballs fly, laughter echoing across the farm. I duck behind a snow bank, my cheeks flushed from cold and adrenaline. Amy shrieks as Karen gets her square in the back. Ron watches from the porch, arms crossed, a hint of amusement on his stern face.

I don't see Derek coming. He tackles me from the side, his weight slamming me into the snow. The impact knocks the air from my lungs, cold seeping through my jeans. He pins me, his body covering mine, his hands braced on either side of my head.

"Got you."

His face hovers inches from mine, his breath warm, his scruffy beard dusted with snow. His hips press against mine, his thick thighs trapping my legs. I feel everything. The hardness of his chest. The strength in his arms. The heat radiating through his jeans. My cunt clenches, wetness flooding my panties.

His eyes lock on mine, something raw and hungry flickering there. The world narrows to the weight of him, the pressure of his body, the way his gaze drops to my lips.

"Derek, get off her!" Connor's voice cuts through the moment, laughing. "You're crushing her."

Derek blinks, the heat in his eyes vanishing behind a grin. He pushes off me, offering a hand. I take it, his rough palm engulfing mine, and he hauls me to my feet. His grip lingers a second too long before he releases me, turning to Connor.

"She's tougher than she looks."

Connor throws an arm around my shoulders, pulling me close. "She better be, dealing with me."

I force a laugh, my heart hammering. Derek walks away, Amy bounding to his side, and I watch his broad back retreat, my pussy aching, my jeans soaked. Not from snow.

Inside, we peel off wet layers, the house warm and smelling of sugar cookies. Karen hands out mugs of hot cocoa, marshmallows bobbing on the surface. I cradle mine, the heat scalding my palms, a welcome distraction from the throbbing between my thighs.

"I'm gonna change," Derek says, heading upstairs. "Soaked through."

Amy follows Karen into the kitchen, their chatter blending with the clatter of dishes. Connor flops onto the couch, scrolling his phone. I sip my cocoa, the sweetness coating my tongue, and wander toward the stairs. I don't plan it. My feet just move.

The hallway upstairs is quiet, doors closed except for one. Derek's room. The door stands ajar, a sliver of light spilling out. I stop, my pulse spiking. Through the crack, I see him.

Shirtless.

His back faces me, muscles flexing as he pulls the wet flannel off. His shoulders are broad, his spine a line of strength, his skin tan even in winter. He turns slightly, and I see his chest. Defined pecs, abs ridged and tight, a trail of dark hair disappearing into the waistband of his jeans. My breath catches. My pussy clenches, wetness soaking through my already damp panties.

He reaches for a clean shirt hanging on the bedpost. His bicep bulges, veins prominent, and I stare, frozen, my mouth dry. He pauses, his head turning. His eyes meet mine through the crack.

Caught.

A slow smirk curves his lips. He doesn't cover himself, doesn't look away. Just holds my gaze, his hand still on the shirt, letting me look. Heat floods my face, my nipples hard against my bra. I should move. I should run. I can't.

He raises an eyebrow, the smirk deepening, and reaches for the door. It closes with a soft click. I stand in the hallway, my heart pounding, my cunt throbbing, my hands shaking around the mug.

"Lena?" Connor's voice drifts up from downstairs. "You coming?"

I force my legs to move, descending the stairs on trembling knees. Connor pats the couch beside him, and I sink down, my body on fire. Derek comes down minutes later, dressed in a fresh flannel, his hair damp. He drops into the armchair across from us, his eyes finding mine. He doesn't say anything. He doesn't have to.

Lunch is torture. Karen sets out sandwiches and soup, the table crowded and warm. I sit between Connor and Amy, Derek across from me, Ron at the head. Conversation flows around me, words I don't hear. Under the table, Ron's knee presses against mine.

I freeze. The pressure is firm, deliberate, his leg solid against mine. My thighs tremble. He doesn't look at me, just cuts his sandwich, his face impassive. His knee stays.

Connor laughs at something Derek says, his hand resting on my thigh, innocent and sweet. Ron's knee presses harder. My pussy clenches, slick and desperate. I bite the inside of my cheek, my breathing shallow, my hands gripping my spoon.

Karen asks me something. I answer, my voice shaky, and she smiles, oblivious. Across the table, Derek's eyes flick to mine, then away. Ron finally shifts, his knee leaving mine, and I exhale, my entire body trembling.

After lunch, Karen announces we'll all attend the Christmas Eve service at the small church in town. Excitement lights her face as she clears plates, already planning what everyone will wear. My stomach tightens. Hours trapped in a pew, pretending I'm not soaked and desperate, my body screaming for something Connor can't give me.

"Church starts at four," Karen says. "We should leave by three-thirty to get good seats."

I help clear the table, my hands still shaking from Ron's knee pressed against mine. In the kitchen, Amy chatters about the service, about the choir, about how beautiful the church looks decorated for Christmas. I nod, smile, rinse dishes while my mind replays Derek shirtless, his smirk when he caught me staring, the way his eyes held mine.

Connor comes up behind me, wrapping his arms around my waist. "You okay? You seem quiet."

"Just tired," I say. "Didn't sleep great."

He kisses my neck, sweet and gentle. "Maybe we can nap before church?"

My pussy clenches at the word nap, my mind filling with images that have nothing to do with sleeping. "Sure."

Upstairs, Connor pulls me onto the bed, spooning me, his arm draped over my waist. His breathing evens out within minutes, soft snores filling the quiet room. I lie there, wide awake, my cunt throbbing. Through the wall, I hear Derek's voice, low and muffled, then Amy's laugh. Bedsprings creak. My breath catches.

Are they fucking?

The thought sends heat flooding through me, jealousy mixing with arousal. I imagine Derek's hands on Amy's body, his thick cock sliding into her, her moans, his grunts. My hand slips between my thighs, pressing against my clit through my jeans. The pressure isn't enough. Connor shifts behind me, his arm tightening, and I freeze, my hand still trapped between my legs.

The sounds stop. I lie there aching, Connor's gentle breathing in my ear, my panties soaked through, my body wound so tight I think I'll break.

At three, Karen knocks on doors, her voice bright. "Time to get ready!"

I pull on a dark green dress, modest and appropriate, the fabric clinging to my curves. My full breasts push against the neckline, my narrow waist emphasized, my hips wide and rounded. I look innocent. Sweet. The perfect girlfriend meeting her boyfriend's family. The wet mess between my thighs tells a different story.

Connor straightens his tie in the mirror, handsome in slacks and a button-down. "You look beautiful."

"Thanks."

He kisses me, his lips soft, his hands careful on my waist. I kiss back, my body wanting more, harder, rougher. He pulls away, grinning, and grabs his coat. Oblivious.

Downstairs, the family gathers in the entryway. Derek wears a dark suit that stretches across his broad shoulders, his beard trimmed, his hair combed back. He looks devastating. Amy clings to his arm in a red dress, pretty and trusting. Ron stands tall in a charcoal suit, his silver hair sharp against the dark fabric, his presence commanding. Karen fusses over everyone, adjusting collars, smoothing hair.

"Everyone in the truck," Ron says, jangling the keys. "We'll all fit."

The truck is massive, a crew cab with three rows. Ron climbs behind the wheel, Karen beside him in front. The middle row has a bench seat. Amy and Derek slide in first, Amy by the window. Connor starts to follow, but Karen turns around.

"Connor, honey, sit up here between us. I want to hear about your semester."

Connor shrugs, climbing into the front, squeezing between his parents. That leaves me in the middle row. Next to Derek. I climb in, the space tight, my hip pressing against his. The back row sits empty, but no one suggests I move there.

The engine rumbles to life. Heat blasts from the vents, filling the cab with warmth. Derek's thigh burns against mine, solid muscle through his dress pants. Amy leans into him on his other side, her hand on his knee, oblivious to the tension crackling between us.

Karen chatters about the service, about seeing neighbors they haven't seen in months. Connor responds, his voice easy and relaxed. Ron drives in silence, his eyes flicking to the rearview mirror. They catch mine. Hold. My breath stutters.

The truck hits a pothole, jostling everyone. Derek's hand shoots out to steady himself, landing on my thigh. His palm presses into my bare skin just above my knee, fingers splaying wide. He doesn't move it. Heat shoots straight to my pussy, wetness flooding my panties.

"Sorry," he murmurs, his voice low.

His hand stays another second, his thumb brushing my skin in a slow stroke before he withdraws. Amy doesn't notice, gazing out the window at the snowy fields. Connor laughs at something Karen says. Ron's eyes find mine in the mirror again, something dark and knowing in his expression.

My thighs press together, my dress riding higher. Derek shifts beside me, his leg pressing harder against mine. The space feels impossibly small, his body heat overwhelming, his scent filling my lungs. I stare at my hands folded in my lap, my pulse hammering in my throat.

The church appears ahead, small and white with a tall steeple, lights glowing in the windows. Ron pulls into the gravel parking lot, already half full. The truck stops, and everyone climbs out. Cold air rushes in, a relief after the suffocating heat of the cab.

Inside, the church smells like pine and candles, pews filling with families in their Christmas best. Karen leads us to seats near the front. She enters the pew first, then Ron, then Connor. Amy follows, then Derek. I slide in last, Derek on my right, the wooden armrest between us.

His thigh presses against mine anyway.

The organist begins playing, and voices rise around us. Derek's arm rests on the back of the pew, his fingers inches from my shoulder. Every breath brings his scent, every shift of his body a reminder of his size, his strength. My pussy throbs, my panties soaked, my hands gripping the hymnal so tight my knuckles go white.

The service stretches endlessly, prayers and readings I don't hear, my entire focus on the man beside me and the ache between my thighs that won't stop.



	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

December 24th – Afternoon

[image: ]


The pastor's voice drones on about faith and family. I grip the hymnal harder, my palms slick with sweat despite the chill in the church. Derek shifts beside me, his thigh pressing firmer against mine. The contact sends heat flooding through my body, settling between my legs where I'm already soaked.

Amy leans forward slightly to whisper something to Karen. Derek's arm stretches along the back of the pew, his fingers grazing my shoulder. Accidental. It has to be accidental. But they stay there, his thumb barely brushing the fabric of my dress.

My nipples harden, visible through my bra and dress. I cross my arms over my chest, pretending to warm myself. Connor sings beside me, his voice sweet and earnest, his eyes on the hymnal. He has no idea his brother's fingers are touching me. No idea my cunt is clenching, desperate and empty.

The congregation stands for another hymn. Derek rises, his body towering beside mine. I stand too, my legs trembling. Our arms brush as we share the hymnal, his fingers holding one side, mine on the other. His pinky finger stretches across the page, touching mine.

I can't breathe. Can't think. Just that single point of contact, his rough skin against mine, and my pussy throbs so hard I think everyone can hear my pulse pounding.

The hymn ends. We sit. Derek's hand drops from the pew back, settling on his own lap. The absence feels like cold water. I stare straight ahead at the altar, the candles flickering, my throat tight.

Ron's voice cuts through my thoughts, low and quiet. He leans forward slightly, speaking past Connor to Karen. "We should head straight home after. Roads might ice up."

His eyes flick to the side, like he can sense me even without looking directly. Like he knows exactly what's happening in this pew.

Finally, the service ends. The organ swells with the recessional, families filing out into the cold night. I follow Connor, desperate for air, for space away from Derek's heat.

Outside, snow has started falling again. Thick flakes drift down, catching in hair and on coats. People cluster in groups, chatting and laughing. Karen stops to talk with a neighbor. Amy hugs someone she knows from town.

Connor's arm drapes over my shoulders. "Cold, huh?"

"Freezing." My voice sounds normal. Steady. Nothing like the chaos screaming inside me.

His hand slides down my back, settling on the small of my back. Lower than usual. His fingers press against the base of my spine, warm through my dress. The touch feels different. More intentional. His hand slips lower, just barely grazing the top of my ass before he pulls it away.

My breath catches. Connor never touches me like that in public. Never pushes boundaries where his family can see.

Derek stands a few feet away, hands shoved in his coat pockets, his breath fogging in the air. He looks at me once, his eyes dark, before Amy bounces back to his side.

"Time to go," Ron calls, already heading toward the truck.

The family gathers, trudging through fresh snow to the parking lot. My heart hammers. Connor walks beside me, his hand finding the small of my back again. This time his fingers press more firmly, possessive, his palm warm. "You okay? You've been quiet."

"Just tired," I say. "Long day."

We reach the truck. Ron pulls out the keys, tossing them to Connor. "You drive back. Roads are clear enough. Good practice."

Connor's face lights up. "Really?"

"Shotgun!" Derek calls out, grinning as he grabs the front passenger door handle.

Amy laughs. "Seriously?"

"Long legs," Derek says, climbing in. "Need the legroom."

Karen heads for the back row. "Amy, come sit with me. We can talk about tomorrow's menu."

Amy follows her, sliding into the back bench seat. That leaves the middle row empty.

Ron opens the door, gesturing for me to climb in. "After you."

My stomach drops. Middle row. Alone with Ron.

I climb in, the seat cold through my dress. Ron follows, his broad frame filling the space beside me. The middle bench is smaller than the front, more intimate. His thigh presses against mine immediately, solid and warm.

Connor adjusts the driver's seat, the mirrors, checking everything twice. Derek settles into the passenger seat, scrolling his phone. Karen and Amy's voices fill the back, already deep in conversation about side dishes and desserts.

The engine starts. Connor pulls out carefully, his hands tight on the wheel, focused on the snowy road ahead.

I sit rigid between Ron's heat on my right and the empty space on my left. My dress has ridden up when I climbed in, fabric high on my thighs. I tug at it, trying to pull it down, but the material stays bunched.

Ron shifts, getting comfortable. His leg presses harder against mine, his thigh thick with muscle through his dress pants. Heat radiates from the contact, seeping through my skin straight to my pussy.

The heater blasts warm air through the vents. Derek says something to Connor about tomorrow's fence work. Connor responds, his voice nervous as he navigates the truck through fresh snow.

Ron's hand rests on his own thigh. Casual. Relaxed. Then it moves. Slowly, his hand slides across the bench seat between us. His fingers find my thigh, settling just above my knee.

My breath catches.

His palm is rough and warm, his fingers splaying across my bare skin. He doesn't look at me. Just stares straight ahead at the back of Connor's seat, his expression neutral, like his hand isn't touching me at all.

Karen laughs at something Amy says. "Oh, that reminds me. Lena, do you have any food allergies we should know about?"

I force my voice to work. "No. I eat everything."

"Perfect," Karen says. "Amy's making her famous sweet potato casserole."

Ron's thumb moves. A slow stroke on my inner thigh. Up, then down. Barely an inch of movement, but deliberate. My pussy clenches, wetness flooding my panties.

His hand stays there, warm and possessive, his thumb drawing those maddening circles. Connor drives, oblivious, asking Derek about something I can't hear over the pounding of my heart.

Ron's fingers squeeze gently. Then his hand slides higher. Just an inch. His palm burns against my skin, his touch firm and claiming.

I can't move. Can't speak. My hands grip my lap, my thighs pressed together, trapping the ache between them. My breathing comes faster, shallow, my chest rising and falling.

"You warm enough back there?" Connor calls, glancing in the rearview mirror.

"Yes," I manage. My voice sounds strangled.

Ron's hand slides higher. Another inch. His fingers are halfway up my thigh now, his pinky finger brushing the hem of my dress. His thumb presses into my inner thigh, stroking slow circles that make my cunt clench.

"Careful on this turn," Derek says to Connor. "It gets slick."

Connor slows, taking the curve carefully. The truck sways slightly, and Ron's hand grips my thigh harder, steadying himself. His fingers dig into my flesh, possessive and rough.

When the road straightens, his grip loosens but his hand stays. Keeps climbing. His fingers reach the edge of my dress, his thumb stroking dangerously close to where my thighs meet.

My nipples are hard points against my bra. My whole body trembles. Karen talks about Christmas morning traditions. Amy asks about breakfast plans. Their voices blend into meaningless noise.

Ron's hand squeezes my thigh, his fingers pressing deep. His thumb strokes higher, grazing the crease where my thigh meets my hip. So close to my pussy I can barely breathe.

The farmhouse appears ahead, warm lights glowing through the falling snow. Ron's hand squeezes once more, firm and final, before he slowly withdraws it. His fingers drag across my skin as he pulls away, deliberate and lingering.

Connor pulls into the driveway, parking carefully. "How'd I do?"

"Good job," Ron says, his voice steady and calm. Like his hand hasn't just been on me for the entire drive.

Everyone climbs out. I sit frozen for a beat, my thighs slick with wetness, my cunt aching. Ron opens his door, stepping out into the snow, then turns back and offers his hand.

I take it. His rough palm engulfs mine, pulling me out of the truck. My legs shake as my feet hit the ground.

He releases my hand, his eyes holding mine for one long second. Then he walks toward the house, his stride casual and unhurried.

I stand there in the falling snow, my body on fire, Connor's voice calling my name from somewhere behind me.

"Lena!" Connor's voice cuts through the fog in my head. "You coming?"

I turn. He stands by the porch steps, snow dusting his shoulders, his smile bright and innocent. Behind him, Derek and Amy disappear through the front door, Karen following with chatter about hot cocoa.

"Yeah, sorry." I force my legs to move, trudging through the snow. My thighs are slick, my panties soaked through, every step a reminder of Ron's hand on me.

Connor waits, his arm sliding around my waist when I reach him. "You sure you're okay? You've been weird all day."

"Just cold." I lean into him, using his body to steady myself.

His hand rubs my side, trying to warm me. Sweet Connor. Gentle Connor. His touch feels different after his father's rough palm claiming my thigh, but my body still responds. My pussy is already throbbing, hungry for more. For anything.

Inside, warmth envelops us. The house smells like pine and cinnamon, the Christmas tree lights twinkling in the living room. Karen bustles toward the kitchen, already pulling out mugs for cocoa.

Ron stands by the fireplace, adding a log. Flames leap higher, casting shadows across his face. He doesn't look at me. Doesn't acknowledge me. Just works the fire like his hand hasn't been on my thigh for the entire drive home.

My cunt clenches.

What does he see in me? What makes him think he can touch me like that, grab me, squeeze my thigh while his son sits oblivious in the front seat? Do I give off some signal? Some scent that tells him I'm the kind of girl who gets wet for rough hands and commanding voices?

The thought terrifies and excites me in equal measure.

"I'm gonna change," Amy announces, heading upstairs. "This dress is killing me."

"Good idea," Derek says, following her.

Connor pulls off his coat. "Want to get comfortable before dinner?"

I nod, grateful for escape. Upstairs, our room feels safe. Normal. I peel off my dress, my hands shaking, and pull on jeans and a soft sweater. The denim presses against my swollen pussy, friction that makes me bite my lip.

Connor changes into joggers and a t-shirt, comfortable and casual. He flops onto the bed, patting the space beside him. "Come here."

I lie down, his arms wrapping around me. He kisses my neck, sweet and gentle, his hands stroking my sides. "I'm really glad you're here. Meeting my family and everything."

"Me too." And I mean it. My body hums with more arousal than I've felt in months. Ron's touch, Derek's heat, even Connor's gentle hands right now. All of it feeds the hunger that never stops gnawing inside me.

His hand slides under my sweater, fingers tracing my ribs. His touch is careful, asking permission. His lips find mine, kissing me softly.

I kiss back, my body responding instantly. My pussy throbs, desperate to be filled. His hand cups my breast through my bra, squeezing gently.

I want more. Want him to rip my clothes off, pin me down, fuck me hard. But Connor never does that. Will never do that. He touches me like I'm fragile, like I might break.

My hips shift, pressing against him. Encouraging him. His cock is getting hard through his joggers. I reach down, palming him through the fabric.

He groans into my mouth, his kiss deepening slightly. Progress. His hand squeezes my breast harder, his thumb finding my nipple through the bra.

Yes. More of that.

His phone buzzes. He groans, pulling away to check it. "Group project. I need to respond to this."

Frustration flares hot in my chest. "Go ahead."

He sits up, typing on his phone, his focus shifting away from me completely. I stare at the ceiling, my cunt still aching, my body wound so tight I want to scream.

