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I sat in the passenger seat of Justin's truck, my fingers tapping restlessly against my thigh while we waited outside the naval base gate. Nine months. That was how long Ethan had been deployed. Justin couldn’t stop smiling. He kept glancing at his phone and then at me, practically bouncing in his seat.

"There he is," Justin said suddenly.

Ethan stepped through the gate with a heavy duffel bag slung over one shoulder. Even at a distance he looked massive. Six foot seven of pure muscle wrapped in desert camo. The uniform stretched tight across his chest and arms like it could barely contain him. His dark hair was cut short in that sharp military style, and the sunlight hit the hard line of his jaw just right.

Justin practically launched himself out of the truck. I followed more slowly, smoothing down my sundress. My stomach did a weird little flip as Ethan set his bag on the ground. His ice blue eyes flicked to me for half a second before they slid away again. He gave me the smallest nod.

"Hey, Daisy," he said. His voice came out low and rough, like gravel.

"Welcome home, Ethan," I replied, forcing a bright smile. "We missed you."

He pulled me into a quick one armed hug. His hand barely touched my back before he let go. The contact lasted maybe two seconds, but I still felt the heat of his palm through my dress. He smelled like soap and something darker, something undeniably male. My pulse kicked up without permission.

Justin clapped his brother on the shoulder. "Man, you look even bigger than before. Come on, toss your stuff in the back. Mom and Dad are already at the lake house setting everything up for the weekend."

Ethan threw his duffel into the truck bed without a word. He climbed into the rear seat and slammed the door so hard the whole vehicle rocked. I slid back into the front and buckled my seatbelt. Justin started the engine and pulled away from the curb, already talking a mile a minute about everything that had happened while Ethan was gone.

I kept my eyes on the road ahead. Even so, I could feel Ethan behind me. The cab suddenly felt way too small. Every time he shifted, the leather seat creaked under his weight. I glanced at the rearview mirror once. His eyes were locked on me. The second our gazes met he looked out the window.

My thighs pressed together on their own. I hated how my body reacted to him. Justin was right here, sweet and safe and mine. He remembered anniversaries. He made me laugh. Yet something about Ethan's quiet intensity always left me slightly breathless.

Justin reached over and squeezed my knee. "You okay, babe? You're being really quiet."

I smiled at him. "Just tired from the long drive."

In the mirror Ethan watched me again. This time his jaw tightened. The muscle flexed once before he turned his head away. I tucked a loose strand of hair behind my ear and tried to ignore the flush creeping across my chest. It was only the sun through the window. Nothing else.

Justin turned up the radio and started singing along to an old rock song, completely off key. I laughed and joined in for a few lines, trying to make the car feel normal. For a minute it worked. Then Ethan shifted again in the back seat and the moment broke. I caught another glimpse of him. Those pale blue eyes were fixed on the side of my neck where my hair had fallen away.

I reached up and tucked the strand behind my ear again. Heat spread low in my belly. I told myself it was nothing. Just the awkwardness that had always existed between us.

I had met Ethan three years ago, right after Justin and I started dating. From the very first family dinner he kept his distance. He never sat next to me. He never stayed in the same room if I entered it. At first I thought he simply did not like me. Over time the pattern started to feel different. More careful. Like he was holding himself back from something.

Now, after nine months away, the tension felt heavier than ever.

Justin kept talking about the lake house weekend. "Mom stocked the fridge and Dad already got the boat ready. We are going to have a great time. Ethan, you finally get to relax."

Ethan answered with a low grunt. It was the closest thing to agreement he had given since we picked him up.

I stared out my window at the flat landscape rushing past. Three days at the lake house with all of us under one roof. The place had plenty of rooms, but it still felt too small whenever Ethan was around. He took up more space than anyone else just by breathing.

Another glance in the mirror showed him watching me again. This time his expression held something darker. Something almost hungry. He blinked and the look disappeared so fast I wondered if I had imagined it.

The truck continued down the highway toward the lake. Justin laced our fingers together and squeezed my hand. I squeezed back and smiled at my boyfriend. But my mind stayed fixed on the man sitting silently behind us. The same man who had barely spoken ten words since we left the base. The same man whose presence already made the air feel electric.

I had no idea what this weekend would bring. All I knew was that something had shifted while Ethan was gone. The careful distance he kept between us felt sharper now. More loaded.

And I couldn’t stop wondering why.
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We pulled up to the lake house just as the sun dipped low over the water. The big wooden cabin glowed with warm lights inside. Justin's parents stood on the porch waving like we had won the lottery. His mom rushed down the steps and wrapped Ethan in a tight hug the second he stepped out of the truck.

"My boy is finally home," she said, her voice thick with happy tears.

Justin's dad clapped him on the back and handed him a cold beer right away. "Welcome back, son. We are celebrating all weekend."

I grabbed my overnight bag and followed everyone inside. The living room smelled like grilled burgers and pine trees. Music played low from the speakers. Bottles of wine and beer already covered the kitchen island. Justin pulled me close and kissed my cheek.

"See? This is going to be perfect," he whispered.

I smiled and nodded. My eyes kept drifting toward Ethan though. He stood by the sliding glass doors that led to the deck, beer in hand, shoulders tense. I decided to try one more time. I walked over and stopped a few feet away.

"It must feel good to be back on solid ground," I said, keeping my tone light and friendly.

Ethan took a long drink from the bottle. His ice blue eyes flicked to me, then away again. He gave a single nod and walked straight out onto the deck without another word. The door slid shut behind him with a soft click.

Justin appeared at my side and laughed. "Don't take it personally, babe. My brother hates everyone. Always has."

I forced a laugh and let Justin pull me toward the kitchen. His mom poured me a generous glass of red wine. "Drink up, Daisy. You deserve it after that long drive."

I did. The wine went down smooth and warm. After the second glass the edges of everything felt softer. I helped set out plates for dinner while the guys grilled on the deck. Every time I stepped outside to bring something out, Ethan moved to the opposite side of the deck. If I walked into the living room, he suddenly remembered he needed something from the kitchen. The pattern was so obvious it started to sting.

By the time we finished eating, the sky had gone full dark. Stars sparkled over the lake. I felt nicely buzzed and decided to change into something more comfortable. I slipped upstairs to the guest room Justin and I were sharing and pulled on the tiny yellow sundress I had packed. The hem barely reached mid thigh. Thin straps left my shoulders bare. I checked myself in the mirror, ran my fingers through my hair, and headed back down.

