

Eve’s Erotic Easter

Riley Rose


Eve’s Erotic Easter

Copyright © 2023 by Riley Rose. All rights reserved.

[image: A picture containing text  Description automatically generated]

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including photocopying, recording, or by any information storage and retrieval system, without the express written permission of the publisher, except where permitted by law.

See all Riley Rose books on author page author.to/rileyrosewriter

Contact Riley Rose by email at rileyrosewriter@gmail.com

Warning: The people depicted in this story are fictional characters. Don’t try any of what you are about to read at home. This story is of a mature nature and not intended for sensitive or underaged readers.


The sun glistened brightly through the clear, blue April skies as the scent of sweet green growth and cool damp soil filled the air. Eve breathed it all in and did her best to balance on the strapped, silver pumps as she carefully stepped her way along on the tan concrete walkway that cut through the verdant lawn up to First Denominational Church.

“Heel-toe, heel-toe…”

Eve felt silly to have to think such thoughts at her age, but she only wore heeled shoes for special occasions and, unlike riding a bicycle, walking in heels proved to be a skill most easily lost in the absence of practice.

Despite the sunlight, she felt grateful for her pantyhose which blocked the bulk of the dying chill of winter from slicing its icy attacks through her freshly shaven legs. She awkwardly smoothed out her dress, a fancy pattern of wavy horizontal stripes of black, pink, orange, and white which cut a dazzling array of dye-print patterns across her body and yet terminated high against her thigh to compensate for the temperature change which was soon to come.

“Daddy, what are we doing today?” Peter asked sweetly looking up across the warm, firm hand which held his own tiny fingers in its grasp. His little body barely filled out the obligatory button-down blue shirt and black vest combo as his tussled blonde hair lay helplessly askew. “It’s Easter. But it’s also Sunday, so we’re going to church and probably not much else of anything fun because of the old people.” His older sister, Kim, muttered. Somewhere trapped between her chronological age of fourteen and the mental age of eighty-seven, the girl managed to simultaneously annoy with her immaturity and patronize with her incredible berth of knowledge. She continued, “Of course, Easter is actually a Babylonian tradition that the Christians only adopted as it fell near the festival of Passover, which was canonically the time of Jesus’s crucifixion. The actual festival of Easter is a fertility rite that culminates in a mass org-“

“Kim, stop calling your mom and I, ‘old people.’” Dan rumbled out in his deep powerful voice quickly cutting her off before she forced him to have a ‘birds and bees’ speech with her little brother.

Kim rolled her eyes and replied, “anyone who remembers last century is an old person.”

“Yes, we’re old. But we’re also your parents.” Eve spoke over her shoulder. Her eyes caught Dan’s and some strange gleam resided there. The gleam matched the faintest hint of a cocky smile on his lips. She had seen that look before.

Was he…

…staring at her ass?

For his part, he cut quite a dynamic figure, marching along wearing a light green button-up shirt partially open around the neck over which a dark blue suit jacket, so dark it almost looked black, squared out his shoulders nicely. Although he had shaved during his shower the night before, already the faint hint of stubble began to decorate his virile face to welcome the fresh spring day. He looked almost a little roguish in a manner. Her eyes flickered down along his broad-shouldered frame which seemed to fit a perfect triangle pointing directly to his crotch. The sullen teenage girl and innocent little boy walking alongside him did little to quell the small flinch of desire in her abdomen. Children fathered by him, through her body, seemed to almost serve as reminders of his power to fill the secret places deep within her and usher forth new life onto the world. Of course, children brought along with them the dual-edged reality that they were borne simultaneously by sex and seemed innately capable of extinguishing such actions the same. Mercifully gone were the days of three-AM feedings, but an inquisitive teenager and a sharp-eared little boy down the hall proved quite the obstacle to bedroom fun.

She turned back forward as they continued to the door. Surely it had been a mistake on her part to imagine her husband was staring at her lasciviously on this, the highest of holy days. Besides, if he had been, clearly, he had missed the memo that she wasn’t twenty anymore. Strands of silver already began to interlace through the dark, brown hairs of her head while a small pooch, a small portion of baby weight left over from Peter and one which had been exacerbated by the anxious, carb-filled days of the pandemic, pressed unflatteringly outward against her cotton dress. Eve refused to let her mind entertain resentful thoughts about how her husband seemed to gain sexual appeal with his age, as she felt it slipping through her fingers with every passing birthday.

As the glass doors came into view a strong hand shot in from behind her and wrapped powerful fingers around the cylindrical steel handle jerking the door to the church open as Peter said, “I meant are we doing anything else? Are we going anywhere or is anyone coming to our place?”