Through the wall, I hear Derek's deep voice, muffled but recognizable. Amy laughs. Bedsprings creak once. Twice. A steady rhythm starts.

My pussy clenches. They're fucking. Derek is inside her right now, his thick cock stretching her, filling her, while I lie here empty and desperate.

I press my thighs together, searching for friction. My hand slides to my jeans, pressing against my clit through the denim. Not enough. Never enough when I do it myself.

The bed creaking through the wall continues. Amy's soft moan carries through, breathy and satisfied.

Jealousy twists in my gut. My fingers press harder against my pussy, rubbing through my jeans.

"Okay, done," Connor says, setting his phone down. "Mom's probably starting dinner soon. We should head down."

I pull my hand away, my body screaming with need. Connor stands, oblivious, adjusting his shirt. His erection has faded while he typed. Mine hasn't. My cunt throbs with every heartbeat.

I follow him downstairs, my body humming with unfulfilled need. The kitchen is chaos in the best way. Karen moves between the stove and counter, stirring pots and checking the oven. Amy sets the table, humming Christmas carols, her cheeks flushed. Derek carries dishes, his sleeves rolled up, forearms flexing.

He just fucked his wife. The knowledge burns through me.

"Lena, honey, can you help me with these?" Karen gestures to a stack of serving bowls.

"Of course." I grab them, grateful for something to do.

Dinner preparations fill the next hour. Karen directs everyone like a general, assigning tasks, checking on food. The dining room table fills with dishes. Roast beef, mashed potatoes, glazed carrots, fresh rolls. A feast.

Connor and Derek set up extra chairs. Ron opens wine, pouring glasses for the adults. He hands me one, his fingers brushing mine on the stem. The contact sends electricity up my arm. "You're old enough for wine, right?"

"Yes." Barely. Nineteen feels young under his gaze.

His eyes hold mine for a beat too long before he moves on, filling Karen's glass. But I feel it. That assessment. Like he's measuring something in me.

Does he know? Can he tell how wet I am right now? How desperately my body wants to be touched, filled, fucked?

"Everyone sit!" Karen calls. "Before it gets cold."

The table fills quickly. Ron takes his seat at the head. Karen sits to his right, Connor beside her. Amy sits to Ron's left, Derek beside her. That leaves the seat next to Derek for me.

I slide into the chair, Derek's presence overwhelming on my left. Connor sits across from me, smiling, oblivious.

Karen says grace. Everyone bows their heads, murmuring amens. Then chaos erupts as dishes pass, plates fill, conversation flows.

Derek's arm brushes mine when he reaches for the potatoes. "Sorry," he murmurs. "Tight quarters."

My nipples harden. My pussy clenches. "It's fine."

His arm stays close, the heat of his body radiating into mine. Every shift he makes, I feel. Every breath.

Connor launches into a story about finals week. Karen listens, asking questions, the proud mother. Amy talks about her job at the salon in town. Ron eats in silence, his presence commanding even without words.

I push food around my plate, managing a few bites. My body is too aware of Derek beside me, Ron at the head of the table watching me with those knowing eyes.

"Lena, you're not eating much," Karen observes. "Is everything okay?"

"Just pacing myself," I say. "Want to save room for everything."

She beams. "Good thinking. Save room for pie later."

Dinner stretches on. Wine flows. Conversation shifts from topic to topic. My glass empties. Ron refills it without asking, his hand steady, his eyes flicking to mine.

He knows. Somehow he knows exactly what I am.

Finally, Karen stands. "Okay, everyone help clear the table. Many hands make light work."

Chairs scrape. Everyone grabs dishes, moving between the dining room and kitchen. I carry a stack of plates, following Amy through the doorway.

The hallway between the dining room and kitchen is narrow. Barely wide enough for one person. Amy disappears into the kitchen, her arms full.

I start to follow. Heavy footsteps sound behind me.

Ron's voice, low and close. "Excuse me."

I step aside, pressing against the wall to let him pass. The hallway is too narrow. His body brushes mine as he moves, his chest grazing my shoulder.

Then he stops. Right beside me. His body fills the space, blocking the light from the dining room.

"Careful," he says, his voice rough.

His hand lands on my lower back. Not gentle. Firm. Possessive. His fingers press into my spine, and then his palm slides down. Slowly. Deliberately.

Over the curve of my ass.

His hand cups my ass cheek through my jeans, squeezing. Not hard. Just enough to claim. To own. His fingers dig into my flesh, his palm hot even through denim.

My breath stops. My pussy floods, wetness soaking my already drenched panties. The plates in my hands tremble.

"Tight space," he murmurs, his breath on my neck.

His hand squeezes once more, possessive and final, before sliding away. He moves past me into the kitchen like nothing happened, his stride casual, his voice calling to Karen about something.

I stand frozen in the hallway, my ass burning where he touched me, my cunt clenching desperately. He's done it again. Touched me where anyone could see. Where his wife is standing ten feet away.

What does he see in me that makes him so confident? So bold?

"Lena?" Connor's voice from the dining room. "You okay?"

I force my legs to move, carrying the plates into the kitchen. Karen stands at the sink, Ron beside her scraping dishes. Derek leans against the counter, talking to Amy about tomorrow's plans.

Normal. Everything looks normal.

But my body screams. My nipples are hard points against my bra. My thighs are slick. My breathing comes too fast.

I set the plates down, my hands finally steady. Karen smiles at me, oblivious. "Thank you, sweetie. Why don't you and the boys relax? Amy and I will finish up here."

"You sure?"

"Absolutely. Go enjoy the fire."

I escape to the living room. Connor sprawls on the couch, scrolling his phone. Derek drops into the armchair, his legs spread, his body taking up space.

I sit on the opposite end of the couch from Connor, needing distance. Needing air. The fire crackles, warm and hypnotic. My mind replays Ron's hand on my ass, his fingers digging in, his voice low and rough.

Ron enters the room, a glass of whiskey in his hand. He settles into the other armchair, directly across from me. His eyes find mine over the rim of his glass as he drinks.

Connor's hand finds my knee on the couch, his thumb rubbing soft circles. "You tired?"

"A little." My voice sounds normal. Steady. Nothing like the chaos screaming inside me.

Ron sips his whiskey, his eyes never leaving mine. The flames reflect in his gray eyes, making them look darker. Dangerous. His gaze drops to my chest, lingering on my breasts, before sliding back to my face.

Heat floods my cheeks. My nipples harden under his stare.

Derek shifts in his chair, his legs spreading wider. "Christmas morning tomorrow. Presents and Mom's famous cinnamon rolls."

"I can't wait," Amy says, smiling. "I love Christmas morning here."

"We should all get to bed soon," Connor agrees. He squeezes my knee. "Santa comes early in this house."

Karen and Amy emerge from the kitchen, laughing about something. Karen kisses Ron's cheek. "I'm exhausted. Coming to bed?"

Ron drains his whiskey, standing. His frame towers over the room. "Yeah."

They head upstairs, Karen's cheerful voice fading. Amy curls up next to Derek in his chair, tucking herself under his arm. He kisses her hair, his hand settling on her hip.

Possessive. Natural. The way a man touches a woman who belongs to him.

My pussy throbs watching them. He fucked her earlier, right through the wall from me. I heard the bedsprings, her satisfied moans, while Connor typed on his phone and I lay there desperate.

"Ready?" Connor asks me.

I nod. We say goodnights, climbing the stairs to our room. The house settles into quiet, doors closing, floorboards creaking.

Connor locks our door, turning to me with a smile. His eyes are soft, affectionate. He crosses the room, his hands finding my waist. "Alone finally."

He kisses me, gentle and sweet. His lips move softly against mine, his hands stroking my sides. I kiss back, my body responding instantly. My pussy is already wet, has been wet all day, aching to be filled.

His hands slide under my sweater, pushing it up. I raise my arms, letting him pull it off. His eyes widen slightly at my breasts straining against my bra, my 32E cups threatening to spill out.

"God, you're beautiful," he breathes.

He kisses my neck, his hands reaching behind me to unhook my bra. The fabric falls away, my breasts bouncing free. His mouth finds my nipple, sucking gently.

I arch into him, my hands gripping his shoulders. More. I need more. Harder. Rougher.

But Connor keeps his pace slow, tender. His tongue circles my nipple, his hand cupping my other breast, squeezing softly like I might break.

My hips rock against him, searching for friction. His cock is hard through his joggers, pressing against my stomach.

He guides me to the bed, laying me down carefully. His hands unbutton my jeans, sliding them down my legs along with my panties. The fabric peels away soaked, my arousal evident.

Connor's eyes darken seeing how wet I am. "Damn, babe."

He strips quickly, his lean body revealed, his cock standing hard. Average. Familiar. Safe.

He climbs over me, settling between my thighs. His cock nudges my entrance, and he pushes in slowly. So slowly. Careful not to hurt me.

I bite my lip. My pussy is drenched, desperate, needing to be pounded. But Connor fills me with gentle thrusts, his face buried in my neck, his breath warm.

"You feel so good," he whispers.

His hips move in a steady rhythm. Slow. Tender. Making love.

My body responds because it always responds to a cock inside me, my pussy clenching around him, wetness flooding. But my mind drifts. To Ron's rough hands. To Derek pinning me in the snow. To what it would feel like if either of them fucked me instead.

Connor's breathing quickens, his thrusts becoming slightly faster. His hand finds mine, fingers interlacing, holding my hand beside my head.

Sweet. Romantic.

Not what my body craves.

"I love you," he gasps, his rhythm stuttering.

"I love you too." The words come automatically.

He thrusts harder twice, groaning into my neck, his cock pulsing inside me. He comes, his body shuddering, his grip on my hand tightening.

Then he stills. Collapses partially on top of me, his breathing heavy. His softening cock still inside me.

I haven't come. Haven't even gotten close.

Connor kisses my shoulder, pulling out slowly. "That was amazing."

He rolls onto his back, pulling me against his side. His arm drapes over me, protective and loving. Within minutes, his breathing evens out. Deep. Steady.

Asleep.

I lie there staring at the ceiling, my pussy still throbbing, unsatisfied. Connor's cum leaks out of me, warm and wet, but I feel empty. Aching. My clit pulses with need, my body wound so tight I want to scream.

This always happens with Connor. Sweet, gentle sex that leaves me desperate for more.

Through the wall, Derek and Amy's room is silent now. But my mind replays the sounds from earlier. The bedsprings creaking while Connor sat oblivious with his phone. Amy's moans building. The rhythm of Derek fucking his wife properly, making her scream.

My hand slides between my thighs, fingers finding my clit. I'm soaked, Connor's cum mixing with my own wetness. I rub slow circles, my hips rocking slightly.

I imagine Derek on top of her earlier, his thick cock slamming into her, his hands gripping her hips hard enough to bruise. His wedding ring catching the light as he fucked his wife while I lay frustrated in the next room.

My fingers work faster, pressing hard against my clit. My other hand squeezes my breast, pinching my nipple the way Connor never does.

My mind shifts to Ron. His hand on my thigh in the truck, his thumb stroking possessive circles. His palm cupping my ass in the hallway, squeezing like he owns me.

My fingers rub desperately, chasing the orgasm building in my core. Almost there. Almost.

But it isn't enough. It never is when I do it myself. I need a real cock, rough hands, a man who takes what he wants.

My orgasm breaks anyway, small and unsatisfying. My pussy clenches weakly, my body shuddering, but the ache remains. The hunger gnaws deeper.

I pull my hand away, wiping it on the sheets. Connor snores softly beside me, completely oblivious.

Jealousy twists in my chest. Amy has what I want. A man who fucks her properly. Who makes her scream. Who satisfies the need clawing inside her.

I roll onto my side, pressing my thighs together. The ache won't stop. My clit still pulses, my pussy still clenches desperately.

My hand slides between my thighs again, unable to stop. My fingers find my clit, rubbing faster this time, desperate.

I bite my lip to stay quiet, my hips rocking against my hand. Connor's breathing stays steady beside me, deep in sleep.

My mind fills with Ron. His authoritative voice. His rough hands. What it would feel like if he touched me properly, if he pushed me against a wall and fucked me the way he clearly wants to.

His eyes watching me at dinner. Assessing. Knowing. Like he can see exactly what I am underneath the sweet girlfriend act.

My fingers work frantically, chasing another orgasm. My pussy clenches, my breathing shallow, my whole body trembling.

This time I come harder, my back arching slightly, my hand clamped over my mouth to muffle the gasp. Pleasure ripples through me, stronger than before but still not enough. Still leaving me aching.

I pull my hand away, my body limp with exhaustion and frustration. My pussy throbs, still hungry, still desperate.

Ron knows. He has to know. Why else would he touch me so boldly? Why else would he grab my ass where anyone could see?

What does that make me? What kind of girl gives off signals that tell a man his touch is welcome, that his rough hands can claim her body whenever he wants?

The bartender saw it in me. The TA saw it. Now Ron sees it too.

Maybe Derek sees it as well. The way he looks at me, the way his body pressed against mine in the snow, holding me down longer than necessary.

Connor shifts beside me, his arm tightening around my waist in sleep. Sweet, trusting Connor who has no idea what I really am.

Tomorrow is Christmas. Presents and family time. Hours of sitting close to Ron and Derek, pretending my body isn't screaming for their touch. Hours of being the good girlfriend while wetness pools between my thighs.

I close my eyes, my pussy still throbbing with need. Sleep feels impossible. My body hums with energy, with hunger that won't quit.

My mind drifts to Christmas morning. The family gathered around the tree. Ron in his chair, commanding the room. Derek's hands as he opens presents, those thick fingers I can't stop imagining on my body.

My hand slides between my thighs a third time. I can't help it. Can't stop.

I rub my clit in slow circles, my breathing shallow, my body wound tight again already.

This time I think about both of them. Ron's rough hands and Derek's thick cock. What it would feel like to have one of them finally break, to stop testing and teasing and just take me.

My fingers work faster, my hips rocking, my free hand gripping the sheets.

I come again, muffling my gasp in the pillow, my pussy clenching around nothing. Waves of pleasure roll through me, stronger this time, but the ache still remains when they fade.

I lie there trembling, my body finally exhausted enough for sleep. Connor snores peacefully beside me, his arm warm and trusting around my waist.

Tomorrow. Christmas morning. Another day of this torture, this hunger that never stops.

My eyes drift closed, my pussy still pulsing, still wet, still desperate for something Connor can never give me.
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December 25th – Morning
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Gray light seeps through the curtains. My eyes snap open.

Six in the morning. Christmas Day. Connor snores softly beside me, his arm draped across my waist. Sweet Connor. Gentle Connor. His breathing is deep and even, completely satisfied after last night.

I’m not.

My body hums with tension that hasn’t broken in two days. My pussy throbs, slick and aching. I touched myself three times after Connor fell asleep, fingers working my clit raw, but nothing satisfies the hunger clawing inside me. Every orgasm feels hollow. Empty. My cunt clenches around nothing, demanding what Connor can’t give.

I shift carefully. His arm slides off my waist. He mumbles something, rolls over, keeps sleeping.

The room feels suffocating. My crop top clings to my sweaty skin, thin cotton stretched tight across my full breasts. No bra. The fabric ends just below my breasts, exposing my entire midriff. My nipples are hard, sensitive points pressing against the cotton. I wear tiny pajama shorts, the kind that barely cover my ass, already damp between my legs.

I need air. Space. Something.

I slip out of bed. The floor is cold under my bare feet. I grab the door handle, ease it open. The hallway is dark and silent. Everyone still asleep.

Downstairs, the house feels enormous in the pre-dawn quiet. My feet pad soft on the wooden stairs. Each step sends a pulse of heat between my thighs. My body is wound so tight I think I’ll scream.

The kitchen is dark except for pale moonlight reflecting off snow outside. I flip the light switch. Warm yellow glow fills the space. The coffee maker sits on the counter. I fill it with water, add grounds, hit the button. The machine gurgles to life.

I lean against the counter. My thighs press together. The friction teases my swollen clit but isn’t enough. It’s never enough when I do it myself.

Steam rises from the coffee maker. The rich smell fills the air. I pour a cup, black, no cream. Wrap my hands around the mug. Heat sears my palms.

I take a sip. Too hot. It scalds my tongue. I welcome the pain. Anything to distract from the ache between my legs.

My bare stomach feels exposed in the cool air. The crop top rode up slightly when I sat down yesterday, showing the curve of underboob. Now it barely covers my breasts, leaving my entire midriff bare. My narrow waist flares to wide hips. My shorts sit low, the waistband loose. I look like a mess. Hair tangled from tossing in bed all night. Face flushed. Thighs slick.

Footsteps.

Heavy. Slow.

My heart slams against my ribs.

The kitchen door swings open.

Ron.

He fills the doorway, broad shoulders blocking the light from the hall. My breath stops.

He isn’t dressed for work. Gray pajama pants hang low on his hips, loose and thin. A white t-shirt stretches across his chest, showing the breadth of his shoulders, the thickness of his arms. His silver hair is messy from sleep. Face unshaven, rough stubble covering his jaw.

My eyes drop to his pants. The fabric is loose. Something swings as he walks. Heavy. Visible. No underwear.

Heat explodes between my legs. My pussy clenches hard. Fresh wetness soaks my shorts.

His eyes find me. Stop. Then travel down my body.

Slow. Deliberate. Assessing.

He looks at my crop top stretched tight across my full breasts. At my hard nipples poking through the fabric. Down to my bare midriff, smooth and exposed. The curve of my hips. My tiny shorts, barely covering my ass, riding up on my thighs. His gaze lingers there.

My nipples harden impossibly more. My cunt throbs.

I grip the coffee mug harder, knuckles turning white.

"Merry Christmas, Lena."

His voice is deep. Rough with sleep. It rumbles through the kitchen, through my chest, settles between my legs.

"Merry Christmas." My voice comes out breathy. Shaky.

He steps inside. The door swings shut behind him. We are alone.

The kitchen suddenly feels smaller. His presence fills every inch of space. He crosses to the coffee maker, his movements slow and deliberate. The fabric of his pajama pants shifts with each step. I can see everything. The outline. The weight. The swing.

My mouth goes dry.

He pours himself a cup. Black, like mine. His hands are thick, veined, rough from years of work. The mug looks small in his grip.

He doesn’t move away. Stands close. Too close. I can smell him. Sleep and warmth and something masculine.

"Couldn’t sleep?"

I shake my head. My pulse thunders in my ears. "Too excited for Christmas, I guess."

His mouth curves. Not quite a smile. He knows I’m lying.

He takes a sip of coffee. His eyes stay on me over the rim of the mug. Gray eyes. Sharp. Knowing.

"You’ve been teasing me."

The words hit like a punch.

My breath catches. "What?"

He sets his mug down. Steps closer. His body is a wall of heat. "Two days now."

"I wasn’t..." My voice trails off. Weak.

"You were." Another step. He towers over me now. His chest inches from my face. "And you know it."

My back presses against the counter. Nowhere to go. My heart hammers. My pussy clenches, soaking wet, throbbing.

His hand lifts. Thick fingers touch my jaw. Tilt my face up. Rough palm against my skin. His thumb brushes my bottom lip.

"Tell me to stop."

The words hang in the air between us.

I can’t speak. Can’t move. My entire body is on fire.

His eyes search mine. Dark. Hungry. Waiting.

I don’t tell him to stop.

His thumb presses my bottom lip. Rough skin drags across soft flesh. My mouth parts.

"That’s what I thought." His voice drops lower. Gravel and heat.

His other hand finds my hip. Fingers dig into bare skin above my shorts. His palm is hot, rough, claiming. He pulls me forward an inch. My bare stomach touches his t-shirt. The contact shoots electricity through my cunt.

"Ron." His name comes out like a whimper.

"Say it again."

"Ron." Louder this time. Breathless.

His hand slides from my jaw down my neck. Thick fingers wrap around my throat. Not squeezing. Just holding. Possessive. His thumb rests against my pulse. He can feel how fast my heart is racing.

"You walk around my house in these tiny clothes. Look at me like you’re starving." His grip on my hip tightens. "What did you think would happen?"

I can’t answer. My pussy is so wet I feel it dripping down my inner thighs.

"Connor know what a cock-hungry little slut his girlfriend is?"

The word slams through me. My cunt clenches hard. A moan escapes my throat.