The moment I stepped into the living room I felt it. Ethan's eyes locked on me from across the space. He sat in the big leather chair by the fireplace, legs spread wide, beer resting on his thigh. His gaze dragged slowly down my body and stopped on the short hem of my dress. Heat rushed straight between my legs. I pretended not to notice and walked past him toward the kitchen to grab another drink.

I felt his stare on my ass the entire way. It burned.

When I turned around with a fresh glass of wine, his eyes snapped up to my face. For once he did not look away fast enough. Something raw and hungry flashed across his expression before he shut it down. He stood up abruptly and headed outside again.

Justin was already half asleep on the couch, laughing at something his dad said. "See? Told you he hates everyone," he slurred, clearly drunk now.

I finished my third glass faster than I should have. The wine made my skin feel hot and my thoughts fuzzy in the best way. I kept replaying that look Ethan had given me. The way his eyes had lingered on my thighs. The way his jaw had tightened like he was fighting something.

Around eleven Justin's head lolled back against the couch cushion. He was out cold. His mom laughed softly and covered him with a blanket.

"Poor thing had too much fun," she said. "You two can head to bed whenever you want. Ethan already said he would take the detached guest cabin out back so you lovebirds have the main house to yourselves."

My stomach flipped.

Ethan had volunteered for the small cabin behind the main house. The one with its own bedroom and bathroom. The one that sat fifty yards away through the trees. He had chosen to sleep out there instead of anywhere near me.

I helped his mom clean up the last of the dishes. My mind spun. The buzz from the wine mixed with the memory of Ethan's stare on my body. I told myself it was nothing. Just the alcohol. Just the long day.

But when I stepped onto the back deck to get some fresh air, I saw him. Ethan stood at the edge of the trees, half hidden in shadow, looking straight at the house. Straight at me. The deck light caught the hard lines of his face and the broad set of his shoulders. He did not move. He just watched.

My pulse hammered in my throat. I raised my hand in a small wave, trying to act normal. He turned and disappeared down the path toward the guest cabin without waving back.

I stayed on the deck a minute longer, letting the cool night air brush over my bare legs. Justin was snoring inside. His parents had already gone to bed. The lake house felt quiet now except for the soft lap of water against the dock.

And Ethan was out there in that little cabin. Alone.

I pressed my thighs together and tried to ignore the steady throb building between them. This weekend had barely started, but something already felt different. The careful wall Ethan kept between us seemed thinner tonight. More fragile.

I did not know how much longer it would hold.

I went back inside, locked the sliding door, and headed upstairs to the room I shared with Justin. He was still passed out on the couch downstairs. I slipped under the covers alone and stared at the ceiling, heart beating too fast.

Sleep did not come easy. Every time I closed my eyes I saw those ice blue eyes locked on my ass in that tiny sundress. I saw the way his jaw had flexed. I heard the silence he left behind every time he walked out of a room I entered.

The weekend had only just begun, and already the air felt thick with whatever secret Ethan carried.

I had a feeling I was about to find out exactly what it was.
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I couldn’t sleep. Justin lay sprawled beside me, snoring loudly with one arm thrown over his face. The clock on the nightstand glowed two seventeen in the morning. My skin felt too hot under the sheets. Every time I closed my eyes I saw Ethan's stare from earlier, the way his gaze had dragged down my body in that tiny sundress. The memory made my pulse throb between my legs.

I sat up and swung my feet to the floor. Maybe a glass of water would help. Or maybe I should just go ask him straight out why he couldn’t stand to be in the same room as me. The thought sent a nervous flutter through my stomach, but the wine from earlier still buzzed in my veins and made me bolder than usual.

I pulled on a thin robe over my tank top and panties and slipped downstairs. The house was silent except for the creak of the wooden steps. I grabbed a flashlight from the kitchen drawer and stepped out the back door. Cool night air brushed my bare legs as I followed the path through the trees toward the guest cabin.

The small building sat dark except for a faint glow coming from the living room window. I hesitated at the door, then knocked softly. No answer. I tried the handle. It turned.

"Ethan?" I whispered as I stepped inside. "It is just me. I couldn’t sleep and I wanted to talk."

The living room was dimly lit by a single lamp on the side table. Ethan lay stretched out on the couch, completely passed out. A half empty bottle of whiskey sat on the floor beside him. His desert camo pants were shoved down to his knees like he had started undressing and given up halfway. His black boxer briefs were pushed low on his hips. And his cock lay thick and heavy against his left thigh, soft but still impressively large.

My breath caught.

Then I saw it.

High on the inside of his left thigh, in elegant black script, was my name.

Daisy.

The letters curved perfectly over the thick muscle. The bottom edge of the final "y" disappeared right under the base of his cock, like the tattoo had been placed so close it was practically kissing his skin there.

I froze. My flashlight beam trembled over the ink. Heat flooded my face and pooled low in my belly. I should have turned around and left. Instead I took one step closer, then another.

"Oh my god," I breathed.

The tattoo looked fresh enough that the skin around it still held a faint redness. He had gotten this done while he was deployed. While he was thousands of miles away. With my name permanently inked that high, that intimate.

My thighs clenched. I was instantly wet.

I couldn’t stop staring. The way the letters followed the powerful line of his thigh muscle. The way his heavy cock rested so close to my name. It was the filthiest, most possessive thing I had ever seen.

"What the hell are you doing in here?"

Ethan's rough voice cut through the silence like a whip. His ice blue eyes snapped open and locked on me. He sat up fast, but his pants were still tangled around his knees so the movement only pushed his cock more fully into view.

I jerked the flashlight beam away, but it was too late. He had seen exactly where I was looking.

"Daisy," he growled, voice thick with sleep and whiskey. "Get the fuck out."

I took a shaky step backward. My heart hammered against my ribs. "I came to talk. You’ve been avoiding me for three years and I wanted to know why. But now I see why."

His jaw flexed hard. He yanked his pants up with one rough motion but did not bother fastening them. The bulge in the front was even more obvious now.

"You should not have come out here," he said, low and dangerous.

I swallowed hard. "You’ve my name tattooed on your thigh, Ethan. Right there. Practically touching your cock. What the hell is that supposed to mean?"

He stood up to his full six foot seven height. The couch creaked under the sudden loss of his weight. He towered over me, chest rising and falling fast.

"It means nothing," he bit out.

"Bullshit." My voice came out breathy. "You got my name inked on you while you were deployed. You will not even stay in the same room as me. You jump away every time I get close. And now this? Tell me the truth."