“No. We’re home this time big guy. No one is coming over.” Dan said as he ushered the lot of them into the church. Eve felt his warm hand press against her back as he gently pressed her through the door, but then that hand quickly slid down sliding sweetly across the curve of her lower back before lightly caressing her buttocks before disappearing. She glanced over her shoulder once again and that same, cocky gleam rested in his eyes.

It had not been a mistake.

Mary’s heart swelled as she gained an experience greater than any religion the church had to offer. Silver streaks and baby-weight be damned, her husband was hitting on her. Her heart fluttered lightly as the surge of confidence entered her step causing her to carefully place her ‘heel-toes’ in overlapping positions knowing full well what this did to the rest of her body as her buttocks sashayed sweetly side-to-side in a tiny, private show just for her husband. She dared not overdo this action, however, as already Marjorie had taken up her place at the coffee bar and the greeters were setting up for their stations.

“Will you come up and sing during the Hallelujah chorus?” Eve asked Dan. Before he could answer, Kim chimed in saying, “did you know Handel was flat broke and about to end up in debtor’s prison when he wrote ‘The Hallelujah Chorus?’”

Ignoring the unwanted historical factoid, Dan said, “I think I’ll pass.” Eve pursed her lips slightly. At their former church, before the in-fighting got so bad that they had to leave, he had been in the choir. His rumbling bass tones would fill her chest as she fleshed out the midrange with her own alto voice. She missed those days, not the chaos of the church’s demise, but hearing him sing as no one at the new church they now attended even knew that he had been in a choir at all.

“Okay, see you after service then.” She said as she quickly made her way back to the choir room. Dan directed Kim and Peter over to the coffee bar where they filled up little plates with cookies and fruit. A sigh escaped Mary’s lips as she felt the shapeless, heavy blue robe descend over her body. The nearly provocatively short dress she had worn for Easter came round to sensible as overheating in the old choir robes posed a serious risk. She looked about the choir room. Even in her forties, she cut the average age of the choir in half as deep-set wrinkles and fully silver hair sprung forth from blue robes all about her.

Announcements and a hymn later saw Eve sitting in front of the sanctuary.

“Remember, Christ sacrificed his life, the very loving power of God itself, for the sins of your body...”

Eve felt her mind wandering as the pastor droned on. She thought back to when she had been a little girl, in her own little hand-sewn dress marched in alongside her sisters to church by her mom and told all the wonderful things God and Jesus had done for her and that they loved her. The stunning imagery of the man who loved her manifesting as a nude figure nailed brutally to a pair of crossed wooden beams had filled her with drunken ecstasy back then. The miracle that God so loved the world that he gave his one and only son filled her mind with fantastical designs as a child.

Now… the ‘good news’ had devolved to ‘old news,’ and decayed further into something which could no longer even be convolved as news.

God loved her.

But… did that really change anything?

Decades of wrestling the religious tenants as she watched one church figuratively burn down into flames over the deeply religious question of whether guitars should be allowed in service, followed by the world burning up in fever at the pestilence of an insidious virus left her face to face with a dead, non-existent, or apathetic God who cared too little to have prevented either. She shook her head and pushed these blasphemous thoughts from her mind as her eyes drifted over to Dan. He tipped his head one way to listen to Kim’s facts and another to whisper words of reassurance to Peter.

A faint smile rested on her lips.

Perhaps, in Dan, God had given her what she needed. Or perhaps it was just random luck to have met him in college. In either case, as he looked back up to her after having said something to Peter, the look of warmth in his eyes reassured her. She sighed and continued ignoring the sermon as Dan gave her a little smile just parting his lips enough to let one side of it turn ever so slightly smug. Eve swallowed hard as a lump formed in her throat feeling a slight tinge of sexual fear in her body. It came to nowhere near the level of true concern, rather just enough of a stare, just enough of a knowing nod, to raise her fight-or-flight prey instincts ever so slightly giving the slightest of tickle to her abdomen. The fact that, even in church, her husband could make her feel that arousing tinge of fear which quickened her pace and dampened her pussy brought a slight tremble to her lips.

Service proceeded as planned.

Christ died, same as every year.

Christ rose, same as every year.

They sang hallelujah, same as every year.

Coffee and donuts were served afterwards, same as every year.

“So, there is nothing for Easter for us?” Peter grumbled.

“Are Grandma and Grandpa coming this year?” Kim asked.