His eyes darken. "Yeah. You like that."

It isn’t a question.

His hand leaves my throat. Slides down. Cups my breast through the thin crop top. My full breast overflows his palm. He squeezes. Hard. My nipple presses into his rough skin.

"Fuck." The word punches out of me.

"These tits." He squeezes again. "Been staring at them for two days. Watching them bounce when you walk. Imagining my cock between them."

My knees go weak. His hand on my hip holds me upright.

He pulls the crop top down. Yanks it under my breasts. They spill free. Heavy and full and bare in the kitchen light. My nipples are dark pink, hard as stones.

"Perfect." His thumb brushes one nipple. Circles it. Pinches.

Pain and pleasure explode. I gasp. My hips buck forward.

His cock presses against my stomach through his pajama pants. Thick. Hard. Huge.

"Feel that?" He grinds against me. "That’s what you’ve been doing to me. Walking around soaking wet, aching for cock. I can smell your cunt from here."

Oh god. My face burns. My pussy throbs.

His hand leaves my breast. Slides down my bare stomach. Fingers trace the waistband of my shorts. Then dip lower.

He cups my pussy through the fabric. His entire palm presses against my soaking shorts. I’m drenched. The thin cotton is soaked through.

"Fuck. You’re dripping." He rubs. Slow circles. Pressing the wet fabric against my clit.

I can’t breathe. Can’t think. My hips rock into his hand.

"This what you need? What Connor can’t give you?"

"Yes." The word tears out of me. Desperate. Honest.

His fingers hook into the waistband. Yank down. My shorts drop to my ankles. No panties underneath. My pussy is bare. Smooth and swollen and glistening wet.

"Jesus Christ." His eyes lock on my cunt. "Look at you."

His thick fingers slide between my legs. Rough skin against slick flesh. He drags two fingers through my folds. Slow. Collecting wetness.

My legs shake. I grab his shoulders to stay standing. Solid muscle under my hands.

He circles my clit. Presses. My hips jerk. A moan rips from my throat.

"Quiet." His voice is a command. "Everyone’s sleeping upstairs. You want them to hear what a slut you are?"

I bite my lip. Shake my head.

His fingers move lower. Circle my entrance. I’m so wet his fingers slide easily. He pushes one inside.

Thick. Rough. Stretching me. My cunt clenches around him.

"Tight little pussy." He pumps once. Twice. Adds a second finger.

The stretch burns. I’m full. His fingers are so much thicker than Connor’s. Than mine.

He fucks me with his fingers. Slow and deep. Curling to hit that spot inside that makes my vision blur. His thumb finds my clit. Rubs circles.

"Ron. Oh god. Ron."

"That’s right. Say my name." His fingers pump harder. Faster. "Remember whose fingers are in your cunt while my son sleeps upstairs."

The wrongness of it sends me higher. My orgasm builds fast. Too fast.

"I’m gonna come." The words slur together.

"Not yet." He pulls his fingers out.

I whimper. Empty. Aching.

He grabs my hips. Spins me around. My bare stomach presses against the cold counter. My full breasts hang free, nipples brushing the granite.

Behind me, fabric rustles. He’s pulling his pants down.

My heart hammers. This is happening. This is really happening.

His cock presses against my ass. Hot. Thick. Bare skin. So much bigger than Connor’s.

"You want this?" His hand grips my hip. Bruising.

"Yes." No hesitation.

"Say it."

"I want your cock." My voice is raw. Desperate. "Please. Fuck me."

He notches the head of his cock against my entrance. The thick tip presses my opening. My pussy is so wet he slides in an inch.

The stretch is intense. He is so thick.

"Fuck. This cunt." He pushes deeper. Another inch. "So fucking tight."

My hands scrabble against the counter. He is splitting me open. Filling me. More than I’ve ever taken.

He grips my hips with both hands. Pulls me back as he thrusts forward.

He slams home. Balls deep in one brutal thrust.

I scream. His hand clamps over my mouth. Muffling the sound.

"Quiet." His breath is hot on my neck. "You want to wake them up? Want Connor to come down and see his dad’s cock buried in his girlfriend’s pussy?"

I shake my head. His hand stays over my mouth.

He pulls back. Thrusts hard. His hips slam against my ass. The sound is obscene. Wet. Flesh on flesh.

He fucks me without mercy. Hard. Fast. Deep. Each thrust drives me into the counter. My breasts press against cold granite. His cock hammers my pussy. Thick and relentless.

"This what you needed?" His voice is rough. Strained. "Needed a real man to fuck this cunt?"

I moan into his hand. My pussy clenches around him. So full. So stretched.

"Connor doesn’t fuck you like this, does he?" Another brutal thrust. "Gentle. Careful. Boring."

His words hit as hard as his cock. Because they’re true.

"You need it rough." Thrust. "Need to be bent over and used." Thrust. "Need your pussy stretched on a thick cock."

My orgasm builds. Fast and overwhelming. His cock hits deep. Rubs everything. His pelvis grinds against my clit with every thrust.

"You gonna come on my cock?" His hand tightens over my mouth. "Gonna come while I fuck you in my kitchen on Christmas morning?"

I nod frantically. So close. Right there.

"Do it. Come on my cock like the slut you are."

His words shove me over. My orgasm detonates. My pussy clamps down on his thick cock. Wave after wave of pleasure slams through me. My legs give out. His grip on my hips holds me up.

I scream into his palm. Muffled. Desperate.

"Fuck. Fuck." His rhythm breaks. Thrusts turn erratic. "Gonna fill this cunt."

He slams deep. Holds there. His cock pulses inside me. Hot cum floods my pussy. Rope after rope. So much. More than Connor ever comes.

He groans low in his throat. His hips jerk. Pumping me full.

We stand frozen. His cock buried deep. His cum leaking out around his shaft. My pussy still clenching. Aftershocks rolling through me.

His hand drops from my mouth. I gasp for air. My entire body trembles.

He pulls out. Slow. His cock drags against sensitive flesh. Cum gushes out. Down my thighs. Dripping.

I can’t move. Can’t think. My legs are jelly.

Behind me, fabric rustles. He’s pulling his pants back up.

I stay bent over the counter. Bare. Dripping. Fucked.

I stay bent over the counter. My bare breasts press against cold granite. My pussy throbs. Empty now. Leaking.

Ron’s cum drips down my inner thighs. Thick and hot. So much of it. I can feel it sliding out of me with each shaky breath.

Behind me, Ron moves to the sink. Water runs. He’s washing his hands like nothing happened. Like he hasn’t just fucked his son’s girlfriend on his kitchen counter on Christmas morning.

My legs tremble. I push myself upright. My crop top is still bunched under my breasts. I pull it up. The fabric scrapes over sensitive nipples. I hiss.

My shorts are pooled around my ankles. I bend to pull them up. More cum gushes out. Soaks the cotton as soon as I yank them into place.

Ron turns off the water. Dries his hands on a towel. His eyes meet mine.

Gray. Calm. Assessing.

"Merry Christmas, Lena."

His voice is casual. Like we’ve just discussed the weather.

I stare at him. My mouth opens. Closes. No words come.

He picks up his coffee mug. Takes a sip. His throat works as he swallows.

Footsteps creak overhead.

My heart stops.

Someone is awake.

Ron’s eyes flick to the ceiling. Then back to me. "Better get cleaned up."

He walks past me. Out of the kitchen. His shoulder brushes mine. The contact sends a jolt through my body.

The door swings shut behind him.

I stand frozen. Cum drips into my shorts. My pussy aches. Stretched and used and full of his cum.

What the fuck did I just do?

More footsteps upstairs. Louder now. Someone walking down the hall.

Panic slams through me.

I grab paper towels. Wet them at the sink. My hands shake so hard I can barely turn the faucet.

I shove the paper towels between my legs. Wipe. Cum smears on the white paper. Pink from where he fucked me so hard. I’m swollen. Sensitive.

I wipe again. Again. It keeps leaking out.

The bathroom. I need the bathroom.

I throw the paper towels in the trash. Bury them under coffee grounds. Grab my coffee mug off the counter. My hands shake. Coffee sloshes over the rim. Burns my fingers.

I walk fast. Through the dining room. Down the hall. The bathroom door is blessedly empty.

I lock it behind me. Lean against the door. My entire body shakes.

My reflection stares back from the mirror. Hair wild. Face flushed. Lips swollen. My crop top is wrinkled. Nipples still hard underneath.

I look fucked.

I pull my shorts down. Cum and wetness glisten on my inner thighs. My pussy is red. Puffy. His thick cock stretched me wide.

I grab toilet paper. Wipe between my legs. The paper comes away wet and sticky. I wipe again. And again. It won’t stop leaking.

Tears burn my eyes.

I just fucked Connor’s dad. Ron. While Connor slept upstairs. On Christmas morning.

I’m the worst person alive.

My pussy throbs. Sore but still aching. Still wanting.

That’s the worst part. I’m not sorry. My body hums with satisfaction it hasn’t felt in months. Ron fucked me exactly how I need. Hard. Rough. Claiming.

I’m a terrible person and I don’t care.

I clean up as best I can. Splash cold water on my face. Fix my hair. Adjust my crop top. Pull my shorts up even though they’re damp with his cum.

I look almost normal.

I unlock the door. Check the hall. Empty.

I creep back toward the stairs. My thighs rub together with each step. Cum slicks between them.

I climb the stairs. Each creak sounds like a gunshot. My heart hammers.

The guest room door is closed. I ease it open.

Connor is sitting up in bed. Rubbing his eyes. His hair sticks up in every direction. He smiles when he sees me.

"Morning, babe." His voice is rough with sleep. Sweet.

Guilt slams through me. Sharp and brutal.

"Morning." I force a smile. Try to sound normal.

"Where’d you go?" He stretches. The blanket falls to his waist. His lean chest is bare. Boyish.

Nothing like his father’s thick, muscled body pinning me to the counter.

"Couldn’t sleep. Made coffee." I hold up my mug like proof.

"Merry Christmas." He pats the bed beside him.

I cross the room. My legs feel weak. I sit carefully on the edge of the bed.

He leans in. Kisses me. Soft. Gentle. His lips taste like sleep.

Ron’s tongue invaded my mouth two days ago in my fantasies. Now his cum leaks out of me while his son kisses me.

Connor pulls back. His eyes search my face. "You okay? You look flushed."

"I’m fine." My voice comes out too high. "Just excited for Christmas."

He grins. Believes me. Of course he does. Sweet, trusting Connor.

"Me too. Should we head down? I bet Mom’s already cooking breakfast."

My stomach clenches. Breakfast. With the whole family. Including Ron.

"Yeah. Sure." I stand. My pussy throbs. Sore. Full of his father’s cum.

Connor climbs out of bed. Pulls on sweatpants and a t-shirt. Grabs my hand. His fingers lace through mine. Warm. Trusting.

"Love you," he says. Kisses my forehead.

The words stab through me.

"Love you too."

He leads me toward the door. I follow. Cum leaks into my shorts with every step.

Downstairs, voices drift from the kitchen. Karen’s bright laugh. Amy’s cheerful chatter. Ron’s deep rumble.

My pulse spikes.

Connor bounds down the stairs. Pulls me with him. His hand squeezes mine.

We walk into the kitchen.

Karen stands at the stove flipping pancakes. Amy sits at the table wrapping a last-minute present. Ron leans against the counter. The same counter he bent me over. The same counter where he fucked me raw.

His eyes find mine. Hold for one second. Then move away.

His face is completely neutral. Like nothing happened.

"Merry Christmas!" Karen rushes over. Hugs Connor. Then me. Her embrace is warm and maternal.

Guilt crushes my chest.

"Merry Christmas, sweetheart," she says to me. Squeezes my shoulders. "Sleep well?"

Ron’s cum leaks out of me.

"Great," I lie. My voice sounds steady. Normal. "Really well."

Connor sits at the table. Pulls me down beside him. His arm drapes over my shoulders.

Amy smiles at us. "You two are so cute."

My face burns.

Ron pours himself more coffee. His movements are calm. Easy. He doesn’t look at me again.

Karen sets plates of pancakes on the table. Bacon. Eggs. Orange juice. The perfect Christmas breakfast.

I can’t eat. My stomach is twisted in knots. My pussy throbs. Sore and stretched and leaking.

Connor eats eagerly. Talks about opening presents. About the snowstorm predicted for later.

I nod. Smile. Play the perfect girlfriend.

Under the table, I press my thighs together. Feel the wetness. The soreness. The evidence of what I’ve done.

Ron sits at the head of the table. His eyes stay on his plate. But I feel his presence like heat. Dominating the room without trying.

Karen chatters about dinner plans. About relatives calling later. About the cookies still needing frosting.

Normal. Everything is completely normal.

Except Ron’s cum is leaking out of me. Except my pussy is sore from his thick cock. Except I’ve betrayed Connor in the worst possible way.

And except I want to do it again.
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December 25th – Morning and Afternoon
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The living room feels too bright. Too cheerful. White lights twinkle on the Christmas tree. Red and green packages cover the floor beneath it. Karen bustles around distributing gifts. Her smile is radiant. Oblivious.

I sit on the couch next to Connor. His arm drapes over my shoulders. Warm. Trusting. Sweet Connor who has no idea what his girlfriend really is.

My pussy throbs. Sore and stretched. Ron’s cum leaks into my fresh panties. I changed after the bathroom but it doesn’t matter. There is so much. It keeps seeping out. Thick and warm and wrong.

Derek and Amy settle into the loveseat across from us. She curls into his side. Her hand rests on his chest. Possessive. Content. He kisses her hair. The picture of a happy married couple.

My stomach twists.

Ron lowers himself into the leather armchair. The one that faces the couch directly. His movements are slow. Deliberate. He spreads his legs. Settles back. Completely comfortable. Completely in control.

His eyes find mine.

I stop breathing.

Those gray eyes hold me. Steady. Knowing. The same eyes that watched me bent over his counter. That saw my face when I came on his cock.

Heat floods my cheeks. My thighs press together. Fresh wetness mixes with his cum.

He doesn’t look away. Doesn’t smile. Just watches me with that same assessing stare. Like he owns me now.

Karen hands Connor a package. "Here sweetie. This one’s for you."

Connor releases me to tear into the wrapping paper. His excitement is boyish. Genuine. He pulls out a new jacket. Holds it up. "This is perfect, Mom. Thanks."

He stands to try it on. Models it for everyone. They clap. Laugh. Normal family Christmas.

I sit frozen. Ron’s eyes stay on me.

Karen hands me a small box. "For you, Lena."

My hands shake as I take it. I fumble with the ribbon. The paper. Inside is a delicate silver bracelet.

"It’s beautiful." My voice comes out steady. "Thank you so much."

Karen beams. "I’m so glad you like it, sweetheart."

Connor sits back down. Pulls me close. "Let me help you put it on."

His fingers are gentle. Careful. Fastening the clasp around my wrist. Nothing like his father’s rough hands gripping my hips. Bruising me.

"There." Connor kisses my temple. "Looks perfect on you."

Across the room, Ron shifts in his chair. His hand rests on the arm. Thick fingers drum once. Twice. The same fingers that were inside me an hour ago.

My cunt clenches.

Derek opens a gift from Amy. Power tools. He grins. "These are great, babe. Really needed these."

"Put them to good use," Ron says. His voice is casual. "That fence still needs work."

"I’ll get on it," Derek says.

Ron’s eyes flick to mine. "Good. Important to finish what you start."

The words hang in the air. Innocent to everyone else. But I hear the meaning underneath.

My pulse hammers in my throat.

Karen hands Ron a package. "Your turn."

He opens it slowly. Methodical. A new flannel shirt. He holds it up. Examines it. "Thanks, Karen. This’ll come in handy."

"Only the best for you," she says. Kisses his cheek.

Guilt crushes my chest. Sweet Karen who treats me like family. Who has no idea her husband fucked me in her kitchen.

More gifts pass around. Laughter fills the room. Connor squeezes my hand. His thumb rubs circles on my palm. Loving. Trusting.

I feel Ron’s cum leak out. Soak into my panties. A constant reminder.

Amy holds up a cookbook Derek gives her. "Oh honey, this is wonderful. I’ll make you so many good meals."

"I know you will," Derek says. "You always take care of me."

"Taking care of each other." Ron's voice cuts through the chatter. "That’s what family does."

His eyes lock on mine again. Hold.

"That’s right," Karen agrees. "We’re all here for each other. No matter what."

The irony makes my stomach turn.

Connor opens another gift. A watch from his parents. He shows it to me. His face glows with happiness. "Look at this, babe. Isn’t it great?"

"It’s perfect." I force enthusiasm into my voice. "Really nice."

Ron’s lips curve. Almost a smile. Not quite. His eyes travel down my body. Slow. Deliberate. Taking inventory of what he knows is under my clothes. What he’s claimed.

My nipples harden. Visible through my sweater.

"Cold, babe?" Connor notices. He rubs my arm. Trying to warm me.

"A little."

"I’ll get the fire going stronger." Ron stands. His frame towers over the room. Fills the space. He crosses to the fireplace. Crouches down. Adds logs. His muscles flex under his shirt. The same muscles that pinned me. Used me.

He stands. Dusts off his hands. "That should warm things up."

The double meaning isn’t lost on me.

"Thank you, Ron," Karen says.

"My pleasure." His eyes find mine again. "Always happy to help."

My thighs tremble.

The gift opening continues. More packages. More laughter. Connor pulls me closer. Kisses my cheek. "Best Christmas ever," he whispers.

I nod. Smile. Play the role.

But across the room, Ron watches. Waiting. His presence dominates the space without him saying a word.

I can still feel him inside me. Still feel his thick cock stretching me open. Still hear his voice in my ear telling me what a slut I am.

And my body wants more.

Breakfast is chaos. Karen outdoes herself. The dining table overflows with food. Scrambled eggs. Bacon. Sausage. Fresh biscuits. Hash browns. Orange juice. Coffee. The smells should make me hungry. They make me nauseous.

I sit in my usual spot between Connor and Derek. The chair feels wrong. Everything feels wrong. Like everyone can see what happened. Like the word SLUT is branded across my forehead.

Connor piles food onto my plate. "You have to try Mom’s biscuits. They’re the best."

"Thanks." I pick up my fork. Put it down. My hands won’t stop shaking.

Ron enters last. Freshly showered. His silver hair damp. He wears a dark green flannel that stretches across his chest. The same chest that pressed against my back when he bent me over.

My pussy clenches.

He takes his seat at the head of the table. Pours himself coffee. His movements are calm. Controlled. Like he didn’t just fuck his son’s girlfriend two hours ago.

"Merry Christmas, everyone," Karen says. Her smile is brilliant. She raises her orange juice. "To family."

"To family," everyone echoes.

I lift my glass. The words stick in my throat.

Ron's eyes meet mine over the rim of his coffee mug. He takes a slow sip. His throat works as he swallows. "Best Christmas morning I’ve had in years," he says.

Karen reaches over and squeezes his hand. "I’m so glad, honey."

My stomach twists. His cum is still inside me. Leaking into my panties while his wife holds his hand.

"The gifts were great," Connor says. He has his new watch on. Keeps checking it. "Thanks again, Dad."

"You earned it," Ron says. "Work hard, get rewarded." His eyes flick to me. "That’s how things work around here."

Heat floods my face.

Derek reaches for the hash browns. His arm brushes mine. Solid. Warm. "You feeling okay, Lena?"

I flinch. Pull back. "Fine. Why?"

"You look pale." His hand lands on my shoulder. Heavy. His thumb presses against my collarbone. "You barely touched your food."

Arousal shoots through me. Sharp and sudden. My nipples harden. My thighs press together.

Wrong wrong wrong. Not Derek too. Not after what just happened with Ron.

But my body doesn’t care about wrong.

"I’m fine," I say. My voice comes out breathy. "Just tired."

"Long night?" Ron asks. His tone is casual. Innocent.

Connor laughs. "She was up early. I heard her moving around."

"Couldn’t sleep," I manage.

"Sometimes a woman needs to wear herself out properly before she can rest," Ron says. He cuts into his sausage. "Get some good hard work in."

Amy giggles. "Ron, you’re always talking about work."