Ethan's hands curled into fists at his sides. His eyes burned into mine. "You want the truth? Fine. I got that tattoo six months ago because I couldn’t stop thinking about you. Because every single night over there I jerked off imagining spreading your legs and burying my face between them. Because you are supposed to be my brother's girl and I still want to ruin you for anyone else."

My mouth fell open. Heat surged through me so fast my knees almost buckled.

He took one step closer. His voice dropped even lower. "I stay away from you because if I get too close I will not be able to stop myself. And now you’ve seen it. You’ve seen exactly how fucked up I am over you."

I could barely breathe. "Ethan..."

"Get the fuck out, Daisy," he said again, but this time his voice cracked. "Get out before I do something we can’t take back."

He did not move toward the door. He just stood there, chest heaving, eyes locked on my mouth like he was fighting every instinct he had.

I stood frozen in the middle of the cabin, robe slipping off one shoulder, heart racing, and the image of my name tattooed so high on his thigh burned behind my eyes.

Neither of us moved.

And for the first time, I wasn’t sure I wanted to leave.
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Morning light filtered through the curtains and dragged me awake. My body felt heavy and restless. The second my eyes opened the memory of last night slammed into me. Ethan on the couch. His pants shoved down. My name tattooed so high on his inner thigh that the ink nearly touched his thick cock. His rough confession. The way his voice had cracked when he told me to leave.

I pressed my thighs together under the sheets. I was soaked.

Justin stirred beside me and pulled me close. "Morning, babe," he mumbled against my neck. His hand slid lazily down my side. "You sleep okay?"

"Yeah," I lied. "Just a weird dream."

He kissed my shoulder and rolled out of bed, completely oblivious. "Coffee smells good downstairs. Come on, let us get some breakfast before my parents drag us all out on the boat."

I nodded and forced myself to get up. My legs felt shaky as I pulled on shorts and a tank top. Every step down the stairs made my core throb with the memory of that tattoo. I couldn’t stop picturing it. The elegant black letters curving over hard muscle. The way the bottom of the "y" disappeared under the base of his cock.

Ethan was already in the kitchen when we walked in. He stood at the counter pouring coffee, back to us, shoulders rigid. The moment he heard our footsteps he tensed even more.

"Morning, bro," Justin said cheerfully. "You look like you had a rough night. Whiskey hit you hard?"

Ethan grunted without turning around. "Something like that."

I moved to the fridge for orange juice. My shoulder brushed Ethan's arm as I reached past him for a glass. He jerked away like I had burned him. The sudden movement made hot coffee slosh over the rim of his mug and onto the counter.

"Shit," he muttered.

I grabbed a towel and stepped closer to wipe it up. "Here, let me."

Our hands collided. His huge fingers covered mine for half a second. Heat shot straight up my arm and pooled between my legs. He yanked his hand back fast and stepped away so quickly his hip bumped the counter.

"I got it," he said, voice low and tight.

Justin was busy loading his plate with eggs and bacon at the stove. He did not even glance our way. "You two are acting weird this morning. Everything cool?"

"Fine," Ethan and I said at the exact same time.

Justin laughed. "Okay then."

Breakfast was pure torture. Ethan sat at the far end of the table, eyes glued to his plate. Every time I spoke he either left the room or stared out the window like the lake suddenly held all the answers. His parents kept the conversation going, asking him about deployment stories, but he gave short one word answers and kept his gaze anywhere but on me.

I couldn’t take it anymore.

After we cleared the dishes I waited until Justin and his dad headed down to the dock to check the boat. Ethan had disappeared toward the boathouse. I followed.

The wooden structure smelled like lake water and motor oil. Sunlight streamed through the cracks in the walls and lit up the dust in the air. Ethan stood at the far end, back to me, pretending to check the ropes on the jet ski.

"Ethan," I said.

He did not turn around. "Go back to the house, Daisy."

"No." I stepped closer. "We aren’t pretending last night did not happen. You’ve my name tattooed on your thigh. You told me you jerk off thinking about me. You can’t just avoid me forever."

He spun around. His ice blue eyes burned. "What do you want me to say? That I got it done in some shitty overseas shop because I was losing my mind over my little brother's girlfriend? That every time I close my eyes I see you under me? That I hate myself for it?"

My breath caught. "Yes. I want the truth."

He took one step forward. His massive frame filled the narrow space between the jet skis. "The truth is I have wanted to fuck you since the day Justin brought you home. I stay away because you are his. I got the tattoo because I needed something permanent that proved you were mine in my head even if you never could be in real life. Happy now?"

Heat flooded my face. My nipples tightened against my tank top. "Ethan..."

"None of your fucking business," he growled. "Stay away from me, Daisy. For both our sakes."

He brushed past me on his way out. His arm grazed my breast and we both froze. For one electric second his body caged me against the wall of the boathouse. His chest rose and fell hard. I could smell him. Soap and whiskey and pure male hunger.

Then he was gone.

I stood there alone, heart pounding, thighs slick. My hands shook as I walked back to the house.

Justin was still down at the dock with his dad. His mom had gone into town for groceries. The upstairs bathroom was empty. I locked the door, turned the shower on hot, and stripped fast.

The moment the water hit my skin I slid two fingers between my legs. I was dripping. I leaned back against the tile and closed my eyes.

I pictured the tattoo again. My name in black script high on that thick, powerful thigh. The way his cock had rested right beside it. I imagined tracing the letters with my tongue while he gripped my hair. I imagined him growling my name as he pushed that huge cock inside me.

My fingers moved faster. A soft moan slipped out.

I came hard, biting my lip so no one downstairs would hear. My legs trembled and my vision blurred.

When I stepped out of the shower I stared at my reflection. My cheeks were flushed. My eyes looked wild.

This weekend was only getting started, and I already knew the truth.

I was in trouble.

Because the only thing I wanted now was to see that tattoo up close again.

And this time I did not want to leave the cabin.
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The storm rolled in hard after midnight. Rain hammered the roof and thunder shook the windows. Justin had passed out cold on the couch downstairs again. I lay in bed staring at the ceiling, my body still buzzing from the shower earlier. I couldn’t shake the memory of that tattoo or the way Ethan had looked at me in the boathouse.

I needed to see him.

I pulled on my thin robe, tied it loosely, and crept downstairs. The house was silent except for the rain. I stepped outside and let the cold drops soak me as I hurried down the muddy path to the guest cabin. This time I did not knock. I pushed the door open and stepped inside.

Ethan stood in the middle of the living room wearing only black boxer briefs. Lightning flashed and lit up every hard line of his body. His head snapped toward me.