Dan replied, “They’re not in good enough health to travel right now. Besides, over the last few years, we just… kind of… got out of the habit of having them over.” A knowing glance passed between Eve and Dan at his words. Dan’s parents’ insistence that a pandemic-era election had been stolen from the rightful winner, even years later, served as a painful thorn in the already strained relationship between parents and grandparents. Mercy came in that such topics were not discussed around the children, who blissfully believed Grandma and Grandpa existed in a world of sweet cakes and gifts free from governmental insurrection.

“I think when we get home you might see that the Easter Bunny came.” Eve offered up knowing full well that she had laid out gifts for them the night before.

“I think I saw him hopping around the backyard too, might have laid some eggs.” Dan mused.

“Bunnies don’t lay eggs. They’re mammals.” Kim grumbled.

The house offered a fresh reprieve from the pressures of church and yet they still wore their Sunday best leaving the odd sensation of being both ‘at church’ but not at church floating through Eve’s mind. She absentmindedly began readying the crock pot for the roast as the kids headed upstairs to change into play clothes. Unlike his normal routine of following the kids up, Dan lingered by the kitchen hearing the last of the small feet clomping their way up the stairs. Eve was about to cover the roast with water when a warm, firm chest pressed against her back and her soft buttocks found themselves warmly cradled by her husband’s crotch. She set the cup of water down on the counter as his left arm wrapped about her waist and a gasp came to her lips as his right hand swung in from between her legs pressing firm fingers against the coarse fabric of her panty hose right over her pussy. She whimpered lightly enjoying the beautiful sensation of being prey caught in a deliciously sexy trap as her mind reveled in the beautiful thought that her husband of nearly two decades still considered her flesh worthy of trapping.

These beautiful sensations titillated along with dancing fears as her half-lidded eyes stared out the kitchen window which opened onto their sunny backyard.  She prayed to god, even though her heart doubted he would listen, that no errant eyes of a neighbor glanced towards their kitchen window in that particular moment, as Dan’s delicious middle finger pressed in tracing firm circles against her clitoris melting away her will to resist him despite the few layers of fabric which parted her sexual sensitivity from his loving caress. “Does this feel good?” He purred sensually deep in her ear.

“Yes.” She breathlessly gasped out. If nothing else, the caress served to heighten her desire to quit the suddenly hateful nylon stockings and panties before submitting her womanhood over to her husband to serve as his plaything.

“Too bad you wasted this outfit on church. This dress and these shoes are so sexy on you.” Dan whispered deep and gravely into her ear.

She relished the fact that he even desired to still explore pleasure with her body after all these years. His adoration shone brightly through her mind crowding out the tired old miracle of the cross and the kitschy manufactured fun of eggs and bunnies for the Easter festival itself.

Unlike God’s love, her husband’s love stood right there, massaging sweet pleasure through her body.

Unlike God’s promise of abstractly existential joy, achieved only through service to the kingdom of Jesus, her husband silently promised her even more sexual pleasure should they secure the desperately necessary privacy and space to enjoy one another.

The concept that her husband had infinitely more motivation to give her pleasure than God had to give her joy crossed her mind. In that moment of weakness she entertained the thought. She comforted herself knowing that God could forgive her for the blasphemous thoughts in her mind. For what woman could be blamed for her actions during the delightfully vulnerable moments that a man quite literally had his finger on her pleasure button.

He turned her around to face him and she threw arms over his shoulders doing nothing to prevent his hand from spreading her legs open to allow him further access to her womanhood. One benefit of the clumsy heels presented itself immediately as the stilt-like things gave her enough height to kiss her tall husband naturally without rising to tippy-toes or feeling him stoop over to reach her. His finger began to quiver longingly as he opened his mouth for a deeper kiss. She knew Peter always did a fast job of changing clothes and even faster when he was motivated. Even worse, her mother senses began tingling as some deep, connectional bond told her that she would have to stop making love to her husband for the sake of the love of their children. She broke off from the kiss and gasped out a warning, “my lipstick is a good color on you.”

The stared deep into one another’s eyes. He squinted at her, and she glanced towards the staircase silently letting him know time had drawn short. A look of acknowledgment passed between them. She watched in terror as disappointment crossed his eyes and his head drooped.

Their prior conversations over the cold, dark, and sometimes sexless years of their marriage flashed through her mind. Her repetition of “I’m too tired to make love tonight” had turned into her husband’s definition of frigidity. It grew so frosty that he accused her of letting it dance along the edge of reneging on marriage vow of ‘to cherish and adore.’ Pain came to her soul remembering the words he had once spoken to her long ago, during a bitter dispute about her unwillingness to get physical. He vowed that he would never force her endure the process of sex, but would appreciate anything she was willing to let him have. The only words which came to her mind that could serve as reply to this claim were disgusting, horrible things that only ‘certain kinds of women’ would say. She could not say those words, however. Her mouth grew dry, her soul wilted, and her mind turned to mush as every protective instinct within her body crashed against those wretched words no woman dared speak aloud, save for street harlots braying for customers in the night. 