"It’s important," he says. His eyes hold mine. "Doing things right. Being thorough."

My cunt throbs.

Derek’s hand is still on my shoulder. His thumb moves. A slow stroke against my skin. Back and forth. He leans closer. "You sure you’re okay?"

"Yes." I pull away. Grab my fork. Shove eggs into my mouth. They taste like nothing.

His hand drops. But I feel the absence like a physical ache.

Connor squeezes my knee under the table. "We can take it easy today. Just relax. Watch movies."

"That sounds perfect," I lie.

Karen starts talking about dinner plans. What time to put the ham in. What sides to make. Amy jumps in with suggestions. Normal family conversation.

I push food around my plate. Take tiny bites. Everything feels too loud. Too bright. Too much.

Ron eats steadily. Methodical. Every few minutes his eyes find me. Brief glances that last just long enough to make my skin burn.

"Pass the salt?" Derek asks.

I reach for it. Our fingers touch when I hand it over. Electricity shoots up my arm.

"Thanks," he says. His voice is lower. Rougher.

I nod. Can’t speak.

Connor stands. "I’m getting more coffee. Anyone want some?"

"Please," Amy says.

"Me too," Karen adds.

Connor grabs mugs and heads to the kitchen. The door swings shut behind him.

Derek leans back in his chair. Stretches. His arm goes up behind me along the back of my chair. Not touching. But close enough that I feel the heat.

"Big day yesterday," he says. "Church. Family time. Lots of excitement."

"Sure was," Ron says. He butters a biscuit. Splits it open. The knife slides through the soft center. "Sometimes excitement sneaks up on you. Catches you when you least expect it."

My breath catches.

"That’s the best kind," Derek says. His fingers brush the back of my neck. So light I almost think I imagine it. "The kind you don’t see coming."

"Exactly," Ron agrees. He bites into his biscuit. Chews slowly. "Changes everything."

Connor returns with the coffee pot. Pours refills. Sits back down. His arm goes around my shoulders. "You okay, babe? You look flushed."

"Just warm." I pull at my sweater collar. "The fire’s really going."

"I can turn it down," Ron offers.

"No." The word comes out too fast. Too sharp. "I’m fine. Really."

Karen looks at me. Concern creases her face. "Are you sure, sweetheart? You barely ate anything."

"Just not very hungry." I force a smile. "Everything is delicious though."

"Maybe you need to lie down," she says. "Get some rest."

"I’m okay."

But I’m not. My pussy aches. Sore from Ron’s thick cock. Wet and desperate for more. My body is a traitor. Craving what it shouldn’t have. Wanting what it can’t have again.

Derek’s leg presses against mine under the table. Firm. Deliberate.

My fork clatters against my plate.

"Easy there," Ron says. His lips curve. Almost a smile. "No need to be jumpy."

"Sorry." I set the fork down. Grip my hands in my lap. My thighs tremble.

The meal drags on. More food passes. More conversation. Normal family Christmas breakfast.

Except nothing is normal.

Ron watches me. Derek touches me. Connor loves me.

And I sit there leaking cum and wanting more.

Finally Karen stands. Starts clearing plates. "Why don’t you kids go relax? Amy and I’ll handle cleanup."

"You sure, Mom?" Connor asks.

"Absolutely. You spent all that time driving yesterday. Go enjoy your Christmas."

Connor kisses my temple. "Want to watch a movie?"

"Actually." My voice sounds distant. Foreign. "I think I’ll lie down for a bit. Just for a little while."

Concern fills his face. "You feeling okay?"

"Just tired. Really."

"Okay." He helps me stand. "I’ll come check on you in a bit."

I nod. Escape upstairs.

The guest room is quiet. Cool. I close the door. Lean against it.

My body shakes. My pussy throbs. My mind races.

I cross to the bed. Lie down on top of the covers. Stare at the ceiling.

What the fuck is wrong with me?

Footsteps in the hall. Heavy. Male.

My pulse spikes.

A knock. Soft. Two taps.

The door opens.

Derek steps inside. Closes the door behind him. The click of the latch makes my heart hammer.

"You okay?" He crosses to the bed. Sits on the edge near my feet. "You seemed really off at breakfast."

"I’m fine." I don’t move. Don’t sit up. "Just needed some quiet."

His hand lands on my ankle over the blanket. Warm. Heavy. His thumb rubs slow circles against the bone. "You’ve seemed off since yesterday."

My breath catches. His touch sends heat shooting up my leg. Straight to my pussy.

"I’m just tired," I say. The words come out shaky.

"You sure that’s all?" His thumb keeps moving. Back and forth. The pressure is gentle but insistent. "You can talk to me."

I stare at the ceiling. "There’s nothing to talk about."

"Connor can be oblivious sometimes." His hand squeezes my ankle. "If something’s bothering you. If he’s not paying attention to what you need."

My thighs press together. Wetness soaks my panties. Fresh arousal mixes with Ron’s dried cum.

"Connor is great," I manage.

"Great." Derek's voice drops lower. "But maybe not enough."

The words hang in the air. Heavy. Dangerous.

I turn my head. Look at him. His blue eyes are dark. Intense. His jaw is tight. His wedding ring catches the light as his thumb continues its slow stroke on my ankle.

"Derek."

"If Connor’s not taking care of you." He leans forward slightly. His other hand braces on the bed beside my hip. "Someone should."

My pussy clenches. My breath comes faster.

This is wrong. This is Connor’s brother. Derek’s married. I just fucked Connor’s father.

But my body doesn’t care about any of that.

"Derek." I try again. My voice has no strength. No conviction.

His hand slides higher. Up my calf. Slow. His palm is rough and warm through my jeans. "Tell me to stop."

I can’t. The words won’t come.

"Lena?" Amy’s voice drifts up from downstairs. "Derek?"

He freezes. His hand stops mid-stroke. His eyes hold mine for one more beat.

Then he pulls away. Stands. "You should rest."

He crosses to the door. Opens it. Pauses in the doorway. "Let me know if you need anything."

He leaves. The door stays open.

I lie there. My body on fire. My cunt aching. My mind screaming at me.

Footsteps on the stairs. Heavy. Different from Derek’s.

Ron appears in the doorway.

My heart stops.

He looks down the hall. Then steps inside. Closes the door. The lock clicks.

"Saw Derek come up." His voice is low. Rough. "Thought I’d check on you myself."

"I’m fine." I sit up. Too fast. My head spins.

He crosses to the bed. Stands over me. His presence fills the small room. Dominates it.

"You don’t look fine." His hand reaches out. Cups my jaw. His thumb brushes my lower lip. "You look like you need something."

My breath stutters.

His other hand lands on my thigh. Squeezes. Hard. Possessive. "My cum still inside you?"

Heat floods my face. "Ron."

"Answer me." His grip tightens.

"Yes." The word comes out as a whisper.

"Good." His hand slides higher. Between my thighs. He presses against my pussy through my jeans. "Still wet too. Feel that."

I gasp. My hips jerk against his hand.

"Breakfast got you worked up?" His fingers rub. Firm circles against my clit through the denim. "Watching me across the table? Knowing what we did?"

"Please." I don’t know if I’m begging him to stop or keep going.

"Please what?" He leans down. His breath is hot on my neck. "Use your words."

His hand presses harder. My pussy throbs. I’m so close already. So wound up from Derek. From everything.

"Look at you." His voice is rough in my ear. "Ready to come and I barely touched you. Fucking insatiable."

His fingers find my nipple through my sweater. Pinch. Hard. The pain shoots straight to my cunt.

"I want another round," he says. His teeth graze my earlobe. "Want to bend you over again. Feel that tight pussy squeeze my cock."

"We can’t." My voice has no strength. "Not here. Not now."

"Later then." He bites my neck. Not gentle. Marking me. "You’re mine now. Understand?"

My body trembles. His hand between my legs. His fingers on my nipple. His teeth on my throat.

"Understand?" He bites harder.

"Yes." The word tears out of me.

"Yes what?"

"Yes sir."

He groans. Low and rough. His cock is hard against my hip. Thick and ready. "Good girl."

Voices downstairs. Karen calling for Ron.

He pulls back. Releases me. His hands leave my body and the absence feels like cold water.

"Later," he says. His eyes are dark. Hungry. "We’ll find time."

He adjusts himself. Straightens his flannel. Walks to the door. Unlocks it. Opens it.

Looks back at me once.

Then he is gone.

I collapse back on the bed. My body shaking. My pussy throbbing. My neck stinging where he bit me.

What the fuck am I doing?

But I know the answer. I’m doing exactly what I always do. Giving in to what my body craves. No matter the cost.
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December 25th – Evening/Night
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Dinner smells like roasted meat and butter and something sweet Karen pulled from the oven. The table is crowded with dishes and elbows and voices layering over each other. I sit between Connor and Derek like I have every meal and my thighs press together under the table because I am soaked again, my panties stuck to my pussy, my nipples hard against my bra, and I smile when Amy asks me to pass the potatoes, nod when Karen compliments my sweater, laugh when Ron makes some dry comment about the weather.

Connor's hand rests on my knee. Sweet Connor. His thumb rubs small circles over my jeans and I know he thinks it's affectionate. I cover his hand with mine and squeeze because I should and because he deserves a girlfriend who isn't dripping wet thinking about his brother's rough hands and his father's cock.

Derek reaches across the table for the gravy boat. His forearm brushes the rim of my plate. His knuckles are thick and scarred from farm work and I stare at them, at the veins running up to his wrist, at the gold wedding band catching the light, and my cunt clenches hard enough to make me shift in my seat.

"You okay?" Connor asks.

"Fine," I say. "Just hungry."

I am hungry. Starving. Not for pot roast.

Derek pours gravy over his mashed potatoes and his eyes flick to me, hold for a second, drop to my mouth. My lips part. I don't mean for them to. He looks away and says something to Amy and I have to drink water because my throat is dry and my pulse is pounding in my ears and between my legs.

Ron sits at the head of the table. His voice is deep and it fills the room when he talks, commands attention without asking for it. He tells a story about fixing the tractor and Karen laughs and Connor asks a question and I watch Ron's hands gesture as he speaks, those thick weathered fingers that gripped my hips this morning, that shoved inside me to check if I was wet enough before he fucked me raw against the kitchen counter.

I feel his cum still. Or I think I do. I cleaned up in the bathroom. Scrubbed between my legs with a washcloth and pulled my pajama shorts back on and went back to bed before Connor woke. But my pussy is sore and swollen and I swear I can feel the ghost of Ron's cock stretching me, splitting me open, filling me so full I couldn't breathe.

"Lena, honey, you're not eating much." Karen's voice cuts through my thoughts.

I blink. Look down at my plate. I've barely touched anything.

"I'm pacing myself," I say. "Everything looks so good."

She beams. Ron's eyes meet mine across the table. His expression doesn't change. Doesn't need to. I know what he's thinking. I can see it in the way his jaw tightens, the way his gaze drags down to my tits and back up. He knows I'm remembering. Knows I'm wet.

My face burns. I look at my plate and spear a piece of carrot and chew and swallow and try to act like a normal nineteen-year-old girl having Christmas dinner with her boyfriend's family.

Derek's leg shifts under the table. His knee bumps mine. It could be an accident. The table is crowded. But he doesn't move it away and neither do I and the heat of that single point of contact spreads up my thigh, into my pussy, makes me bite the inside of my cheek to keep from whimpering.

Dessert is pie. Apple and pumpkin. I take a slice of apple because Karen is watching and I don't want to seem rude. The conversation shifts to plans for tomorrow. Boxing Day. Amy mentions a movie she wants to watch. Connor suggests a card game. I nod along and taste nothing and think about Derek's cock, how thick it must be, how it would feel pushing inside me, if he would be rough like Ron or slower, if he would talk to me while he fucked me or just take what he wanted.

My fork clatters against my plate. Too loud. Everyone glances at me.

"Sorry," I say. "Slipped."

Karen stands and starts clearing plates. I jump up too fast, eager to move, to do something with my hands besides grip the table edge and try not to scream.

"I'll help," I say.

"Me too." Derek's voice, low and close behind me.

We carry dishes to the kitchen. Karen goes back for more. Amy stays at the table talking to Ron and Connor. The kitchen is warm and bright and smells like cinnamon. Derek sets a stack of plates beside the sink. I turn on the faucet. Hot water steams up and I squirt soap into the basin and plunge my hands in, scrubbing at a dish I'm not even looking at.

Derek stands next to me. His shoulder brushes mine. The heat of him, the size of him, the way he takes up space makes my breath catch. He picks up a towel and dries a plate I hand him and we don't speak.

His arm reaches past me for the sponge on the far side of the sink. His chest presses against my back for just a second, broad and solid and I feel his breath on my neck, feel the hard length of his body against mine, and my pussy throbs so hard I have to grip the edge of the sink to stay upright.

"Tight space," he says. His voice is rough. Quiet.

I can't answer. Can't turn around. If I turn around I will kiss him. I will grab his face and shove my tongue in his mouth and beg him to fuck me right here on the kitchen floor and I can't. I can't.

He steps back. Picks up the towel again. My hands shake in the soapy water.

Karen comes in with more dishes. Bustles around us. Talks about tomorrow's breakfast. I nod. Say something. I don't know what. Derek dries in silence.

The dishes are done. Karen wipes down the table. I dry my hands on a towel and Derek is standing too close again, his eyes on me, dark and hungry, and I know he can see it on my face, the desperation, the ache, the way I am falling apart.

"You okay?" he asks. The same question Connor asked. Different tone.

"Fine," I lie.

His hand lifts. I think he's going to touch my face. My breath stops. His fingers are an inch from my cheek.

Karen says something behind us. His hand drops. He turns away. Walks to the living room.

I stand in the kitchen and my whole body trembles and my pussy is so wet I am sure it will soak through my jeans and I want to scream and I want to cry and I want Derek to bend me over this counter the way Ron did and fuck me until I can't remember my own name.

I follow them to the living room on shaking legs.

The living room is too warm. Too crowded. Connor sits on the couch and pats the cushion next to him and I sit because that's what I'm supposed to do. Amy curls up in the armchair with a book. Derek stands by the fire, one hand braced on the mantel, staring at the flames. Karen settles into her chair with knitting. Ron lowers himself into his recliner with the newspaper.

Normal. Everything is normal. Except my pussy is throbbing and my nipples ache and I can still feel Derek's chest pressed against my back in the kitchen and Ron's eyes are on me over the top of his paper and I am going to lose my mind.

Connor's arm drapes over my shoulders. He smells like soap and laundry detergent and safety. He kisses my temple.

"Tired?" he asks.

"A little," I say.

"Long day." His fingers play with my hair. Sweet. Gentle. Everything he is.

I need to get out of this room. Away from Derek's presence pulling at me like gravity. Away from Ron's knowing stare. Away from the heat crawling under my skin, the wetness soaking my panties, the ache building between my thighs.

"I'm going to use the bathroom," I say.

Connor's arm slides away. I stand. Walk across the living room on legs that feel shaky. The hallway is cooler. Darker. I close the bathroom door behind me and lean against it and breathe.

My reflection stares back from the mirror. Flushed cheeks. Wide eyes. Lips parted. I look like what I am. A girl desperate to be fucked.

I run cold water and splash my face. It doesn't help. My cunt clenches and I press my thighs together and think about locking the door and shoving my hand down my jeans and fingering myself right here but it won't be enough. It's never enough. I need cock. Thick and hard and stretching me open.

The door opens.

I spin around. Ron steps inside and closes the door behind him and locks it with a quiet click.

"What are you doing?" My voice comes out breathless.

He doesn't answer. Just looks at me. His eyes drag down my body, slow and deliberate, like he's cataloging every curve, every inch of skin he's already claimed.

"Someone will notice," I whisper.

"They think you're in here pissing." His voice is low. Rough. He steps closer. "And I'm getting a beer from the garage fridge."

My back hits the sink. He cages me in with his arms, hands braced on the counter on either side of my hips. His body radiates heat. The smell of him, woodsmoke and something earthy, fills my nose.

"You've been squirming all through dinner." His breath ghosts over my face. "Soaking your panties thinking about my cock."

"No." The lie is pathetic.

His hands grab the hem of my sweater. He yanks it up over my full tits, shoves my bra up too, rough fabric scraping over my sensitive nipples. My breasts spill out, heavy and bare, and he stares at them like a starving man.

"Fuck." The word comes out guttural.

His hands cover my tits. Rough palms squeezing, fingers digging into the soft flesh, mauling them without gentleness. I gasp. He kneads them hard, thumbs dragging over my nipples, pinching and rolling until they're stiff peaks and my pussy clenches with need.

He ducks his head. His mouth closes over my left nipple. Hot and wet. He sucks hard, teeth scraping, then bites down. Not gentle. Pain blooms sharp and bright and I bite my lip to keep from crying out.

He moves to the other breast. Sucks and bites and mauls until both my tits are marked and aching and my cunt is dripping, wetness soaking through my panties and onto my jeans.

"Please." I don't know what I'm begging for.

He spins me around. My hips slam into the counter. His hands work at my jeans, yanking the button open, dragging the zipper down. He shoves the denim and my panties down to my knees in one rough pull and cool air hits my bare ass and my soaked pussy.

"Bend over."

I do. Palms flat on the counter. Ass out. My heart hammers so hard I can hear it in my ears.

Behind me, his belt buckle clinks. The rasp of his zipper. I catch his reflection in the mirror, his face hard and focused, his thick cock in his hand as he strokes it once, twice.

He lines up behind me. The head of his cock nudges my entrance. He doesn't tease. Doesn't ease in. Just grips my heavy tits in both hands from behind and yanks me up, pulls me back against his chest as he slams his cock inside.

I bite my lip to keep from crying out. The stretch burns. Too much too fast. My pussy struggles to take him, clenching around the thick intrusion. His hands squeeze my tits brutally, my soft flesh bulging out between his thick fingers, and he groans low in his throat and pulls back and drives in again, harder.

"Tight little cunt," he mutters. "Fuck."

He holds me up by my tits, using them like handles, pulling me back onto his cock with each brutal thrust. My breasts ache in his grip, the pressure intense, my nipples hard against his palms. The position angles him deeper and every drive of his hips sends pleasure and pain spiking through my core.

"Look at yourself."

I do. My reflection is wrecked. Sweater shoved up. Bra bunched above my tits. His big weathered hands squeezing my full breasts, flesh spilling between his fingers. Mouth open. Eyes glazed. Behind me, Ron fucks into me like he owns me, his face a mask of concentration and raw hunger.

"Your boyfriend is twenty feet away." His voice is a growl in my ear. "Sitting on the couch waiting for you. And you're in here taking my cock like a good little slut."

The words should shame me. They make me wetter. My pussy clamps down on him and he grunts and slams in deeper, hitting something inside me that makes stars burst behind my eyes. One hand leaves my tit to snake around and rub my clit. Rough circles. The other keeps squeezing my breast, groping and mauling.

"That's it." His fingers work my clit faster. "Squeeze my cock. Show me what a dirty girl you are."

I am going to come. The orgasm builds fast and sharp, coiling tight in my belly, spreading through my thighs. His cock fills me over and over, thick and relentless, and the sound of our bodies slapping together is obscene in the small bathroom.

"Ron." His name rips out of me. Half plea. Half prayer.

"Come on my cock."

I shove my fist in my mouth and bite down hard as the orgasm crashes through me. My pussy spasms around him, milking his cock, and he fucks me through it, grunting with effort, fingers digging into my tit hard enough to leave marks.

He comes with a muffled groan, hips jerking, cock pulsing inside me as he empties himself deep in my cunt. Heat floods my core. He stays buried in me for a long moment, both of us panting, his hand still gripping my breast.

Then he pulls out. I whimper at the loss. Cum leaks down my thigh.

Ron tucks himself back into his jeans, zips up, buckles his belt. Casual. Like he didn't just fuck me raw in his family bathroom while everyone sits in the next room.

I straighten on shaking legs. Pull my bra down over my sore tits, tug my sweater into place. Pull my panties and jeans up over my soaked pussy and his cum dripping out of me. My fingers fumble with the button.

He washes his hands in the sink. Dries them on the towel. Looks at me in the mirror.