"Daisy," he said, voice low and rough. "What the hell are you doing back here?"

I closed the door and locked it. Water dripped from my hair and ran down my neck. "We aren’t done talking."

He dragged a hand over his face. "I told you to stay away. I meant it."

"No you did not." I took a step closer. "You told me you wanted to ruin me. You told me you got that tattoo because you can’t stop thinking about me. I want to hear you say it again. I want to hear everything."

Ethan's ice blue eyes darkened. "You’ve no idea what you are pushing for."

"Then show me." My voice shook but I did not look away. "Stop hiding and show me exactly what you’ve been holding back for three years."

He moved so fast I gasped. In one stride he had me backed against the wall. His huge body caged me in completely. One giant hand wrapped around my throat, firm but careful, tilting my face up to his. His other hand pinned both my wrists above my head.

"You really want this?" he growled. His breath was hot against my lips. "You want your boyfriend's big brother to destroy you?"

"Yes," I whispered. My heart slammed against my ribs.

He yanked my robe open with one rough tug. Cool air hit my bare skin. His gaze dropped to my breasts and his jaw flexed. "Look at you. Soaking wet and already trembling for me."

He lifted me like I weighed nothing. My legs wrapped around his waist automatically. His cock pressed hard and huge against my panties through the thin fabric. I could feel how thick he was, how ready.

"Tell me you know this is wrong," he said, grinding against me slowly. "Tell me you know I am about to fuck my brother's girl."

"I know," I moaned. "I do not care."

Ethan cursed under his breath. He shoved my panties to the side and dragged the thick head of his cock through my slick folds. "So fucking wet. This pussy has been dripping for me all weekend, hasn’t it?"

I nodded, unable to speak.

He thrust inside me in one hard stroke.

I cried out at the stretch. He was so big it stole my breath. He did not wait. He pulled back and slammed in again, deeper, setting a brutal rhythm that made the wall behind me shake.

"Fuck, Daisy," he groaned against my ear. "You feel better than every fantasy I ever had. So tight. So perfect. Taking every inch like you were made for me."

His hand stayed around my throat while the other gripped my ass, holding me exactly where he wanted me. Every thrust drove him so deep I saw stars. The size difference made me feel tiny and helpless in the best way. He lifted me higher and changed the angle, hitting a spot inside me that made me sob with pleasure.

"Say my name," he demanded, voice rough. "Say it while I fuck you better than he ever could."

"Ethan," I gasped. "God, Ethan, do not stop."

He laughed darkly and bit down on my neck. "That is right. Scream my name. Let the whole lake house hear who this pussy really belongs to."

His hips snapped faster. The wet sound of him driving into me mixed with the rain and thunder. I was close already, my walls fluttering around his thick cock.

He felt it. "You going to come for me, baby? Going to come all over your boyfriend's brother's cock while he sleeps twenty yards away?"

The filthy words sent me flying. My orgasm hit hard and fast. I clenched around him and cried out his name as waves of pleasure crashed through me.

Ethan growled. "That’s it. Fuck. Squeeze me just like that." His thrusts grew erratic. "I am going to fill you up. Going to pump you so full of my cum that Justin will never have you again."

He buried himself to the hilt and came with a broken groan. Hot pulses flooded deep inside me. He kept grinding through it, pushing every drop as far as it would go, like he was marking me from the inside out.

We stayed locked together, breathing hard. His forehead rested against mine. Rain pounded on the roof. His cock still twitched inside me.

"Fuck," he whispered. "We just crossed the line."

I looked up at him, body still trembling, his release already starting to leak down my thigh.

"I know," I said softly.

And I did not regret a single second of it.
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Morning light crept through the cabin windows and woke me. Ethan's arm was still draped heavy across my waist. His massive body curled around mine like he owned every inch of me. I could feel the sticky evidence of last night between my thighs. His cum had dried on my skin and I loved it.

He stirred behind me and pressed a kiss to the back of my neck. "You should go back before Justin wakes up," he murmured, voice still rough with sleep. But his hand slid down my stomach and cupped my pussy possessively. "Or you could stay and let me fuck you again."

I moaned softly and rocked against his palm. "We can’t risk it right now. But later. Promise me later."

He growled and bit my shoulder. "You are going to be full of my cum all day, Daisy. Every time you sit down you are going to feel me leaking out of you."

The words sent a fresh wave of heat through me. I slipped out of bed, pulled my robe on, and hurried back to the main house before anyone else woke up.

The next two days became a dangerous game of stolen moments.

Justin and his dad spent most of Saturday out on the boat fishing. Ethan's mom had gone into town again for more groceries. That left Ethan and me alone in the house for hours. The second their truck disappeared down the driveway he was on me.

He caught me in the kitchen loading the dishwasher. Strong hands grabbed my hips and spun me around. He lifted me onto the counter like I weighed nothing and shoved my shorts and panties down in one rough motion.

"Been thinking about this pussy all morning," he said, dropping to his knees between my spread thighs. "Spread wider for me, baby. Let me taste what is mine."

I gripped the edge of the counter and opened my legs. His tongue dragged through my folds and I nearly screamed. He ate me like a starving man, sucking my clit hard and pushing two thick fingers deep inside me. The wet sounds echoed in the quiet kitchen.

"Ethan, fuck," I gasped. "Someone could come back early."

He looked up at me with those ice blue eyes, lips shiny with my wetness. "Then you better come fast." He curled his fingers and sucked my clit again and I shattered. My thighs shook around his head as I came hard on his tongue.

He stood up, wiped his mouth with the back of his hand, and freed his cock. It was already rock hard and leaking. "My turn."

He bent me over the kitchen counter, face pressed to the cool granite, and slammed into me from behind. The stretch was still shocking. He was so thick he forced my walls to open wide every single time.

"God, you take me so deep," I moaned.

"That is right," he growled, pounding into me hard and fast. "This pussy was made for my cock. Not his. Never his." His hand reached around and rubbed my clit. "I am going to fill you up again. Pump you so full of my cum that Justin will smell me on you tonight."

The dirty words pushed me over the edge again. I came with a broken cry just as he buried himself to the hilt and unloaded. Thick ropes of his release flooded me. He stayed inside me for a long moment, grinding slow circles like he wanted to push it even deeper.

"Keep it in you," he ordered as he pulled out. "I want you walking around all day with my cum dripping down your thighs."