"Clean yourself up," he says. "Give it a few minutes before you come back out."

He unlocks the door. Steps into the hallway. Closes it behind him.

I stand there trembling, my pussy sore and full of his cum, my tits aching from his rough hands, my reflection staring back at me like an accusation.

I clean myself with toilet paper. Wipe the cum dripping down my thighs, press wads of it between my legs to soak up what's leaking out of my sore pussy. It's not enough. I can still feel the wet mess inside me, Ron's cum filling my cunt, the ache of being stretched and fucked.

I'm nineteen years old and a grown man just bent me over his bathroom sink and filled me with his cum. Not just any man. My boyfriend's father. A fifty-five-year-old man with silver hair and weathered hands and a wife sleeping down the hall. And I let him. Begged for it with my body if not my words.

I pull my jeans back up. Wash my hands. Splash more cold water on my face. Stare at my reflection and try to look normal. My cheeks are flushed. My lips swollen. My tits throb under my sweater where his hands mauled them, where his teeth bit into my nipples.

The wrongness of it should make me sick. I'm nineteen. He's a father. He's old enough to be my father. But my pussy clenches and more of his cum leaks out and all I can think is how good his thick cock felt splitting me open, how his rough voice in my ear made me come harder than I ever have.

I wait three minutes. Four. Breathe. Open the door.

The hallway is empty. I walk back to the living room on shaking legs. Ron is in his recliner reading his paper like nothing happened. Like he didn't just fuck a nineteen-year-old girl in his bathroom while his family sat twenty feet away. Connor looks up when I enter and smiles.

"Feel better?"

"Yeah," I say. My voice sounds almost normal.

I sit back down next to him. His arm goes around my shoulders again. I lean into him because I should. Because he's sweet and trusting and has no idea his father's cum is leaking into my panties right now. Has no idea his fifty-five-year-old dad just used his teenage girlfriend like a cheap slut.

Amy closes her book. She rubs her temple.

"Headache?" Karen asks.

"A little." Amy stands. "I think I'm going to turn in early."

"I'll come with you," Derek says. He sets down the poker he was using to adjust the fire.

Panic flares in my chest. The thought of Derek in bed with Amy. His hands on her instead of me. Jealousy burns hot and irrational and wrong.

"Actually," Amy says, "would you mind staying up? I just need quiet and sleep. You know how you snore."

Derek's mouth quirks. "I don't snore."

"You do." She kisses his cheek. Touches his arm. Her wedding ring catches the light. "Stay up with the guys. Have a drink."

She says goodnight to everyone and disappears down the hallway.

"Whiskey?" Ron asks. He's already standing, moving to the cabinet where the bottles are kept.

"Yeah." Derek settles onto the couch Amy vacated.

Connor shifts beside me. "I could have one."

Ron pours three glasses. Hands them out. The men drink and talk about the tractor and fence repairs and something about the market price for cattle. Karen knits. I sit silent, Connor's arm around me, Ron's cum soaking my panties, my pussy throbbing.

Karen sets down her knitting. "I'm heading to bed too." She stands, stretches. "Don't stay up too late."

"Night, Mom," Connor says.

She kisses the top of his head. Pats Derek's shoulder. Touches Ron's arm as she passes. The casual intimacy of a long marriage. She has no idea her husband fucked me in the bathroom thirty minutes ago.

The men keep drinking. Their voices low and easy. I should go to bed. I should get up and say goodnight and go lie down next to Connor in the guest room and try to sleep.

"I'm tired too," I say.

Connor looks at me. "You want me to come with you?"

"No." I say it too fast. Soften my voice. "Stay. Have fun with your brother and dad. I'll just read for a bit and probably fall asleep."

He kisses my forehead. "Okay. I won't be long."

I stand. Say goodnight to Ron and Derek without meeting their eyes. Walk down the hallway to the bathroom because I need to actually pee now and try to clean up more of the mess between my legs.

I close the bathroom door. Pull down my jeans and panties. Sit on the toilet. Pee. Wipe. The toilet paper comes away streaked with cum and my own wetness. I clean myself as best I can, pull my clothes back up, wash my hands.

When I open the door Derek is standing in the hallway.

I freeze. He stares at me. The hallway is dim and quiet and the living room feels a million miles away even though it's just around the corner.

"You okay?" he asks. Low. Quiet.

"Fine."

"You don't look fine." He steps closer. Too close. His eyes search my face. "You've been off all night."

"I'm just tired."

"Liar."

The word makes my breath catch. He's so close I can smell him. Woodsmoke and whiskey and something clean. His jaw is tight. His eyes dark.

"Derek." His name comes out like a plea.

His hand lifts. Cups my face. His thumb brushes my cheek and I close my eyes because if I look at him I am going to break.

"I can't stop thinking about you," he says.

My eyes open. His face is inches from mine. I can see the scruff on his jaw, the lines around his eyes, the want written all over him.

"We can't," I whisper.

"I know."

He kisses me anyway.

His mouth is hot and demanding. His tongue pushes past my lips and I open for him, moan into his mouth, my hands fisting in his shirt. He walks me backward until my back hits the wall and his body pins me there, hard and solid and everything I've been craving.

His hands grab my tits through my sweater. Squeezes hard. I gasp and he swallows the sound, kissing me deeper, his hips grinding against mine. I feel his cock hard through his jeans and my pussy clenches, still sore from Ron but already desperate for more.

He shoves his hand down the front of my jeans. Rough fingers push past my panties and slide through my wet folds. He groans into my mouth.

"Fuck, you're soaked."

I am. Cum and arousal and need. His fingers find my clit and rub and I whimper, my hips rocking against his hand.

My hand drops to his crotch. I palm his cock through the denim. Thick. Hard. I squeeze and stroke and he grunts, his fingers sliding lower, pushing inside my pussy. Two thick digits stretching me.

"God," he mutters against my mouth. "So fucking wet."

He finger fucks me against the wall while I stroke his cock through his jeans and we kiss like we're drowning, desperate and messy and wrong.

His other hand yanks down the front of my sweater. Grabs my tit over my bra. Squeezes the soft flesh. I arch into his touch, grinding on his fingers, my hand working his cock faster.

A sound. Footsteps.

We freeze.

Heavy steps. Coming from the living room.

Ron.

Panic floods me. Derek yanks his hand out of my jeans. Steps back. I shove my sweater down, my heart slamming against my ribs.

"Go," he whispers.

I run. Down the hallway to the guest room. Open the door as quietly as I can. Slip inside. Close it. Lean against it.

The room is dark. Connor is still in the living room. I can hear the murmur of voices. Ron's deep rumble. Derek's response.

I cross to the bed on shaking legs. Lie down on top of the covers. My pussy throbs. My clit aches. My whole body is on fire.

My heart pounds so hard I can hear it in my ears. I press my hand between my legs over my jeans and the pressure makes me whimper.

I almost got caught. Derek almost got caught.

And I don't care. I want him so badly I can't breathe. I want his cock inside me. I want his mouth on my tits. I want him to fuck me like Ron did, rough and hard and dirty.

I lie in the dark and listen to my heartbeat and the distant sound of male voices and feel cum leak out of me and know I am completely lost.
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December 26th – Mid day
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The window shows nothing but white. Snow falls thick and heavy, erasing the world beyond the glass, wind hurling it sideways in thick sheets that swallow the barn and the line of trees behind it. My coffee mug is warm in my hands. My body is not. My body still feels like last night. Raw. Stretched. Claimed.

Boxing Day. December 26th. The day after Ron bent me over the kitchen counter and used me like I was his. The day after Derek pressed me against the hallway wall, kissed me like he was going to fuck me right there before Karen’s voice snapped him back.

Behind me, voices drift from the living room. Karen’s cheerful chatter. Amy’s easy laugh. Connor’s soft, familiar responses. Normal family sounds. Like this is just another cozy snowed-in holiday morning. Like I haven’t let his father shove his cock into me. Like I didn’t grind on his brother’s hand in the dark.

The blizzard started before dawn. I woke to the sound of wind howling against the windows, Connor’s arm heavy across my waist, his breath warm on the back of my neck. My pussy ached, sore and tender, every shift of my thighs reminding me I’d taken a cock bigger and rougher than anything I’d had before. I lay there staring at the ceiling while Connor mumbled something about “sleeping in” and “never leaving this bed,” then drifted off again, oblivious.

I see flashes every time I blink. Ron’s hand over my mouth, his voice in my ear telling me to be quiet. The sound he made when he came inside me, like he’d been holding that back for years. Derek’s fingers hooked in my waistband later, his mouth at my ear asking if I was “okay,” like he didn’t already know I was ruined.

“Looks like we’re trapped.”

Derek’s voice comes from behind me. It rolls through me, low and rough, settling right between my legs.

I turn. He leans in the kitchen doorway with a mug in his hand, barefoot on the tile, dark thermal shirt clinging to his chest and shoulders, jeans sitting low on his hips. Scruff shadows his jaw. His blue eyes sweep over me, slow, taking in my messy ponytail, my soft sweater stretched tight over my tits, the leggings that do nothing to hide the curve of my ass.

My breath snags. “Yeah. Looks that way.”

He pushes off the doorframe and crosses to the counter. He’s close enough that I feel the heat coming off his body as he reaches for the coffee pot. The smell of him hits me. Soap. Coffee. Male. My nipples harden against the inside of my bra like they recognize him.

“Sleep okay?” His voice is soft now. Just for me.

“Not really.”

His eyes flick to mine, hold. Something dark moves behind them. “Yeah. Me neither.”

Silence stretches between us, thick as the snow outside. I stare into my mug like the steam can hide the way my pulse hammers in my throat. Last night he had his hand on my thigh under the table, his body pressed behind mine in the kitchen, his mouth inches from mine when Karen walked in with a stack of plates. My pussy clenches at the memory, at the fact that it almost happened again, that I almost let him take what his father already took.

“Guess we’re stuck with inside stuff today.” He reaches past me for the sugar bowl. His chest brushes my shoulder, solid and warm, just a second of pressure that sends electricity shooting straight down to my clit. “Cards.” His breath stirs a loose strand of hair by my cheek. “Movies. Whatever Mom decides.”

His fingers graze my wrist as he pulls back with the sugar. It’s nothing. It’s everything. My thighs press together on instinct, trying to calm the ache there.

I nod. Words feel dangerous. One wrong sentence and I’ll say something like fuck me in front of the fire while they all sleep upstairs. My tongue tastes like coffee and guilt.

“Breakfast!” Karen’s voice carries from the dining room, bright and bossy. “Food’s getting cold.”

Derek steps back. The distance feels like someone opened a window and let the cold slam into me. He takes a slow sip of his coffee, eyes on me over the rim for one heartbeat, then turns and walks out.

I stand there gripping my mug, fingers tight around the handle. My body feels like it’s choosing for me. It doesn’t care that I’m Connor’s girlfriend. It doesn’t care that Derek is married. It doesn’t care that Ron is his father. It just remembers how it felt to be handled by real men and wants more.

“Lena, sweetheart, come eat,” Karen calls again. “You need fuel if you’re stuck with us all day.”

“Coming,” I say, my voice rougher than it should be.

The dining room is a mess of food and warmth. Plates and platters cover the table. Pancakes stacked high, bacon glistening, scrambled eggs steaming beside a big bowl of fruit. Connor sits between his parents, hair still rumpled from sleep, cheeks pink from the heat. Amy leans against Derek’s shoulder, her hand resting lightly on his forearm as if it belongs there. It does. It should. My chest tightens.

I slip into the empty chair across from Derek and next to Amy. It’s a mistake. His eyes find me immediately, like he was waiting for me to sit. Like he knew exactly where I’d end up.

“Sit, sit,” Karen says, bustling around with a fresh pot of coffee. “We’re not going anywhere for a while. Roads are closed. Ron checked the weather.”

Ron sits at the head of the table, coffee mug cupped in his big hand, eyes on his plate. When I glance at him, his gaze lifts. It hits me hard. Calm. Assessing. Knowing. My pussy clenches. I can still feel the phantom weight of his hand on the back of my neck, the burn of his grip on my hip.

“Help yourself,” Karen says, shoving the bacon platter toward me.

“Thanks.” My voice sounds almost normal. I put food on my plate because that’s what normal girlfriends do. They eat pancakes with the family the morning after getting railed by their boyfriend’s father.

“So what’s the plan if we’re snowed in?” Connor asks through a mouthful of egg. “Board games tournament?”

“I vote movies,” Amy says, reaching for the fruit. “Something cheesy and Christmassy. I want hot chocolate and a blanket and something predictable.”

“Cards,” Derek says.

The word is casual. The way he looks at me is not. His knee bumps the underside of the table. A second later, his socked foot finds mine. The touch is light, toes against my ankle, then firmer, his arch sliding along the side of my foot, anchoring me to him.

“With what stakes?” Connor laughs. “We’re not gambling. Mom will murder us if we lose the farm over poker.”

“Matchsticks,” Derek says. His foot slides higher, along my ankle bone, nudging the hem of my leggings. “Or bragging rights.” He pauses. “Or we get creative.”

My hand tightens around my fork. Heat blooms low in my belly. He withdraws his foot for a second like nothing happened.

“I’ll pull some games,” Karen says, already half out of her chair. “Amy, help me dig them out of the closet. I know that old poker set is in there somewhere.”

“On it,” Amy says, jumping up.

They leave the room in a rush of chatter. Chairs scrape. The doorway swallows their voices. Suddenly it’s just the three men and me at the table.

Ron sets his mug down. The heavy ceramic thud cuts through the silence. “I’m going to check the generator,” he says, pushing his chair back. “Wind like this, I don’t trust the lines.”

He stands. His gaze brushes over me again. Just a sweep. Down my face, my chest, lingering for half a heartbeat on the way my sweater clings to my breasts, then away. It feels like a hand. My nipples tighten. He leaves without another word.

Connor scrolls his phone, thumb moving, completely comfortable, completely unaware of the storm sitting across the table from him that has nothing to do with the weather.

Derek leans back in his chair, coffee in one hand, fork in the other. He watches me over his cup, lazy and intent at the same time.

“You any good at poker, Lena?” His voice is mild.

“I’ve played.”

“Bet you have.”

The way he says it isn’t about cards. Heat crawls up my neck. My thighs press together under the table, my pussy already wet just from him looking at me like that.

Connor glances up, grinning. “She’s terrible at bluffing.” He nudges my elbow with his. “I can always tell when she’s lying.”

Can you, Connor? Did you hear me lie yesterday when I said I was just tired? Did you smell your father on my skin when you kissed me goodnight?

Derek’s eyebrow lifts. “That so?”

“Her tells are obvious,” Connor says. “She bites her lip. Gets fidgety. Starts talking too fast.” He laughs. “Every time.”

“Interesting.” Derek’s gaze drops to my mouth like he’s imagining my lip between his teeth. “Guess we’ll have to watch for that.”

I drag my tongue across my lower lip by reflex. His eyes track the movement. My pussy throbs, slick, my body betraying every secret I’m trying to keep.

Karen and Amy return with an armful of boxes. “Okay, we’ve got Monopoly, Scrabble, some old trivia thing, and the poker set,” Karen says, dropping them on the sideboard. “We’ll set up in the living room. Boys, clear the coffee table.”

Connor jumps up. “On it.”

He kisses the top of my head as he passes. “You coming?”

“In a minute,” I say. “I’m going to grab more coffee.”

He smiles and follows Karen and Amy out. His trust feels heavier than the snow outside.

Derek stands too. He collects plates, stacking them easily in one hand.

“I’ll help Mom with dishes,” he says.

At the doorway he pauses. Looks back at me over his shoulder. Just a second. Just enough.

“Don’t take too long,” he says. “I want that poker game.”

His eyes drop, just once, to the place where my thighs meet under the table. When he looks back up, my whole body is pulsing.

The blizzard can bury the whole farm. It doesn’t matter. I’m already trapped.

The living room shrinks with all of us packed around the coffee table. Game boxes scatter across the rug, cards and chips spread in organized chaos, Karen's hands moving efficient as she sets up the poker chips in neat stacks.

Connor drops to the floor beside me, his knee bumping mine with comfortable familiarity. Amy tucks herself into the couch next to Derek, her body fitting against his side like it always does. Ron takes the armchair without asking, his broad frame filling it, legs spread wide, hands resting on the armrests like a king on a throne. Derek sits across from me, close enough that I feel the heat coming off his body, close enough that when he shifts his knees almost touch mine under the table.

His eyes find me immediately. Hold.

My pussy clenches. Still sore from yesterday. Still aching for more.

"Texas Hold'em," Karen announces, dealing practice hands. "No money, just bragging rights and family pride."

"I'll take your pride," Connor says, grinning at Derek. He shuffles the deck with the enthusiasm of someone who thinks he's better at this than he is.

I pick up my hole cards when they come. Pocket aces. Good hand. But my brain can't focus on strategy when Derek's socked foot slides against mine under the table. Light pressure at first. Testing. Then firmer, his arch pressing into mine, anchoring me to him.

The first few hands blur. Amy folds early, laughing about her terrible luck. Connor bluffs with nothing and loses chips to Karen, who plays tight and smart. Ron barely participates, folding most hands before the flop, his gray eyes tracking faces instead of cards. Watching. Assessing.

Derek wins two hands in a row. He rakes in chips slowly, deliberately, his gaze lifting to mine as he stacks them. "You're all too easy to read."

"Not all of us," Connor shoots back, dealing another round.

Derek's foot climbs higher. Over my ankle. Along my calf. Slow pressure that makes my breath catch, my thighs press together on instinct.

"Lena bites her lip when she's nervous," Connor says, laughing. "Biggest tell in the world."

Derek's eyes drop to my mouth. "That right?"

I release my lip from between my teeth. Heat crawls up my neck. "Maybe I'm just concentrating."

"Or hiding something good," Derek says. His foot presses higher, behind my knee, toes hooking gently like he's trying to pull my leg closer to his under the table.

My pussy throbs. Wetness seeps into my panties. I fold my hand even though I had trips.

Three more hands pass. The tension in my body winds tighter with every casual brush of Derek's foot, every flick of his eyes to my chest, my mouth, back to my eyes. Ron folds another hand, his gaze landing on me for a long second before moving away. Does he know? Can he tell I'm soaked, aching, desperate?

"Lunch in twenty," Karen says, checking her watch. "Amy, help me heat the soup?"

"Sure thing." Amy bounces up, cheerful and oblivious.

Connor stretches, groaning. "I'll set the table. Need to move after sitting so long."

He kisses my temple and follows them toward the kitchen. Their voices fade down the hall, Karen already listing what needs to come out of the fridge.

Derek stands. "Bathroom." He shoots me one last look, dark and loaded, before heading the opposite direction.

The room empties. Just Ron in his chair. Me on the floor.

My back aches from sitting cross-legged. My body hums with tension that has nothing to do with stiff muscles. I push up to standing, my legs shaky, and stretch my arms overhead. The movement arches my back, pushes my chest out, my full tits straining against my sweater, nipples hard and visible through the fabric.

I hold the stretch. Longer than necessary. A silent invitation I don't fully understand but my body makes anyway.

Ron stands. The chair creaks under the shift of his weight. He crosses behind me, boots heavy on the floor, and stops close. So close I feel his heat at my back, smell soap and coffee and something earthy that's just him.

I don't move. Don't lower my arms. Just stand there with my spine arched, tits pushed forward, breathing shallow.

His hand lands on my lower back. Warm. Rough palm through the knit of my sweater. It slides down slow, over the curve of my ass, fingers spreading wide to cup one cheek. He squeezes. Firm. Possessive. Testing.

A soft sound escapes my throat. My hips press back into his hand. More.

"These hips," he murmurs, voice low and rough in my ear. His other arm comes around my waist from behind, slides up under the hem of my sweater. His palm is hot on my bare skin, calluses scraping as he moves higher. He cups my left tit, the weight of it filling his hand, and squeezes hard enough that I gasp. His thumb drags over my nipple through my bra, circling, pinching. "Huge. Fat. Firm young woman's udders."

My knees nearly buckle. Pussy floods, wetness soaking through my panties, thighs pressing together against the ache. I arch harder into his grip, my tit swelling in his palm, my ass grinding back against the bulge I can feel pressing into me through his jeans.