I spent the rest of the afternoon in a haze. Every time I moved I felt him leaking out of me. Justin came back from fishing none the wiser and kissed my cheek. I smiled at him while Ethan's cum soaked my panties.

That night at dinner the risk got even crazier.

We sat around the big wooden table. Justin was on my left. His parents across from us. Ethan sat directly on my right. Under the table his huge hand rested on my bare thigh. He had pushed my sundress up when no one was looking.

While his mom told a story about their last vacation, Ethan's fingers slid higher. He pushed my panties aside and sank two fingers inside me without warning. I choked on my water.

"You okay, babe?" Justin asked.

I nodded quickly. "Just went down the wrong way."

Ethan's thumb circled my clit slowly while his fingers curled deep. He kept a completely straight face, nodding along to his dad's fishing story like nothing was happening. I gripped the edge of the table and tried not to moan. My thighs trembled. He added a third finger and stretched me open. The wet sounds were so quiet only I could hear them.

I came right there at the dinner table with my boyfriend sitting two feet away. I bit my lip hard enough to taste blood and clenched around Ethan's fingers while pleasure tore through me.

He pulled his hand away just as his mom asked if anyone wanted dessert. I watched him casually lick his fingers clean under the table. His eyes met mine and he smirked.

Later that night, after everyone had gone to bed, I snuck out to the guest cabin again.

Ethan was waiting for me. He did not waste time with words. The second I stepped inside he backed me against the couch and shoved his pants down.

"On your knees," he said. "I want you to look at what you did to me."

I dropped down and stared at the tattoo. My name in elegant black script sat so high on his inner thigh the bottom of the letters brushed the base of his heavy cock. I leaned in and traced every letter with my tongue exactly like he wanted. He groaned deep in his chest and fisted my hair.

"That’s it, baby. Worship your name on my thigh while you suck my cock."

I took him into my mouth as far as I could. He was too big to fit all the way but I tried anyway, gagging and drooling while he fucked my face. His free hand stroked the tattoo where my tongue had just been.

"Fuck, look at that," he rasped. "Your name right there while you choke on me. You belong to me, Daisy. Say it."

I pulled off just long enough to gasp, "I belong to you, Ethan."

He pushed back into my mouth and started thrusting harder. "Good girl. I am going to breed this throat tonight and then I am going to breed that pussy again. Fill you up until you are carrying my baby instead of his."

The breeding talk made me moan around his cock. He loved it. His thrusts grew faster and deeper until he pulled out and came all over my tongue and chin. I swallowed what I could and let the rest drip down my neck.

But the weekend wasn’t done with us yet.

Sunday afternoon Justin and his dad decided on one last fishing trip before we all headed home. Ethan's mom stayed inside reading. Ethan found me in the laundry room folding towels.

He locked the door behind him.

"No time for slow," he said, spinning me around and bending me over the washing machine. He yanked my shorts down and thrust inside me in one smooth stroke. "Gonna be quick and dirty."

He fucked me hard and fast, hips slapping against my ass. The washing machine rattled beneath me. "I can’t get enough of this pussy," he growled. "I want to knock you up before we leave this lake house. Want you going home to Justin with my baby growing inside you."

I pushed back against him, chasing the pleasure. "Do it. Fill me up. Make me yours."

He came with a deep groan, pumping me full again. We were both still catching our breath when we heard the front door open.

"Daisy? Ethan? We are back early," Justin called out. "The fish weren’t biting."

Ethan pulled out fast and we scrambled to fix our clothes. Cum ran down my inner thigh as I yanked my shorts up. My heart pounded so hard I thought I might pass out.

We stepped out of the laundry room two seconds before Justin walked into the hallway.

"Hey," Ethan said casually, voice steady. "Just helping Daisy with the towels."

Justin smiled. "You two are getting along better. That is awesome."

I forced a smile and prayed he couldn’t smell sex in the air or see the flush on my cheeks. Ethan's hand brushed mine behind my back for the briefest second. A silent promise.

We had almost been caught.

And the scariest part was how much I did not care. I only wanted more.
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Two days after we left the lake house I was back in our apartment trying to act normal. Justin had kissed me goodbye that morning and headed to the office for a late night project. He wouldn’t be home until after ten. I told him I would order takeout and wait up. The lie tasted bitter on my tongue.

I couldn’t stop replaying every stolen moment with Ethan. The way he had bent me over the washing machine. The way his fingers had worked inside me under the dinner table while Justin sat two feet away. The way he had filled me again and again until I felt claimed.

My phone stayed silent. No texts from Ethan. No calls. Just the heavy silence that always followed when he pulled away.

I was in the kitchen pouring a glass of wine when a sharp knock sounded on the front door. My heart jumped. Justin never knocked. I set the glass down and walked over. The second I opened the door Ethan filled the entire frame. He wore a black hoodie and jeans but he still looked massive. His ice blue eyes locked on mine with raw intensity.

"What are you doing here?" I whispered. "Justin could come home any minute."

Ethan stepped inside without waiting for an invitation and kicked the door shut behind him. He locked it. "He is working late. I checked. We have time."

He did not give me a chance to argue. His hand cupped the back of my neck and he pulled me into a brutal kiss. His tongue pushed into my mouth like he owned it. I moaned against him and gripped his hoodie. He tasted like mint and barely controlled hunger.

He broke the kiss just long enough to growl against my lips. "I have been losing my mind for two days thinking about you. I need to fuck you right now."

He lifted me and carried me straight to the living room. My back hit the couch before I could catch my breath. He yanked my shorts and panties down in one rough motion and dropped to his knees between my spread thighs.

"Ethan wait," I gasped. "The photo."

On the side table right next to the couch sat the framed picture of Justin and me from our last anniversary. We were smiling at the camera. Happy. In love.

Ethan saw it too. His eyes darkened. "Look at it," he ordered. "Keep your eyes on that picture while I eat this pussy. I want you to remember exactly who you are supposed to belong to while I ruin you for him."

He buried his face between my legs before I could protest. His tongue dragged through my folds and sucked my clit hard. I cried out and stared at the photo like he told me to. The sight of Justin's smiling face while Ethan devoured me made everything feel filthy and wrong in the hottest way.

"Fuck Ethan," I moaned. My hips rocked against his mouth. He pushed two thick fingers inside me and curled them perfectly. He ate me like he was angry at me, like he needed to punish me for still living with his brother. My thighs started to shake.

He pulled back just long enough to growl, "Tell me who this pussy belongs to."

"You," I whimpered.

"Louder." He sucked my clit again and added a third finger.

"It is yours Ethan. It is yours."

He made me come like that with my eyes locked on the photo of me and Justin. My orgasm crashed through me so hard my vision blurred. I screamed his name while my walls clenched around his fingers.

Ethan stood up and stripped fast. His cock sprang free already rock hard and leaking. The tattoo on his inner thigh caught the light. My name looked darker and more possessive than ever.

He sat on the couch and pulled me on top of him. "Ride my face again. I want you to grind on my tongue while you look at him."

I straddled his face reverse so I faced the photo. The second my pussy touched his mouth he went wild. His hands gripped my ass and pulled me down harder. I rode his tongue with desperate rolls of my hips. The picture of Justin stared back at me while Ethan's tongue fucked me deep.

"God you are so good at this," I gasped. "I can’t get enough."

He slapped my ass hard. The sting made me moan louder. He slapped the other cheek and kept eating me like a man possessed. I came again within minutes, grinding down on his face and crying out.

Ethan flipped me onto my back on the couch before I could recover. He pushed my knees to my chest and slammed into me in one brutal thrust. The stretch stole my breath. He was so deep it almost hurt.

"Look at me," he growled. One hand wrapped around my throat and squeezed just enough to make my head spin. "Say it. Tell me you are mine. Not his."

"I am yours," I choked out. "I am yours Ethan. Not his."

He fucked me harder. The couch creaked under us. His hips slammed against my ass with every thrust.

"Again," he demanded. His hand tightened around my throat. "Tell me whose cum you are going to take every single day from now on."

"Yours," I moaned. "Only yours."

He pulled out suddenly and flipped me over the arm of the couch. My face pressed into the cushions while he spanked me hard. Each smack echoed through the apartment. My ass burned in the best way.

He thrust back inside me from behind and started pounding. "This is my pussy now. Say it while I wreck it."

"This is your pussy," I cried out. "It is yours Ethan. Please do not stop."

He reached around and rubbed my clit while he fucked me. "You are going to come again and then I am going to fill you so full you will feel me for days."

My third orgasm hit me like a freight train. I screamed into the couch cushion while my walls milked him tight.

Ethan roared and buried himself to the hilt. His cock pulsed deep inside me as he came. Thick hot ropes flooded my pussy. He kept thrusting through it like he wanted to push every drop into my womb.

"Take it all," he growled against my ear. "I want you dripping with my cum when Justin gets home. I want you to sit across from him at dinner and feel me leaking out of you."

He stayed buried inside me for a long moment. His hand stroked my back almost tenderly. Then he pulled out slowly and watched his cum drip down my thighs.

He turned me around and cupped my face with both hands. His expression was serious now. "Listen to me Daisy. You aren’t letting him touch you anymore. Not tonight. Not tomorrow. Not ever. This pussy belongs to me. If he tries anything you tell him you aren’t in the mood. Understand?"

I nodded. My legs still shook. "I understand."

He kissed me deep and slow. When he pulled back his eyes burned with possession.

"Good girl. I will text you tomorrow. Be ready for me whenever I say. Because this is only the beginning."

He dressed quickly and left the same way he had come. I stayed on the couch for a long time afterward. Cum leaked out of me onto the cushion. The photo of Justin and me still sat on the side table smiling back at me.

I should have felt guilty.

Instead I felt claimed.

And I couldn’t wait for Ethan to come back and claim me again.
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Three days later the apartment felt like a pressure cooker ready to explode. Justin had been watching me constantly. He barely spoke at dinner. He slept on the couch two nights in a row. Every time his phone buzzed he glanced at me like he expected to catch me hiding something. I knew he suspected. I just did not know how much he already guessed.

I was in the living room folding laundry when the front door opened. Justin stepped inside. Ethan walked in right behind him. My stomach dropped. Ethan had texted me earlier that he was coming over to talk to his brother. I hadn’t expected them to show up together.

Justin dropped his keys on the table with a loud clatter. "We need to talk. All three of us. Right now."

Ethan closed the door and leaned against it. His massive frame filled the entryway. His ice blue eyes found mine and held. He looked calm on the outside but I could see the storm underneath.

Justin turned to me first. "Daisy, I know something is going on. You’ve been distant since the lake house. You flinch when I touch you. You make excuses every night. And Ethan has been acting weird as hell too. So one of you better start talking."

I opened my mouth but nothing came out. My heart hammered so hard I felt dizzy.

Ethan pushed off the door and stepped into the living room. "It is me. I am the one who has been fucking her."

The words landed like a bomb.

Justin stared at his brother. "What the fuck did you just say?"

Ethan did not flinch. "I said I have been fucking Daisy. Since the lake house. And it did not start there. I have wanted her for three years. The entire time you two have been together."

Justin's face went pale then flushed red. "You are lying. This is some sick joke."

"It isn’t a joke." Ethan's voice stayed low and steady. "I got her name tattooed on the inside of my thigh while I was deployed. High up. So high the bottom of the letters touch the base of my cock. I got it done six months ago because I couldn’t stop thinking about her. Every night over there I would stroke my dick and stare at her name and imagine her riding me instead of you."

Justin looked like he had been punched in the gut. He turned to me. "Daisy... tell me he is lying. Tell me this isn’t true."

I swallowed hard. My hands shook as I set the laundry down. "It is true, Justin. I saw the tattoo the night at the lake house. I went to the guest cabin and found him passed out. That is when everything started. I tried to fight it. I really did. But I can’t anymore."

Ethan took another step closer. "She is mine now. She has been mine since the day you brought her home. I stayed away as long as I could. I volunteered for every extra deployment. I avoided every family gathering. But I couldn’t stay away forever. And now I am done pretending."

Justin's eyes filled with tears and rage at the same time. "You are my brother. My own fucking brother. And you went behind my back and stole my girlfriend?"

"I did not steal her," Ethan said. His voice grew darker. "She was never really yours. Not the way she is mine. I have been inside her. I have filled her with my cum while you were sleeping twenty yards away. I have made her come on my cock so many times she can’t even remember what you feel like anymore."

Justin lunged forward but Ethan did not even move. He just stood there like a wall. Justin stopped inches away, breathing hard.

"You are disgusting," Justin spat. "Both of you."

I stepped between them. My voice came out clearer than I expected. "Justin, I am sorry. I never wanted to hurt you. But what I feel with Ethan is different. It is stronger. I choose him. I am choosing him right now."

The room went dead silent.

Justin stared at me like I had slapped him. "You are choosing him? After everything we have been through?"

"Yes," I said quietly. "I am."