His fingers knead my breast, rough and hungry, the kind of touch that doesn't ask permission because it doesn't need to. His other hand slides from my ass to my hip, grips hard enough to bruise.

"Ron," I whisper. It's half plea, half prayer.

Footsteps. Voices getting closer in the hallway.

He pinches my nipple once, hard, then releases. Steps back like nothing happened. His hands disappear. The cold air rushes between us.

"Good stretch," he says, voice casual, already moving back toward his chair.

I lower my arms, trembling. My tits ache from his touch, nipples raw against my bra. My pussy throbs, desperate and empty. I smooth my sweater down with shaking hands just as Connor pushes through the doorway carrying a stack of bowls.

"Soup's almost ready," he says, smiling at me. Sweet. Trusting. "You okay? You look flushed."

"Just warm," I manage. My voice sounds almost normal. "From stretching."

He nods and disappears back into the kitchen. Ron sits in his chair, newspaper unfolding in his hands like he's been reading it the whole time.

I stand there, wetness pooling between my thighs, body screaming for more.

Lunch is thick vegetable soup and thick-cut ham sandwiches. The dining room table is crowded, warm, voices overlapping as Karen serves. The blizzard howls against the windows, wind rattling the glass, snow piling high on the sills.

I end up in the same seat. Connor on my left. Derek on my right. Amy across from me, chatting with Karen about movie choices. Ron at the head of the table, silent, eating methodically.

Connor spoons soup, tells a story about a campus prank. Everyone laughs. I nod at the right moments, my brain barely processing words.

Derek's hand drops to my thigh under the table. No warning. Just sudden heat, his palm pressing through my leggings, fingers spreading wide over the muscle.

I stiffen. My spoon pauses halfway to my mouth.

His hand slides higher. Slow. Deliberate. Up my inner thigh, thumb dragging along the seam, pushing insistently toward the heat between my legs.

I bite my lip. Hard. My free hand grips the edge of the table, knuckles white.

"Lena, you want more bread?" Amy asks, holding the basket toward me.

"No. Thanks." My voice cracks. I clear my throat. "I'm good."

Derek's fingers press higher, cupping the mound of my pussy through damp fabric. He rubs. Slow circles right over my clit. Steady pressure that makes my thighs shake, my breath catch.

Connor laughs at something Karen says. Oblivious. He reaches for his water glass, arm brushing mine, and I nearly flinch.

Derek's thumb grinds harder. Circles tighten. Heat builds fast, coiling low in my belly, pussy clenching desperate. His fingers press the soaked fabric against my slit, rubbing through the barrier like he's trying to get inside me right here at the table.

My orgasm hits silent and sudden. Waves crash through me, pussy spasming around nothing, thighs clamping hard on his wrist. I bite the inside of my cheek to keep from making a sound, my whole body shuddering, more wetness flooding my panties.

He eases off. Withdraws his hand slow. Picks up his sandwich like nothing happened, takes a bite, chews casual.

No one notices.

I sit there trembling, soaked, aching, trapped in a house buried in snow with two men who've touched me and one who has no idea.

The afternoon blurs into evening. More card games. A movie no one pays attention to. Amy and Karen bake something in the kitchen that fills the house with cinnamon and sugar. Connor dozes on the couch, his head tipped back, mouth slightly open. Derek sits in the armchair flipping through a magazine, but his eyes lift to find me every few minutes.

I curl up in the corner of the loveseat, a blanket over my legs, pretending to read a book I grabbed from the shelf. The words swim. I haven't absorbed a single sentence in twenty pages. My body still hums from lunch, from Derek's hand between my thighs, from the orgasm I had silent and shaking while Connor ate soup two feet away. My panties are damp again. Still. Always.

Dinner comes early. Karen insists on it, something about keeping energy up during storms. The table fills with leftovers from Christmas. Ham. Turkey. Mashed potatoes reheated. Rolls. More food than we need, more food than anyone wants.

I sit in my usual spot. Connor to my left. Derek to my right. The proximity feels different now. Charged. Like the air before lightning. Every shift of Derek's body, every brush of his arm against mine reaching for the salt, sends heat pooling between my legs.

"You feeling okay?" Karen asks Connor halfway through the meal. She leans forward, maternal concern creasing her face. "You look pale."

Connor rubs his temple. "Headache. Started a couple hours ago."

"Did you take anything?"

"Not yet."

"Go lie down after dinner," she says. "I'll bring you some ibuprofen."

He nods, pushing food around his plate without eating much. Guilt twists in my chest. Sweet Connor with his headache. Sweet Connor who has no idea his girlfriend came on his brother's hand at lunch while he laughed about card games.

Beside me, Derek cuts his ham methodical. His thigh presses against mine under the table. Steady heat. He doesn't move it. Neither do I.

Ron eats in silence at the head of the table, his presence solid and watchful. When I glance his way, his gray eyes are already on me. Something passes between us. Memory. His hands on my tits this morning. His voice in my ear. The weight of what we did hangs there unspoken. Then he looks away, back to his plate, like nothing.

Dinner ends. Connor stands slowly, wincing. "I'm gonna crash early. Sorry, babe."

He kisses the top of my head. His lips are warm. Gentle. Everything good about him concentrated in that one touch. "Come up soon?"

"Yeah. Soon."

He trudges upstairs, shoulders hunched. The stairs creak under his weight. A door closes somewhere above us.

Karen and Amy clear plates. I stand to help but Karen waves me off. "You've helped enough today, sweetheart. Go relax by the fire."

The living room feels bigger with just me and Ron and Derek. The fire crackles, flames licking at fresh logs Ron must have added. I sink into the couch, pulling my knees up, wrapping my arms around them. Derek takes the armchair. Ron stands by the mantle, one hand resting on the stone, staring into the fire.

Time stretches. Karen and Amy's voices drift from the kitchen. The clink of dishes. Water running. Laughter.

Derek's phone buzzes. He checks it, types something back. His jaw tightens. He stands. "Amy's asking me to come up. She's exhausted."

He heads to the kitchen. Low murmurs. Amy's tired voice. Then they appear in the archway together. Amy yawns, leaning into Derek's side. "Night, everyone. I'm dead on my feet."

"Sleep well," I manage. My voice sounds normal. Like I'm not soaked thinking about her husband's hands on me.

They head upstairs. The stairs creak. A door closes.

Karen emerges from the kitchen drying her hands on a towel. "I'm done in. Ron, you coming?"

Ron turns from the fire. "Yeah. Long day." He looks at me once. Brief. Unreadable. Then back to Karen. "Lena, don't stay up too late."

"I won't."

Karen smiles at me. "There's more wood by the fire if you need it. Goodnight, sweetheart."

"Night."

They climb the stairs together, Karen's hand on Ron's arm, their voices low and fading. Another door closes. Then another. The house settles into quiet. Just the fire. The wind outside howling. The creak of old wood adjusting to cold.

I sit alone in the firelight. My heart hammers. Everyone is upstairs. Connor asleep with his headache. Amy exhausted beside Derek. Karen and Ron in their room at the far end of the hall. The house wraps around me, warm and silent, and I'm alone.

I should go upstairs. Slip into bed next to Connor. Be the good girlfriend. The sweet one who helps with dishes and plays cards and smiles at the right times.

But my body won't move. My pussy throbs. My skin feels too tight. Four days of wanting, of almost, of hands that touched but didn't take, and now I'm sitting here in the firelight soaked and aching and waiting for something I can't name.

Minutes pass. The fire burns lower. I stare at the flames, my mind replaying every touch, every look, every moment that's led to this. Ron's hands on my body this morning. Derek's fingers between my legs at lunch. The way they both looked at me like they could see straight through the good girlfriend act to the hungry thing underneath.

Footsteps on the stairs. Slow. Deliberate.

Derek appears. He's changed into sweatpants and a thermal shirt, bare feet on the hardwood. His hair is damp like he splashed water on his face. He stops at the bottom of the stairs, one hand on the newel post, and looks at me.

Our eyes meet across the room. Hold.

My breath catches. "You're not going to sleep?"

He doesn't answer right away. Just stands there, his chest rising and falling, tension radiating off his body. Then he moves toward the couch. Slow. "I'd rather sit with you for a while." His voice is low. Rough. "If that's okay."

My heart slams against my ribs. My pussy clenches. I nod.

He sits. Not close. But not far. The space between us feels electric. Alive.

The fire crackles. The wind howls. And we sit there in the dark, alone.
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December 26th – Early Night
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The clock on the mantel reads ten forty-five. Connor went to bed an hour ago, claiming a headache, kissing my forehead before trudging upstairs. Amy followed at ten, yawning, touching Derek's arm as she passed. Ron and Karen retired thirty minutes ago, Karen's cheerful goodnights fading down the hallway.

Derek and I sit on the couch. Alone.

He's on one end, I'm on the other. Three feet of space between us that feels like nothing and everything. Fire crackles in the stone fireplace, casting orange light across his face. His legs are spread, one arm draped along the back of the couch. The house feels enormous in the silence. Empty except for us.

My pussy throbs. Has been throbbing all day. All week. Derek's presence fills every inch of space between us, heavy and electric and impossible to ignore.

He stands. Crosses to the cabinet by the wall. Pulls out a bottle of whiskey and two glasses. The amber liquid catches the firelight as he pours.

"Want one?" His voice is low. Rough.

I should say no. Should go upstairs to Connor. Should not be alone in the dark with Derek while everyone sleeps.

"Yes."

He crosses back. Hands me a glass. Our fingers brush. The contact shoots straight between my legs. I take a sip. The whiskey burns down my throat, spreads warmth through my chest, lower.

Derek settles back onto the couch. Closer this time. Just two feet between us now. Takes a long drink. His eyes never leave mine.

"Hell of a Christmas," he says.

"Yeah."

The fire pops. Sparks drift up the chimney. My heart hammers against my ribs. I take another sip. Liquid courage pooling in my stomach.

"Connor's lucky." Derek's voice cuts through the quiet. "Having you."

My breath catches. "Amy's lucky too."

His jaw tightens. He drains half his glass. Leans back, his head tilting against the couch, eyes on the ceiling.

"Connor's had girlfriends before." His voice is quieter now. Almost like he's talking to himself. "Sweet girls. Nice girls. Never thought twice about any of them."

He turns his head. Looks at me. His eyes are dark in the firelight.

"Then you walked through that door."

My throat goes dry.

"I can't stop thinking about you." The confession comes out raw. Honest. "Every fucking minute. You're in my head constantly. When I'm chopping wood. When I'm fixing the fence. When I'm in bed with Amy."

Heat floods my face. My pussy clenches.

"I fucked her last night." His eyes hold mine. Unwavering. "And the whole time, all I could see was you. Your face. Your body. The way you look at me when you think no one's watching."

My breath comes faster. Shallow.

"The night we got here," he continues, his voice dropping lower. "The 23rd. I took Amy to bed and I came thinking about you. Your tits pressed against me when I hugged you. The way your ass looked in those jeans at dinner."

I can't speak. Can't move.

"Every time since then." He shifts closer. One foot between us now. "I'm inside her and I'm imagining it's you. Your tight little cunt. Your moans. Your nails digging into my back."

"Derek." My voice is barely a whisper.

"I know." He sets his glass down. His hand finds my face. Rough palm cupping my jaw. "Believe me, I know how fucked up this is. You're my brother's girlfriend. I'm married. But I can't fucking help it. I've never wanted anyone like this."

His thumb brushes my bottom lip and my mouth parts.

"Tell me you don't feel it too," he says. His eyes search mine. Desperate. "Tell me I'm the only one losing my mind."

"You're not." The words tear out of me. Raw. Honest. "I feel it too."

Something breaks in his eyes. The last thread of control snapping.

He kisses me.

His mouth crashes against mine, hot and demanding, his tongue pushing past my lips. I moan into him, my hands fisting in his shirt, pulling him closer. He tastes like whiskey and want. His beard scratches my face. His hand slides into my hair, gripping, tilting my head back.

The kiss deepens. Hungry. Desperate. Three days of tension exploding between us. His other hand finds my waist, pulling me onto his lap. I straddle him, my thighs on either side of his, my pussy grinding against the hard ridge of his cock through his jeans.

He groans into my mouth. His hands grip my hips, rocking me against him. Friction and heat and not nearly enough.

"Fuck," he breathes against my lips. "Lena."

My hands slide under his shirt. His skin is hot. Muscles flex under my palms. He breaks the kiss, his eyes searching mine. Breath ragged. Pupils blown wide.

"We can't." The words sound hollow. Meaningless.

"I know."

Neither of us moves. Neither of us stops.

His hand slides up my side. Over my ribs. Cups my breast through my sweater. My full breast overflows his palm. He squeezes and my nipple hardens instantly, pressing into his rough hand. A moan escapes my throat.

"Jesus," he mutters. His thumb finds my nipple through the fabric. Rubs in slow circles. "I've been dying to touch these."

My hips rock against him. His cock is hard beneath me, thick and straining against his jeans. I grind down harder. His grip on my breast tightens.

"You've been teasing me for days." His other hand slides down my back. Grabs my ass. Pulls me tighter against him. "Walking around in those tight jeans. Those little sweaters that show off your tits. You know what you're doing."

"I wasn't trying to," I gasp.

"Bullshit." His hand leaves my breast. Grabs my other ass cheek. Both hands now gripping me hard enough to bruise. Controlling my movements. Grinding me against his cock in a rhythm that makes my pussy clench. "You wanted this. Wanted me to notice."

He's right. I did. I've been wet for him since the moment we met.

His mouth finds my neck. Hot open kisses trailing down to my collarbone. His teeth graze my skin and I whimper. My hands tangle in his hair, holding him against me.

Upstairs, a floorboard creaks.

We freeze.

His breath is hot against my neck. My heart hammers so loud I'm sure whoever is upstairs can hear it. Derek's hands stay frozen on my ass, his fingers digging into me.

Silence.

Another creak. Footsteps moving away. A door closes. Bathroom probably. Someone getting up to pee.

Derek exhales against my skin. His grip on my ass loosens slightly but he doesn't let go.

"That was close," he whispers.

"We should stop."

"Yeah."

His mouth is back on my neck. Kissing. Sucking. His teeth scrape my pulse point and I gasp. My hips start moving again, grinding against the hard length of his cock. I can't stop myself.

"Lena." His voice is strained. Warning and want mixed together. "If we keep going, I won't be able to stop."

"Then don't stop."

He pulls back. Looks at me. His eyes are wild, pupils blown, hair messed up from my hands. He's never looked hotter.

"You sure?"

"Yes."

His hands leave my ass. Grab the hem of my sweater. He pulls it up and off in one smooth motion. Tosses it onto the floor. I'm in my bra now, black lace barely containing my full breasts. His eyes drop immediately, staring at my tits like he's starving.

"Fuck." The word comes out reverent. "Look at you."

His hands cup my breasts through the lace. Thumbs brushing over my nipples. They're already hard, aching, begging for more. He squeezes and I arch into his touch.

"I knew they'd be perfect." His voice is rough. "Been imagining this since you got here."

He leans forward. Mouths my breast through the lace. His tongue finds my nipple, the wet heat soaking through the fabric. I moan, my hands gripping his shoulders.

"Shh." His hand covers my mouth. "Quiet. They'll hear."

I nod against his palm. He releases me. His hands reach around my back, finding the clasp of my bra. He unhooks it with practiced ease. The straps slide down my arms and then my breasts are free, spilling out, full and heavy.

Derek stares. Just stares. His hands come up slowly, almost reverent, and cup them. His rough palms against my soft skin. He lifts them slightly, testing their weight, his thumbs brushing over my stiff nipples.

"Jesus Christ, these teenage tits." His voice is thick with awe. "So fucking firm. Look at these stiff little nipples."

He rolls one nipple between his thumb and forefinger. Pinches lightly. Pleasure shoots through me.

"When did they get so huge?" He squeezes both breasts, watching them overflow his hands.

"I was very young," I whisper. My voice breathy. 

He groans low. "Fuck. No wonder men have been wanting these since you were young. Staring. Fantasizing."

"Yes." The word slips out. Honest. I've known it my whole life. The looks. The whispers. My body betraying my innocent face.

His mouth closes over my left nipple. Hot and wet. He sucks hard and pleasure shoots straight to my pussy. My back arches, pushing more of my breast into his mouth. His hand kneads my other breast, fingers pinching and rolling my nipple.

I bite my lip to keep from crying out. His mouth is relentless, sucking and licking and biting. He moves to my other nipple, giving it the same treatment. His beard scratches the sensitive skin of my breasts. The contrast of rough and soft drives me crazy.

"Derek." My voice is a whimper. Desperate.

His cock is rock hard beneath me. I grind down, seeking friction, needing something. His hands grip my hips, controlling my movements, using me to rub against his dick.

"That's it." His voice is muffled against my breast. "Grind that wet pussy on me."

My jeans are soaked. I can feel how wet I am, my panties completely drenched, the denim doing nothing to hide it. His thick cock presses against my clit through all the layers of fabric and it's not enough. Not nearly enough.

"I need more," I gasp.

"Not here." His mouth leaves my breast with a wet pop. "Too risky. Anyone could come downstairs."

"Where then?"

His eyes scan the room. Land on the hallway. "Guest room. The one past the bathroom. No one uses it."

"What if someone sees us?"

"Everyone's asleep." His hands slide up my sides. Cup my face. "We'll be quiet. Quick."

Nothing about this feels quick. It feels like we've been building to this moment for days. Since the second I walked through the door and felt his body pressed against mine in that first hug.

"Okay."

He lifts me off his lap. Sets me on my feet. My legs are shaky. He stands, adjusting himself, his erection obscene against his jeans. He grabs my sweater from the floor. Hands it to me.

"Put this on. Just in case."

I pull it over my head. No bra underneath. My nipples are hard and visible through the fabric but it's better than walking through the house topless. Derek moves to the fire. Banks it down so the flames die to embers. The room dims.

He crosses back to me. Takes my hand. His palm is rough and warm. He leads me out of the living room, through the kitchen, into the dark hallway. The house is silent except for the sound of our breathing.

We pass the bathroom. The door is closed, no light underneath. Past Connor's and my room. I can hear his soft snores through the door. My stomach twists with guilt for half a second before Derek's hand tightens on mine and the guilt evaporates.

The guest room is at the end of the hall. Derek opens the door. Pulls me inside. Closes it behind us and turns the lock.

The room is small. A double bed. A dresser. Moonlight streams through the window, casting everything in silver. Derek turns to me. His eyes are dark. Hungry.

"Come here."

I cross to him. His hands immediately find my waist, pulling me close. His mouth crashes onto mine again, hungrier this time. More desperate. His tongue invades my mouth and I meet it with mine, tasting whiskey and need.

His hands slide under my sweater. Rough palms on bare skin. He groans against my mouth when he realizes I'm not wearing the bra. His hands cup my breasts, squeezing, thumbs rubbing my nipples.

"Bed," he mutters against my lips. "Now."

He walks me backward until my legs hit the mattress. I sit. He stands over me, towering, backlit by moonlight. He pulls his shirt over his head in one motion. His chest is broad, muscled, exactly how I imagined when I caught him through the crack in his door. Dark hair trails down his abs, disappearing into his jeans.

His hands find the hem of my sweater. Pulls it off again. My breasts bounce free, nipples hard in the cool air. He stares at them like he can't believe they're real.

"Lay back."

I do. The bed is soft beneath me. He kneels in front of me, between my legs. His hands find the button of my jeans. Pops it open. Drags the zipper down slowly. The sound is loud in the quiet room.

"Lift your hips."

I lift. He pulls my jeans down my legs, taking my socks with them. Tosses them aside. I'm in just my panties now. Black cotton. The crotch is soaked, dark with my wetness. He can see it. I know he can.

"Fuck, Lena." His hands slide up my thighs. Rough skin on soft. "You're dripping."

"I've been wet since the moment I met you."

His eyes flash. Dark and hungry. His fingers hook into the waistband of my panties. Pulls them down. I'm completely naked now, spread out on the bed in front of my boyfriend's brother. The wrongness of it makes my pussy clench.