Justin's shoulders slumped. For a second he looked smaller than I had ever seen him. Then the anger came back. "Fuck both of you. I am done."

He grabbed his keys off the table and stormed out. The door slammed so hard the walls shook. The sound echoed through the apartment and then everything went quiet.

Ethan and I stood there facing each other. The air felt thick enough to choke on.

He crossed the room in two strides and pulled me against his chest. His mouth crashed down on mine. This kiss was different from all the others. It was raw and emotional and completely unrestrained. His hands gripped my ass and lifted me. I wrapped my legs around his waist as he carried me to the couch and dropped me onto it.

He stripped me fast. My shirt flew somewhere behind the couch. My shorts and panties followed. He shoved his own jeans down just enough to free his cock. It was already rock hard and angry.

"Say it again," he growled as he pushed my knees to my chest. "Tell me you are mine while I fuck you in the same room where you used to sit with him."

"I am yours," I gasped. "I chose you, Ethan. I am yours."

He slammed into me in one brutal thrust. I cried out at the sudden stretch. He was so deep it stole my breath. He did not give me time to adjust. He fucked me hard and fast, hips snapping forward like he needed to erase every trace of Justin from my body.

"Say it louder," he demanded. One hand wrapped around my throat. The other pinned my wrists above my head. "Tell the whole fucking apartment who you belong to now."

"I belong to you!" I screamed as he drove into me again and again. "Only you, Ethan. I am yours."

He leaned down and bit my neck hard enough to leave a mark. "That is right. This pussy is mine. This body is mine. You are never letting another man touch you again. Understand?"

"Yes," I moaned. My walls clenched around his thick cock. "I understand. Please do not stop."

He fucked me like he was claiming territory. Every thrust was deep and possessive. The couch creaked violently under us. His balls slapped against my ass with every stroke. I could feel the tattoo on his thigh brushing my skin every time he bottomed out.

"I am going to breed you right here," he growled against my ear. "I am going to fill you so full of my cum that when Justin comes back for his stuff he will smell me dripping out of you."

The words sent me over the edge. My orgasm hit hard and fast. I screamed his name as my body shook and my pussy squeezed him tight.

Ethan cursed. His thrusts grew erratic. "Fuck, Daisy. Take it. Take every drop."

He buried himself to the hilt and came with a deep groan. Hot pulses flooded deep inside me. He kept grinding slowly, pushing his release as far as it would go, like he wanted it to stay there forever.

When he finally stilled he rested his forehead against mine. We were both breathing hard. His cock still twitched inside me.

"You chose me," he whispered. His voice cracked with something like relief. "You really chose me."

I cupped his face with both hands. "I did. And I am not changing my mind."

He kissed me slow and deep. When he pulled back his eyes burned with fierce possession.

"Good. Because I am never letting you go now. You are mine, Daisy. Forever."

He stayed buried inside me on the couch while the apartment grew quiet around us. Justin was gone. The old life was gone. All that remained was Ethan and me and the future we had just burned everything down to claim.
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I woke up in a bed that wasn’t mine. The sheets smelled like Ethan. Dark, masculine, and slightly woodsy. Sunlight filtered through heavy blinds and painted stripes across his broad chest. He lay on his back, one massive arm curled around me like he had been holding me all night. My head rested on his shoulder, my bare breasts pressed against his side, and one of my legs was thrown over his thick thigh.

For a second I just breathed him in. Last night felt like a fever dream. Justin storming out. Ethan fucking me on the couch in the apartment I used to share with his brother. The way he had claimed me right there in the same room where Justin and I used to watch movies. And then Ethan had driven us straight to his place, carried me inside, and fucked me again in his shower before we finally collapsed into his bed.

Now it was morning and everything felt real.

Ethan stirred. His hand slid down my back and cupped my ass possessively. "Morning, baby," he murmured, voice still rough with sleep. His ice blue eyes opened and locked on mine. "You still here? Or did you change your mind in the night?"

I smiled and pressed a kiss to his chest. "I am right where I want to be."

He rolled us so I was on my back and he hovered over me. At six foot seven he made the king size bed feel small. His heavy cock was already half hard and resting thick against my stomach. "Good. Because I am not letting you leave this bed for a long time."

He kissed me slow and deep, like he had all the time in the world now that no one stood between us. His tongue stroked mine while his hand moved between my legs. Two thick fingers slid through my folds and found me already wet.

"Always so ready for me," he groaned against my mouth. "This pussy knows who it belongs to now."

He pushed those two fingers inside me slowly, curling them just right. I gasped and arched into his hand. He took his time, fucking me with his fingers while his thumb circled my clit in lazy strokes. The pleasure built slow and warm, nothing like the frantic fucking from last night.

"Ethan," I moaned. "I need you inside me."

"Not yet." He kissed down my body, taking his time on my breasts, sucking each nipple until they were tight and aching. Then he moved lower, spreading my thighs wide with those big hands. He settled between my legs and stared at my pussy like it was his favorite sight in the world.

He leaned in and dragged his tongue through my folds in one long, slow lick. "I want to taste both of us from last night."

I cried out when he sucked my clit into his mouth. He ate me like he was savoring every drop. Long, lazy licks mixed with firm sucks. His fingers stayed buried inside me, stroking that perfect spot until my thighs started to tremble.

When I was right on the edge he pulled back and looked up at me. "Turn around, baby. I want you to see it while I fuck you."

I rolled over onto my hands and knees. Ethan moved behind me and spread my legs wider. I looked back over my shoulder and watched him stroke his massive cock. The tattoo on his inner left thigh caught the morning light. My name in elegant black script sat so high the bottom of the letters disappeared under the thick base of his cock.

He caught me staring. A dark smile curved his lips. "You like seeing your name right there?"

I nodded, biting my lip.

He rubbed the head of his cock up and down my slick pussy. "Then watch it while I slide inside you."

He pushed in slow. Inch by inch. I felt every thick ridge as he stretched me open. When he bottomed out his heavy balls pressed against me and the tattoo brushed my skin.

"Fuck," I moaned. "You are so deep."

He gripped my hips and started to move. Long, powerful strokes that dragged against every sensitive spot inside me. "That is right. Feel me. Feel how much bigger I am than him. This is what you need. This is what you were always meant to have."

He reached around and rubbed my clit while he fucked me. The pleasure built higher and higher until I shattered. I came hard around his cock, crying out his name as my walls squeezed him tight.

Ethan groaned but kept moving through my orgasm. "Good girl. Give me another one. I want you dripping before I fill you up."

He flipped me onto my back again and pushed my knees to my chest. The new angle let him go even deeper. His thrusts stayed slow but they were hard and deliberate, like he wanted me to feel every single inch.

"Look at it," he ordered, glancing down at the tattoo. "Look at your name while I breed you."

I reached down and traced the letters with my fingertips while he fucked me. The skin there was warm and slightly raised. I felt the base of his cock brush my fingers every time he thrust deep.

"That is so fucking hot," he growled. "My girl touching her own name while I am balls deep inside her."

He leaned down and kissed me, swallowing my moans. His pace quickened. The bed creaked under us. I could feel another orgasm building fast.

"Tell me you are never going back," he rasped against my mouth. "Tell me this pussy is mine forever."

"It is yours forever," I gasped. "I am never going back. I am yours, Ethan. Only yours."

He thrust harder. "I am going to put a baby in you. I want you swollen with my kid so everyone knows who you belong to. Say you want it."

"I want it," I moaned. "I want your baby. Please, Ethan. Fill me up."

That was all it took. My orgasm crashed over me again. I clenched around him so hard he cursed. He slammed in deep one last time and came with a broken groan. Thick, hot pulses flooded my pussy. He kept grinding against me, pushing every drop as far as it would go.

When he finally stilled he stayed buried inside me. His forehead rested against mine. We were both breathing hard and covered in sweat.

"I love you," he said quietly. The words surprised me. "I have loved you for three years and I was too fucked up to say it. But I am saying it now. You are mine, Daisy. I am never letting you go. Not tomorrow. Not next week. Not ever."

Tears pricked my eyes. I cupped his face with both hands. "I love you too. I have never felt this owned. This safe. This wanted. You make me feel like I finally belong somewhere."

He kissed me slow and sweet. When he pulled back he was smiling. A real smile I had rarely seen on him.

"Good. Because you are moving in here today. All your stuff. We aren’t hiding anymore. I want the whole world to know you are my woman now."

He finally pulled out and rolled to the side, pulling me against his chest. His hand rested low on my stomach like he was already imagining it growing round with his baby.

I traced the tattoo on his thigh again, feeling the raised letters under my fingertips. My name. Permanently inked on the man who had just ruined my entire life and given me a new one in the same night.

I had never felt more claimed.

And I had never been happier.
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Six months later

I stood in the middle of our bedroom watching Ethan button up his dress white uniform. The crisp fabric stretched tight across his massive chest and shoulders. The gold stripes on his sleeves gleamed under the morning light. He looked every inch the Navy SEAL officer he was, but all I could focus on was the way the pants hugged his powerful thighs. The same thighs that still carried my name inked high and proud on the inside of the left one.

I was six months pregnant. My belly had rounded out nicely and my breasts felt fuller and heavier. Ethan's hand had been resting on it every chance he got since the day the test turned positive. He was obsessed with it. Obsessed with the fact that I was carrying his baby.

Justin had moved across the country three months ago. Blocked both of us. Last we heard he was dating someone new and trying to pretend the last three years never happened. We did not talk about him anymore. He was part of a life that no longer existed.

Ethan finished buttoning his shirt and turned to me. His ice blue eyes softened the second they landed on my pregnant belly. "Come here, baby."

I walked over and he pulled me against him. One big hand cupped the back of my neck while the other rested possessively on my rounded stomach.

"You look beautiful," he murmured, leaning down to kiss me slow and deep. "My wife. Carrying my kid. Still the hottest fucking thing I have ever seen."

I smiled against his mouth. "You are about to leave for six months. I need something to remember you by before you go."

He groaned and backed me up until my thighs hit the edge of the bed. "We have thirty minutes before I have to be at the base. Think you can handle me quick and dirty?"

"I can handle anything you give me," I whispered.

He spun me around and bent me over the bed. My pregnant belly pressed into the mattress as he shoved the hem of my sundress up over my hips. He did not even bother taking my panties off. He just yanked them to the side and freed his cock.

"Look at that tattoo while I fuck you," he ordered, voice already rough.

I glanced back and watched as he stroked his thick length. My name in elegant black script sat exactly where it always had, the bottom of the letters brushing the base of his cock. The sight of it still made me wet instantly.

He rubbed the head of his cock through my slick folds and pushed inside in one long, steady thrust. Even after six months of almost daily fucking I still felt the stretch. He was so big it always took me a second to adjust.

"Fuck, Daisy," he groaned, gripping my hips. "This pregnant pussy feels even tighter. Like it was made to milk my cock."

He started thrusting hard and deep, the way I loved. Each stroke dragged against that perfect spot inside me and made my eyes roll back. His heavy balls slapped against my clit with every thrust.

"Harder," I moaned. "I want to feel you for the whole six months you are gone."

Ethan growled and gave me exactly what I asked for. His hips slammed against my ass, driving his cock so deep I felt it in my stomach. One of his hands reached around to rub my clit while the other stayed on my pregnant belly, holding me protectively even while he fucked me like he owned me.

"That is my good girl," he rasped. "Taking your husband's cock so well. You are going to come for me before I leave, understand? I want this pussy squeezing me when I fill you up one last time."

I was already close. The combination of his dirty words, the sight of my name on his thigh, and the way he was pounding into me pushed me right to the edge.

"Ethan," I gasped. "I am going to come."

"Do it," he ordered, slamming into me faster. "Come on my cock, baby. Show me who this pussy belongs to."

I shattered. My orgasm crashed through me so hard my legs shook and I cried out his name. My walls clenched around him tight, milking him as pleasure tore through my body.

Ethan cursed and thrust deep one final time. He buried himself to the hilt and came with a low groan. Thick, hot pulses flooded my pussy as he emptied himself inside me. He kept grinding slow and deep, pushing every drop as far as it would go.

When he finally pulled out he watched his cum drip from me with dark satisfaction. He tucked himself back into his uniform pants and helped me stand up straight. Then he dropped to one knee, pressed a soft kiss to my pregnant belly, and looked up at me.

"I am coming back to you," he said quietly. "To both of you. And when I do, I am never leaving again."

I cupped his face and kissed him. "We will be waiting right here. Your wife. Your baby. And this tattoo that started everything."

He stood up and pulled me into his arms one last time. His hand rested on my belly between us.

"Mine," he whispered against my hair. "All of it. Forever."

I smiled as I watched him grab his deployment bag and head for the door.

Even after everything we had burned down to get here, he still fucked me like I was stolen property. And I still loved every second of it.
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