Derek stares at my cunt. His jaw is tight, his breathing rough. He spreads my thighs wider, his hands gripping my inner thighs, holding me open.

"Prettiest pussy I've ever seen." His thumb brushes my clit and I jerk. "So wet. All this for me?"

"Yes."

He leans forward. His breath is hot against my pussy. My hips lift involuntarily, seeking his mouth. He chuckles, low and dark.

"Desperate little thing, aren't you?"

"Please."

His tongue drags up my slit in one long, slow lick. I grab the pillow beside me, pulling it to my face. My teeth sink into the fabric as a moan tries to escape. His tongue is flat and wide, lapping up my wetness, and it's better than anything I've ever felt. Better than Connor's gentle attempts. Better than my own fingers.

"Taste so fucking good." His voice is muffled against my pussy. "Sweet."

His tongue finds my clit. Circles it slowly. My hips buck against his face. His hands grip my thighs harder, holding me still, controlling me. His beard scratches my inner thighs, rough and perfect.

He sucks my clit into his mouth. The sensation is overwhelming. Pleasure builds fast and hot in my belly. I've never come this quickly with anyone. I bite down harder on the pillow, muffling the moans threatening to escape.

"That's it." His voice vibrates against my clit. "Grind that cunt on my face."

I do. I can't help it. My hips move on their own, riding his mouth, chasing the orgasm building inside me. His tongue works my clit in tight circles, alternating with long, slow licks that drag through my entire slit.

One thick finger pushes inside me. Then two. He curls them up, finding that spot that makes my back arch off the bed. His mouth stays on my clit, sucking and licking while his fingers fuck in and out.

"You're so tight." He pumps his fingers faster. "Connor's little cock isn't stretching this pussy right."

The mention of Connor should kill the moment. It doesn't. It makes me hotter. Makes the wrongness more intense.

"Derek." My voice is a desperate whisper. "I'm close."

"Come on my face." His fingers pump harder. His mouth seals around my clit. "Let me feel this tight cunt squeeze my fingers."

The orgasm hits like a tidal wave. My whole body tenses, my thighs clamping around his head, my pussy clenching hard around his fingers. Pleasure explodes through me, white hot and blinding. I bite down on the pillow hard, the fabric bunching in my mouth, muffling the scream trying to tear out of me.

Derek doesn't stop. His tongue keeps working my clit, prolonging the orgasm, making it last forever. His fingers slow but don't stop, working me through it. My body shakes, overwhelmed, too sensitive.

"Stop," I gasp, the pillow falling from my mouth. "Too much."

His mouth lifts. His fingers slide out. He sits back on his heels, his face wet with my juices, his eyes dark and satisfied. He brings his fingers to his mouth. Sucks them clean.

"Best thing I've ever tasted."

My chest heaves, my body still trembling from the aftershocks. That was the hardest I've ever come in my life. Nothing Connor has done has ever come close.

Derek stands. His hand goes to his belt. The clink of metal. The rasp of his zipper. He's going to fuck me. Right here. Right now. While his wife sleeps down the hall. While Connor snores in the room two doors down.

I should stop this. Should tell him we've gone far enough.

Instead, I spread my legs wider.
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His jeans hit the floor. His boxers follow. His cock springs free, thick and hard, bigger than Connor's. The head is swollen, dark, a bead of moisture glistening at the tip. My pussy clenches just looking at it.

He moves onto the bed. His body covers mine, his weight pressing me into the mattress. His chest is hard against my breasts, his hips settling between my spread thighs. I feel his cock, hot and hard, pressing against my entrance.

His hand moves between us, gripping his cock. He positions himself. The thick head notches against my entrance, hot and blunt. He pushes forward. Just the tip. The stretch is immediate.

My breath catches. He's so thick. Thicker than Connor. Thicker than anyone.

He pushes deeper. Slow. Inch by inch. My pussy stretches around him, burning with the invasion. My hands grip his shoulders, nails digging into muscle.

"Fuck." His voice is strained. His forehead presses against mine. "So tight."

Halfway. He's only halfway and I already feel impossibly full. My thighs tremble against his hips. He pushes deeper. Another inch. Another. My back arches off the bed, my pussy stretching to accommodate him.

One more thrust and he's fully seated. Balls deep inside me. His pelvis presses against my clit. His cock fills me completely, stretching me in ways Connor never has.

His whole body is tense above me. He stays still for a moment. Letting my pussy adjust. I can feel every inch of him. Every vein. The thick ridge of his head. My inner walls pulse around him.

"Move." My nails dig deeper into his shoulders. "Please."

He pulls back. Slow. His cock drags against every nerve ending. He pulls almost all the way out. Just the tip inside. Then he thrusts back in. Hard. Deep. Bottoming out.

I cry out. My hand flies to my mouth, muffling the sound. His hand replaces mine, his palm covering my mouth.

"Quiet."

He sets a rhythm. Long, deep strokes. His cock fills me completely with each thrust. My breasts bounce with each impact. My nipples drag against his chest, hard and sensitive.

His hand slides between us. Finds my clit. Rubs in tight circles while he fucks me. Pleasure builds fast. The combination of his thick cock stretching me and his fingers on my clit is overwhelming.

"Look at me."

I do. His eyes are dark. Wild. His jaw is clenched.

"Want to watch you come on my cock."

His thrusts get harder. Faster. His fingers work my clit relentlessly. My orgasm builds. Coiling tight in my belly. My pussy clenches around him. My thighs shake.

"That's it. Feel you getting close."

I'm right there. Right on the edge. His cock hammers into me. His fingers on my clit. The wrongness of it all.

"Come for me."

I shatter. My orgasm rips through me. My pussy clamps down on his cock, rhythmic pulses radiating through my entire body. I bite down on his shoulder to muffle my scream. My nails rake down his back. My legs wrap around his waist, pulling him deeper.

"Fuck yes. That pussy milking my cock."

He fucks me through it. Hard thrusts prolonging the pleasure. My body shakes beneath him. Wave after wave. Better than anything Connor has ever given me. The best orgasm of my life.

The waves subside. My body goes limp. Derek slows but doesn't stop. His cock still hard inside me. Still thick and stretching.

He pulls out. The emptiness makes me whimper.

His hands grip my hips. Flip me over. I'm on my stomach now. He pulls my hips up, positioning me on my hands and knees. Ass in the air. Face pressed into the pillow.

His hand runs down my spine. Over the curve of my ass. Squeezes one cheek hard. His hand cracks against my ass. Sharp. Stinging.

He positions himself behind me. His cock notches against my entrance. No warning. He slams in.

The angle is different. Deeper. His cock hits spots that make stars burst behind my eyelids. My fingers grip the sheets, knuckles white.

"Oh god." My face presses into the pillow. "So deep."

His hands grip my hips bruisingly tight. He sets a brutal pace. Pounding into me from behind. Each thrust drives me forward. My breasts swing beneath me. My ass jiggles with each impact.

"Love watching your ass bounce."

Another crack of his hand against my ass cheek. Pain blooms, then heat.

The sounds are obscene. Flesh slapping flesh. The wet squelch of my pussy taking his cock. My muffled moans. His grunts.

"Connor's sleeping two doors down." His voice is dark. "His girlfriend getting fucked by his brother."

"Yes." The confession tears out of me.

Another orgasm builds. His cock is relentless, hammering that spot deep inside.

"Your cunt feels better than Amy's." His fingers dig into my hips. "Tighter. Wetter. Made for my cock."

The dirty confession sends me higher. My pussy clenches around him. He groans, his rhythm becoming erratic.

"Gonna fill this pussy." His thrusts turn savage. "Pump you full of cum while your boyfriend sleeps."

"Yes. Please. Fill me."

He slams in twice more. Holds deep. His cock pulses inside me. Hot ropes of cum flooding my pussy. He groans, low and guttural, his hips grinding against my ass as he empties himself inside me.

The feeling of him cumming triggers my own orgasm. My pussy clenches rhythmically around his pulsing cock, milking every drop. I scream into the pillow, my whole body shaking.

He collapses over my back. His chest heaves against me. His cock still buried deep. Both of us trembling and spent.

His cum leaks out around his cock. I feel it dripping down my thighs. The evidence of what we just did.

He pulls out slowly. His cock slides free with a wet sound. More cum spills out of me. He sits back on his heels, breathing hard, watching it leak from my pussy.

"Fuck." His voice is rough. Satisfied. "Look at you dripping with my cum."

I collapse onto my stomach. My legs won't hold me anymore. My pussy throbs, stretched and used and full of his seed. Connor's brother's cum inside me.

Derek's hand runs down my spine. Gentle now. His fingers trace the curve of my ass.

"We should clean you up." His voice is softer. "Can't have you going back to bed like this."

I nod against the pillow. Can't speak yet. My body still trembling with aftershocks.

He stands. I hear him moving around the room. Water running in the small attached bathroom. He returns with a warm washcloth. His hands are gentle as he cleans between my thighs, wiping away the evidence.

When he's done, he lies down beside me. Pulls me against his chest. His arms wrap around me. For a moment, we just breathe together.

"That was..." He trails off.

"Yeah."

The reality starts creeping in. What we just did. Connor sleeping down the hall. Amy in their bed. But Derek's arms are warm around me and I can't bring myself to regret it.

His heartbeat thunders beneath my ear. My hand rests on his chest, fingers tracing the ridges of his abs. His cum is still leaking out of me, making a mess on the sheets.

The silence stretches. Heavy with what we've done.

I need to go. Before someone wakes up. Before we get caught.

I push myself up. My legs are shaky. My pussy throbs. I stand, looking around for my clothes. My panties are on the floor by the bed. My jeans near the door.

Behind me, the bed creaks. Derek stands.

I bend to grab my panties. His hands catch my waist from behind. Pull me back against him. His chest is warm against my back. His arms wrap around me.

"Where are you going?" His voice is low. Rough.

"Back to Connor. We have to."

"I know." His hands slide up. Cup my breasts. Heavy and full in his palms. "Just not yet."

His thumbs brush my nipples. They harden instantly. My breath catches. His cock presses against my ass. Growing. Getting hard again already.

"Derek." My voice is weak. No conviction. "We can't."

"We shouldn't." His mouth finds my neck. Hot kisses. "But we are."

His hands squeeze my breasts. Knead them. His cock is fully hard now, thick and hot against the curve of my ass. One hand slides down my stomach. Between my legs. Cups my pussy.

"Still dripping." His fingers slide through the wetness. My wetness. His cum. "Still want more, don't you?"

"Yes." The word tears out of me.

I turn in his arms. Face him. His eyes are dark. Hungry. I grab his face. Pull him down. Our mouths crash together.

The kiss is desperate. Hungry. His tongue invades my mouth. My hands fist in his hair. His hands grip my ass, pulling me against him. His hard cock presses between us.

We stumble backward. His legs hit the bed. We don't make it. We sink to the floor instead. The hardwood is cold against my back. Derek's body covers mine.

His cock finds my entrance. No fumbling. No hesitation. He slams in. One brutal thrust. Balls deep.

I cry out. His hand clamps over my mouth. Muffling the sound.

"Quiet." His eyes are wild. "Fuck, I can't stop. Can't get enough of this pussy."

He starts moving. Hard. Fast. No gentleness. Just need. Raw and desperate. His cock pounds into me. Each thrust drives my shoulders against the floor.

My hands claw at his back. My legs wrap around his waist. Taking him deeper. My pussy is sensitive from before. Stretched and used. But I want more. Need more.

"So fucking perfect." His voice is strained. "This cunt was made for my cock."

His hand leaves my mouth. Grabs my wrists. Pins them above my head. One hand holding both wrists. Trapping me. His other hand grips my hip. Uses it as leverage. Fucking me harder.

The floor is unforgiving beneath me. Each thrust grinds my back against the hardwood. I don't care. The slight pain mixes with the pleasure. Makes it better.

"Derek." I gasp. "Harder."

He groans. His hips slam against mine. Brutal. Punishing. His cock drives so deep I see stars. My breasts bounce with each impact. My nipples drag against his chest.

"Touch yourself." He releases my wrists. "Make yourself come."

My hand flies between us. Finds my clit. Rubs desperate circles. Pleasure builds fast. Too intense. My pussy clenches around him.

"That's it. Squeeze my cock." His rhythm becomes erratic. "Gonna fill you again. Pump more cum into this pussy."

"Yes. Please."

His mouth crashes onto mine. Swallowing my moans. His tongue invades my mouth. His cock hammers into me. My fingers work my clit frantically.

My orgasm hits. Hard and sudden. My pussy clamps down on his cock. Rhythmic pulses. My body arches off the floor. My thighs squeeze his hips. I moan into his mouth.

He breaks the kiss. Buries his face in my neck. Two more brutal thrusts. He slams deep. Holds. His cock pulses inside me. Hot cum floods my pussy. Adding to what's already there.

"Fuck." The word is muffled against my skin.

His hips grind against mine. Working himself deeper. Emptying every drop inside me.

We lie there. Tangled on the floor. His weight pressing me down. Both of us breathing hard.

He lifts his head. Looks at me. A smile curves his lips.

"This hard floor is killing my knees."

I grin. "It's uncomfortable as hell."

He pushes himself up. Pulls out. His cock slides free. Cum leaks out of me. He stands, offers his hand. I take it. He pulls me to my feet.

We move to the bed. Collapse onto it. The mattress is soft after the hard floor. Derek lies on his back. I curl against his side. My head on his chest. His arm around me.

The silence stretches. Comfortable now.

I look up at him. "Do you feel bad? For cheating on Amy?"

His jaw tightens. He stares at the ceiling for a moment.

"I should." His voice is quiet. Honest. "But I don't. Not right now, anyway."

I trace patterns on his chest. Over his abs. "I don't either. I know I should. Connor's been nothing but good to me."

"But he doesn't fuck you right." Not a question. A statement.

"No." The admission comes easy. "He's too gentle. Too careful. Like I'm going to break."

"And you need rough." His hand runs through my hair. "Need to be taken. Used."

"Yes." My hand slides lower. Over his stomach. "Connor asks permission for everything. Makes sure I'm comfortable. It's sweet but..."

"But you need a man who knows what you want without asking."

"Exactly."

My hand reaches his cock. Soft now. Resting against his thigh. I wrap my fingers around it. Still slick from my pussy. From his cum.

"What are you doing?" His voice is amused.

"Just touching." I stroke him slowly. Base to tip. "Is that okay?"

"More than okay."

I explore him. The weight of his cock in my hand. The thickness even soft. The prominent vein running along the underside. My thumb brushes over the head. He's sensitive there. I feel him twitch.

"You're going to get me hard again." Warning in his voice. But he doesn't stop me.

"Maybe that's the point."

I stroke him more deliberately. Watching his cock respond. Growing. Thickening. Getting harder in my hand.

"Insatiable little thing, aren't you?" His hand slides down my back. Grips my ass.

"You started it." I squeeze him gently. "Getting hard against my ass. Grabbing my tits."

"Couldn't help it." His cock is almost fully hard now. "Your body is fucking perfect."

I stroke him faster. His cock is completely hard. Thick and ready again. My pussy clenches. Still full of his cum. Still wanting more.

"How do you have this much stamina?" I look up at him. "You've already come twice."

He grins. "Been fantasizing about you for days. My body's been ready."

His hand slides between my thighs from behind. Cups my pussy. Feels how wet I am. How much of his cum is leaking out.

"Think you can handle another round?" His fingers slide through the mess. "Or are you too sore?"

I'm sore. My pussy is stretched and used. But the ache feels good. And I'm not ready to stop.

"I can handle it."

His eyes darken. Hungry again already.

"Good." He rolls on top of me. Settles between my thighs. His hard cock presses against my entrance. "Because I'm not done with you yet."

His cock pushes into me. Slow this time. My pussy is sensitive. Swollen. But I take him. All of him. Until he's buried deep.

"Fuck." He holds still. "Your cunt is so swollen. Can barely fit."

"Don't stop." My hands grip his shoulders. "Please don't stop."

He starts moving. Slow, deep strokes. Different from before. Less frantic. More deliberate. His eyes stay locked on mine. His hand cups my face.

"You're only nineteen." His thumb brushes my cheekbone. "And your body is already this perfect."

His rhythm increases. Harder. His cock fills me completely with each thrust.

"These tits." His hand grabs my breast. Squeezes hard. "So fucking huge and firm. Most women would kill for tits like these."

"They've been big since I was young." My legs wrap around his waist. "Got them early."

"Fuck." He groans. "And this tiny waist. These wide hips. You're built for sex."

"Yes." The confession tears out of me.

"Connor has no idea what he's got." His thrusts get harder. "Walking around with a nineteen-year-old nympho who looks like this."

"He doesn't know what I am."

"But I do." His hand slides to my throat. Doesn't squeeze. Just holds. Possessive. "I see exactly what you are. What you need."

His mouth finds mine. The kiss is deep. Consuming. His tongue invades my mouth. His hips never stop moving.

I break the kiss. Gasp for air. "Derek. I'm getting close again."

"Already?" He grins. "Your teenage pussy is insatiable."

His hand slides between us. Finds my clit. Rubs circles. My back arches off the bed.

"Come for me." His thrusts get harder. "Soak my cock again."

My orgasm crashes over me. My pussy clamps down on him. Pulsing. He fucks me through it until I'm shaking beneath him.

He doesn't stop. Just keeps fucking me. His cock still hard.

"Derek." My voice is breathless. "Did you come?"

"Not yet." His eyes are dark. "Not done with you."

He pulls out. Flips me over. Pulls my hips up. I'm on my hands and knees. He slams back in from behind.

The angle is devastating. My arms give out. My chest presses against the mattress. Ass in the air.

His hands grip my hips. Fucking me hard. The bed creaks with each thrust.

"Look at this ass." His hand runs over my cheeks. "Nineteen years old and already so fucking perfect."

He slaps my ass. The crack echoes in the room.

"You know what I'm thinking?" His fingers dig into my hips. Brutal thrusts. "Every family gathering from now on. Christmas. Thanksgiving. Easter. I'm going to fuck you."

"Yes." My pussy clenches around him.

"Connor will bring you back here." Another thrust. Deeper. "And I'll find ways to get you alone. Fuck this tight little cunt while everyone eats dinner."

"Derek." I'm getting close again.

"The barn." His rhythm increases. "The guest room. The truck. Anywhere I can get you alone."

"What about Amy?"

"She doesn't fuck like you do." His hand slides around. Finds my clit. "She doesn't have this body. Doesn't need cock like you do."

My orgasm builds. His fingers on my clit. His cock pounding into me.

"You're mine now." His voice is possessive. Dark. "This pussy belongs to me."

"Yes. Yours."

"Gonna fuck you every chance I get." His fingers move faster. "For years. Every time you visit. Every holiday. You're going to be my personal fuck toy."

The words send me over. My orgasm hits hard. My pussy clamps down. I scream into the mattress.

He fucks me through it. Then pulls out. Flips me again. On my back. He drives back in. Missionary. His eyes lock on mine.

"Look at me." His voice is commanding.

Time blurs. He fucks me steady and deep. His stamina is incredible.

"You're so young." His hand cups my breast. "Your whole life ahead of you. College. Career. But all I can think about is keeping this pussy full of my cock."

"I want that." My hands slide down his back. "Want you to keep fucking me."

"Connor's going to propose eventually." His thrusts get harder. "Probably in a year or two. Think he can give you what you need?"

"No." The truth. "He can't."

"But you'll marry him anyway." Not a question. A statement. "Play the good wife. And I'll fuck you behind his back."

My pussy clenches around him. The wrongness of it. The future betrayal.

"Yes." The word is barely a whisper.

"Good girl." He leans down. Kisses me deep. "Because this cunt is too perfect to give up."

His rhythm increases. Getting close now.

"And when you're ready." His voice drops lower. Intimate. "When you decide you want kids. I'm going to be the one who breeds you."

"Derek." My breath catches.

"Not Connor." His thrusts turn brutal. "Me. I'm going to pump this fertile little pussy full. Get you pregnant with my baby."

"Oh god." The fantasy is too much. Too intense.

"You'll tell everyone it's Connor's." His hand grabs my jaw. Forces me to look at him. "But you and I will know the truth. That I bred you. That it's my baby growing inside you."

"Yes." My pussy clenches. "Yes. Breed me."

"Not yet." Two more brutal thrusts. "But someday. When you're ready. This pussy is going to carry my baby."

He slams deep. Holds. His cock pulses. Hot cum floods me. Third load tonight.

He collapses beside me. Both of us breathing hard. The breeding talk hanging in the air between us.

Minutes pass. His hand finds mine. Laces our fingers together.

"Did you mean that?" My voice is quiet. "About breeding me?"

"Every word." He turns to face me. "Your body was made for it. These wide hips. These huge tits. You're going to be incredible pregnant."

"That's years away." But my pussy clenches at the thought.

"I know." His hand slides down my stomach. "But I'll be fucking you the whole time. Keeping you satisfied until Connor puts a ring on your finger. And then after."

"This is so fucked up."

"I know." He grins. "But you love it."

I do. I can't deny it.

His hand keeps moving. Down between my legs. Cups my pussy. Feels how much cum is leaking out.

"You're so full of my cum." His fingers slide through the mess. "Love seeing you like this. Claimed. Marked."

My hand slides down his body. Finds his cock. Soft now. I wrap my fingers around it. Stroke slowly.

"Fuck, Lena." His cock twitches. "You really are insatiable."

"You make me insatiable." I stroke him. Feeling him start to harden. "Talking about fucking me at every gathering. About breeding me. It makes me crazy."

"Good." He's getting hard again. "Because I meant every word."
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Something pulls me from sleep. Not sound. Not movement. Just the awareness of Derek beside me, his chest rising and falling, his arm heavy across my waist. My eyes open. Darkness fills the room. His room. The guest room where we collapsed hours ago after fucking on the living room floor.

My body aches. Good aches. Deep aches that throb between my legs and radiate through my hips. I'm full of him. Cum leaks slowly from my pussy, sticky and warm against my inner thighs. How many times did we fuck? Four? Five? I lost count after the third orgasm shattered me.

The alarm clock on the nightstand glows green. 4:27 a.m. My pulse spikes. Connor. I need to get back to Connor before he wakes. Before anyone wakes. Before Karen starts breakfast and this perfect secret explodes.

Derek stirs. His hand slides from my waist down to my hip, fingers digging into flesh. His cock twitches against my ass. Still hard. How is he still hard?

"You awake?" His voice is rough, barely a whisper in the dark.

"Yeah." My throat feels raw. From moaning. From biting back screams.

"What time is it?"

"Four-thirty."

His hand moves lower, cupping my pussy. Two fingers slip inside easily. So much cum. So much wetness. Mine and his mixed together. He pumps them slowly, curling to hit that spot that makes my toes curl. I press back against him, my ass grinding his cock.

"One more," he murmurs against my neck. His teeth graze my skin. Not biting. Just pressure. A promise.

I shouldn't. I really shouldn't. Connor is two doors down. Amy could wake any second. But my body responds anyway. My hips roll back, seeking friction. My pussy clenches around his fingers. My nipples harden, aching for touch.

"Derek." His name comes out breathy. Needy.

"I know." He pulls his fingers out. Brings them to my mouth. "Taste us."

I open. Suck them clean. The flavor is obscene. Salt and musk and something uniquely us. My cunt throbs harder.

He positions himself behind me, one hand lifting my leg over his hip, opening me. The head of his cock nudges my entrance. Thick. Blunt. Familiar now after hours of stretching me. He pushes in slow. So fucking slow. Inch by inch. My mouth falls open but no sound comes out. Just silent gasping as he fills me completely.

This is different from earlier. Earlier was frantic. Desperate. Rough fucking fueled by days of tension snapping. This is deliberate. Controlled. Like he wants to memorize how I feel wrapped around him.

"Fuck, Lena." His breath is hot on my neck. His hips rock steady, deep strokes that hit every nerve ending. "You feel so good. So perfect."

My hand reaches back, fingers threading through his hair. I pull him closer, needing his mouth on me. He kisses my shoulder. My neck. The spot behind my ear that makes me shiver. His hand slides up to palm my breast, thumb circling my nipple.

"Quiet," he whispers. "Have to stay quiet."

I nod. Bite my lip. His cock grinds deeper, the angle perfect for hitting my g-spot. Pleasure builds slow. Not the explosive, violent orgasms from earlier. This is different. This is intimate.

His wedding ring catches faint light from the clock. Gold band pressing into the soft flesh of my breast as he kneads it. Amy's husband. Connor's brother. I'm letting him fuck me one last time before I go back to playing good girlfriend for a few hours. Before breakfast and goodbyes. Before the drive home.

"When can I see you again?" I whisper. The question slips out before I can stop it.

Derek's hips pause. His hand tightens on my breast. "You want to?"

"Fuck yes." My pussy clenches around him. "I need this cock again. Need you."

He groans low, resuming his thrusts. Harder now. More urgent. "Spring break. Tell Connor you're visiting a friend. Come back."

"What about Amy?"

"She visits her sister in March. Three days. I'll have you for three whole days."

The thought makes my cunt flood. Three days. No sneaking around. No family dinners. Just Derek's thick cock fucking me raw in every room of this house. My orgasm builds faster.

"Yes," I gasp. "Fuck yes. I'll come back."

His hand moves from my breast down between my legs. Finds my clit. Rubs circles that make my thoughts scatter. "Gonna keep this pussy filled all weekend. Make you forget his name."

I already forget Connor's name when Derek fucks me. Already forget everything except the stretch of his cock and the roughness of his hands and the way he owns my body completely.

"You're thinking too much," Derek says. His fingers work my clit faster. "Just feel."

I do. I let go. Let myself sink into the sensation of his thick cock stretching me. His fingers working my clit. His mouth on my neck. The heat of his body behind mine. The promise of future stolen weekends making everything hotter.

My orgasm builds gradual. A slow wave gathering strength. My pussy clenches around him, wetness flooding, slick sounds filling the quiet room. Derek's breathing gets rougher. Faster. His hips snap harder despite trying to stay controlled.

"Gonna cum," he grunts. "Fill you one more time. Send you back to him dripping my load."

The thought pushes me over. My orgasm rolls through my body in shudders I can barely contain. I press my face into the pillow, muffling the moan that tears from my throat. Derek follows seconds later, cock pulsing inside me, flooding my pussy with another thick load. His groan vibrates against my back.

We lie there. Connected. His softening cock still inside me. His arm wrapped around my waist. Both of us catching our breath. Both of us knowing this isn't over. Not even close.

"March," he whispers. "Promise me."

"I promise."

He pulls out slowly. Cum immediately leaks from my stretched hole, running down my thigh. He reaches for something. A shirt. His shirt. Wipes between my legs gently. The intimacy of it makes my chest warm.

"Go," he says quietly. "Before it's too late."

I sit up. Find my shorts and tank top crumpled on the floor. Pull them on with shaking hands. My pussy aches. Cum soaks through my shorts immediately but there's nothing I can do about it. I'll shower after breakfast. Blame it on my period if Connor notices anything.

Derek watches me from the bed. His hand reaches out, catches mine. Squeezes once. "I'll text you. We'll figure out the details."

"Okay."

"And Lena?" His eyes lock on mine. "This was fucking incredible."

Heat floods my face. "Yeah. It was."

I pull my hand away. Move to the door. Check the hallway. Empty. Silent. Dawn hasn't broken yet. The house sleeps on, unaware of what we've been doing.

I slip out. Close the door behind me with barely a sound. Tiptoe down the hallway, past Karen and Ron's room, past the bathroom. The guest room door looms ahead. I turn the handle carefully. Slip inside.

Connor sprawls across the bed, one arm flung over his head, mouth slightly open. Sweet Connor. Oblivious Connor. My boyfriend who has no idea his girlfriend just spent hours getting fucked by his brother. Who has no idea I'm already planning my next visit.

I peel off my cum-soaked shorts. Grab a tissue, wipe between my legs as best I can. It's not enough. I'm still wet. Still leaking. Still aching. But I can't shower now. Can't risk the noise waking him.

I slip under the covers beside him. The sheets feel cool against my flushed skin. Connor doesn't stir. Just keeps sleeping peacefully while I lie there, heart pounding, body trembling, Derek's cum sliding slowly from my well-fucked pussy.

March. Three months. I can wait three months.

Morning light filters through the curtains. Connor's alarm bleats at seven. He groans, slapping it silent, his arm tightening around my waist. I've been awake for over an hour. Lying here with Derek's cum slowly drying on my inner thighs. Replaying every thrust. Every whispered promise of March.

"Morning, babe." Connor's voice is groggy. He kisses my shoulder, hand sliding up to cup my breast through my tank top. Sweet. Innocent. Nothing like Derek's possessive grip hours ago.

"Morning." My voice sounds normal. Steady. Like I didn't just sneak back from his brother's bed.

"Last day." He sits up, stretching. "Mom's probably already making breakfast. We should get ready."

"I need a shower first." I slip out of bed quickly. My thighs stick together. Cum has leaked down to my knees. "Feel gross. Need to wash up."

Connor yawns. "Go ahead. I'll start packing."

I grab clean clothes from my bag. Panties. Jeans. A sweater that covers everything. Rush to the bathroom down the hall and lock the door behind me. The mirror shows exactly what I expected. Swollen lips. Marks on my neck that I'll need to cover. Hair wild from Derek's hands.

The shower runs hot. I step under the spray and finally let myself breathe. Water sluices down my body, washing away the evidence. Derek's dried cum. The slickness between my thighs. The smell of sex clinging to my skin. I soap everywhere twice. Scrub my thighs. Between my legs where I'm still tender and used.

My pussy aches as I clean it. Raw. Stretched. Thoroughly fucked. The soreness makes me replay everything. Derek's thick cock filling me over and over. His fingers on my clit. His mouth on my neck whispering about March.

I wash my hair. Let the hot water beat against my shoulders. Try to compose myself for breakfast. For goodbyes. For playing Connor's sweet girlfriend one more time.

When I emerge, Connor has both bags packed and ready by the door. He's dressed and checking his phone. "Feel better?"

"Much better." I towel my hair dry. Pull on my clothes. The clean panties feel wrong after being full of Derek's cum for hours. Like I'm erasing proof of what we did.

Downstairs, the kitchen smells like bacon and coffee. Karen stands at the stove, spatula in hand, her smile bright and maternal. Amy sets the table, humming something cheerful. Ron sits at the head of the table reading the newspaper, his presence commanding even in silence.

"Good morning, you two!" Karen beams. "I made a big breakfast since you have a long drive ahead."

"Thanks, Mrs. Morrison." I slide into my usual seat. Ron's eyes lift from the paper. Meet mine. Hold for a beat too long. My pussy clenches despite being raw and used. The hunger in his gaze is unmistakable. He wants me again. One more time before I leave.

Derek appears moments later, freshly showered, flannel shirt rolled to his elbows. He doesn't look at me. Just kisses Amy's cheek and grabs coffee. The casual normalcy of it feels surreal after what we did hours ago.

Breakfast is loud. Karen talks about Christmas. About how wonderful it was having everyone together. Amy mentions wanting us to visit again soon. Connor promises we will. Easter maybe. My heart pounds at the thought. Easter means April. Closer than March.

Ron stays quiet. Cuts his eggs. Drinks his coffee. But I feel his attention on me. Heavy. Hungry. Like he's planning something.

After breakfast, Connor and Derek head outside to load our car. Amy and Karen start clearing dishes. I stand to help but Ron's voice stops me.

"Lena, grab that box of leftovers from the pantry. For the drive home."

"Sure." I move toward the small pantry off the kitchen. The same one where he cornered me on Christmas morning. Where he bent me over and fucked me rough against the counter while his family slept upstairs.

I step inside. The space is narrow. Dark. Shelves lined with cans and boxes. I reach for the container Karen packed last night.

Ron follows me in. Closes the door behind him. His body blocks the exit.

"Leaving today." His voice is low. Rough. His hand finds my hip, grips hard. "Can't let you go without one more taste."

My breath catches. "Ron, they're right outside—"

"Then you better be quiet." He spins me to face the shelves. Yanks my jeans down to my thighs. His hand slides between my legs, fingers finding my pussy. Still tender from Derek. Still slick. "Fuck, you're wet already."

I am. My body responds to his dominance immediately. To the risk. To the roughness Connor never gives me.

"Bend over."

I brace my hands on the shelf. Ron unzips behind me. His thick cock presses against my entrance. He doesn't wait. Doesn't ease in. Just shoves forward, filling me in one brutal thrust. I bite my lip hard to keep from crying out.

"Tight little cunt." He grips my hips, fingers digging bruises. Starts fucking me hard and fast. No buildup. No gentleness. Just rough claiming while his family moves around the kitchen feet away. "Gonna remember this on your drive home. Gonna feel my cum leaking while you sit next to my son."

The words make my pussy clench. He's right. I will feel it. Will smell him on me. Will taste him every time I swallow. My orgasm builds fast despite the rawness. Despite how used I already am.

Outside, voices drift through the door. Connor calling something to Derek. Karen asking Amy about dishes. They're so close. Just on the other side of this thin door. If anyone opened it they'd see Ron balls-deep in me.

The risk pushes me over. My orgasm hits sudden and sharp. Pussy clamping down on his pistoning cock. I press my forearm against my mouth, muffling the moan that tears from my throat.

Ron follows immediately. Three more brutal thrusts and he's cumming. Flooding my already-sore pussy with thick spurts. His fingers dig harder into my hips. His groan vibrates against my back.

He pulls out fast. Tucks himself away. Zips up while I'm still bent over trying to catch my breath. His cum immediately starts leaking down my thigh.

"Clean yourself up." He grabs the leftover container from the shelf. Hands it to me like nothing happened. "Don't want Connor wondering why you're dripping."

I pull my jeans up with shaking hands. His cum soaks into my fresh panties immediately. Warm and thick. I can feel it sliding, making a mess. There's no way to clean up properly. Not without going back upstairs. Not without raising suspicion.

"Better get out there." Ron's eyes are dark. Satisfied. "Boyfriend's waiting."

I adjust my sweater. Try to compose myself. My legs feel weak. My pussy throbs, stretched and full of two men's cum now. Derek's from hours ago mixed with Ron's fresh load.

Ron opens the door. I step out into the bright kitchen. Karen smiles at me. "There you are! All packed?"

"Yes. Connor loaded everything already." My voice sounds steadier than I feel.

Connor appears from outside, cheeks flushed from cold. "Car's all set. We should hit the road soon if we want to avoid traffic."

Amy hugs me first. Warm and genuine. "It was so good meeting you, Lena. Come back anytime."

"Thank you for having me." The words feel hollow. She has no idea what I've done with her husband. What we're planning to do again in March.

Karen hugs me next. Squeezes tight. "You take care of our boy."

"I will."

Derek shakes Connor's hand. Claps him on the shoulder. Then he turns to me. Extends his hand for a formal handshake. I take it. His palm is warm. Rough. His thumb brushes the inside of my wrist once. Quick. Secret. "Safe travels."

"Thanks." Our eyes meet. Hold. A silent promise passing between us.

Ron is last. He shakes Connor's hand. Tells him to drive safe. Then he looks at me. "Lena." He nods once. His expression gives nothing away. But I feel his cum leaking from my pussy. Soaking my panties. Sliding down my thigh.

We climb into the car. Connor starts the engine. Everyone waves from the porch. Karen. Amy. Derek. Ron. The perfect family sending us off. None of them knowing what really happened these four days.

Connor pulls out of the driveway. The farmhouse shrinks in the rearview mirror. He reaches over, takes my hand, squeezes. "That was great, right? My family loved you."

"Yeah." My voice sounds normal despite everything. "They were wonderful."

He grins. Turns the radio on. Hums along to some song. Happy. Oblivious. Sweet Connor who has no idea his girlfriend is sitting in cum from both his father and his brother. Who has no idea she's already counting down the days until March. Until she can come back and get fucked properly again.

The highway stretches ahead. Endless white snow blanketing Montana. Connor hums along to the radio, fingers drumming the steering wheel. His hand rests on my thigh. Warm. Comfortable. The touch that used to make me feel safe.

I shift in my seat. Ron's cum leaks steadily from my pussy, mixing with what's left of Derek's from hours ago. My panties are soaked through. The wetness spreads, making my jeans damp. I cross my legs, pressing my thighs together. It doesn't help. Just makes me more aware of how thoroughly used I am.

"That was a great trip." Connor glances over, grinning. "My family really loved you. Dad said you were a keeper."

My throat tightens. Ron said that? Ron who fucked me in the pantry thirty minutes ago while Connor loaded the car? "That's sweet."

"Derek texted. Said we should come back for Easter if we can." Connor's thumb rubs circles on my jeans. "What do you think?"

Easter. April. After our March plans. Another chance to see Derek. "Sure. That sounds nice."

The farmhouse shrinks in the rearview mirror until it disappears completely. Trees blur past. Snow-covered fields stretch forever. My body aches. Good aches. Deep aches between my thighs that throb with every bump in the road.

An hour passes. Then another. Connor talks about classes next semester. About his roommate. About some party coming up. I nod at appropriate moments. Make sounds of agreement. But my mind keeps drifting back. Back to Derek's hands gripping my hips. Back to Ron's rough voice telling me to be quiet. Back to the feeling of being completely owned.

"Need to stop for gas soon," Connor says, checking the gauge. "You hungry?"

"Starving." I am. We left right after breakfast. My stomach growls, reminding me I haven't eaten since sucking Ron's cock in the pantry.

The gas station appears ahead. Small. Rundown. The kind of place that exists solely because it's the only option for miles. Connor pulls up to a pump. Kills the engine.

"I'll fill up. You want to grab us something to eat?"

"Sure." I climb out carefully. My legs feel shaky. Weak. The cold air hits me and I realize how flushed I am. How my body is still humming with residual arousal despite being sore and used.

Inside, the gas station is dimly lit. Fluorescent lights buzz overhead. Rows of chips and candy line the aisles. A bored clerk sits behind the counter scrolling his phone. The bathroom sign glows in the back corner.

I grab a basket. Move down the aisles. Chips. Granola bars. Two bottles of water. The clerk doesn't look up. Through the window I see Connor at the pump, phone to his ear, probably talking to his roommate.

Movement catches my eye. The bathroom door in the back opens. A man steps out. Huge. Six-five at least. Broad shoulders that fill the narrow hallway. Thick arms covered in tattoos. Scruffy beard. Work boots and dirty jeans. He looks like he's been on the road for days. Rough. Worn. Dangerous in the best way.

He sees me. His eyes drag down my body. Slow. Assessing. Taking in my curves. My full breasts. My hips. The way my jeans hug my thighs. His tongue darts out, wetting his lips.

A low whistle cuts through the quiet store. Sharp. Appreciative.

"Damn, I would do you in a heartbeat, sugar."

His voice is deep. Gravelly. The kind of voice that gives orders and expects them obeyed. Heat floods my body instantly. My nipples harden. My pussy clenches, wetness flooding despite being raw and full of cum already.

I should be offended. Should tell him to fuck off. Should walk away and pay for my snacks and get back in the car with Connor. That's what good girlfriends do. What normal girls do.

But I'm not normal.
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	progress += 0.0001;
	
	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;
	var newPage = 0;
	
	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {
		var low = page * progressPerPage;
		var high = low + progressPerPage;
		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {
			newPage = page;
			break;
		}
	}
		
	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;
	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
	updateProgress();		
}

//Set font family
function setFontFamily(newFont) {
	document.body.style.fontFamily = newFont + " !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets font size to a relative size
function setFontSize(toSize) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.fontSize = toSize + "em !important";
	//To prevent 1 page chapters from not reflowing to additional pages when increasing the font size:
	if (toSize > 1) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets line height relative to font size
function setLineHeight(toHeight) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.lineHeight = toHeight + "em !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Enables night reading mode
function enableNightReading() {
	document.body.style.backgroundColor = "#000000";
	var theDiv = document.getElementById('book-inner');
	theDiv.style.color = "#ffffff";
	
	var anchorTags;
	anchorTags = theDiv.getElementsByTagName('a');
	
	for (var i = 0; i < anchorTags.length; i++) {
		anchorTags[i].style.color = "#ffffff";
	}
}
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