Her husband treated her as if she cared for sex as much as she cared for brussels sprouts.

But…

Had he not heard her moans in his arms?

Had he not heard her scream in the night?

Back in the heady pre-children days of their twenties, she had spent entire nights wearing not a stitch on her body gloriously riding his cock to paradise time-and-time again.

Did he not see her doing that?

Of course, she wanted to have sex with him. However, saying such words out-loud immediately conjured forth the image of her mother jabbing a bitter finger of condemnation directly into her very soul itself and shrieking into her mind with the voice of God, “it’s better if you to die with dignity than to live as a hell-bound slut. Never degrade yourself in front of a man by saying you want sex!” Somehow, years of marriage and children failed to drive this image from her mind as the warning applied even to her own husband.

Over time, they slowly agreed upon a sexual truce in which they would, in stolen moments, find little glimpses of pleasure together. Peter aging away from needing continuous care helped as well as her gaining an understanding that Dan didn’t require the amazing, noise-complaints-from-the-apartment-neighbors type sex of her twenties, just simply that she be available to him. It still felt trepidatious, from time to time, and Eve knew she danced delicately along the razors edge of love and frigidity. More than the accusation, Eve hated how the very virtues which gave her womanhood value also punished her husband’s loving desire.

She saw his soul die a little on the inside as his hand fell slightly away from her crotch, she gripped his suit jacket tightly and desperately needed to communicate her true intent to him. The words “I want it” could not leave her mouth. She spoke the only thing she could say, without feeling the word “slut” branded with fire cross her chest and her soul descend to its rightful place in hell, as she whispered, “I’m not saying ‘no.’”

Such a double-negative served as close as any woman like Eve could conjure to saying “yes.”

“Yay! Easter Baskets!” Peter gleefully shouted out as he bounded into the kitchen. Quick as a flash, Dan’s hand quit its position between Eve’s legs and wrapped around her waist in a loving, but still kid-appropriate embrace. With his other hand he quickly wiped at his mouth hoping his wife’s gorgeous red lipstick had not rendered his lips pink as Eve desperately blew out a sigh hoping that her cheeks were not too red from the blush of pleasure that had just been there moments before. She plastered on a broad, fake smile across her face and tried to not let her voice crack as she replied “Yes, my little Peter-rabbit dear, let’s see if the bunny brought you anything special today.”

White carpet, off-white couches, and dark-wood accents decorated the cluttered front-room of their house. In some years past the area would have served exclusively for the entertainment of guests had been pressed into service for every activity imaginable over the past few years. The cacophony of décor ranging from selectively decorated bookshelves for Zoom-meeting backdrops, to piles of remote-learning homework to extended storage of exercise and cooking equipment (dedicated to losing and gaining weight, respectively) cluttered the pandemic-scarred former front room. One space, bearing an overstuffed loveseat, had been cleared in their occasional efforts to return the once formal room to its prior utilization but many months and perhaps a few garage sales would be necessary to fully purge the burden of the recent years of chaos. On this loveseat sat two brightly colored baskets empty of any significant décor save for the gifts they were intended to hold. Eve sighed remembering the long-ago time of twenty-nineteen when she would look forward to preparing exquisite and cute little arrangements for the kids. Years of stress, inflation, supply shortages, and an overall sense of utilitarianism had drained gift giving down to the existential element of merely providing the gift. The result remained appreciated as Peter danced around waving his new battery-operated game in the air, a cheap knock-off of “Operation” and Kim smiled happily at her gift of a historical non-fiction book. A few peanut-butter eggs disappeared into the mouths of both children and parents in that twinkling of a moment before Dan sat down with a pack of triple-A batteries and a screwdriver to bring lights and noise to the toy.

Dan nodded towards Kim saying, “you can read more of your book after you take your brother out into the backyard to hunt for Easter eggs.” Kim looked up over the pages and asked, “are there any with Reese’s cups in them?” Dan gave a wry smile saying, “I think there’s a few.” She plunked down the book as a gleeful smile spread across her face, but Peter protested, “I want to play with my toy first.”

Eve swallowed hard and announced, “I’m going to go upstairs to change.”

She looked at him as he loaded batteries into the back of the toy. Eve sighed, sensing her window of opportunity had slipped, leaving both her own desire unfulfilled and her husband disappointed. Dan said, “I’ll be up shortly,” and glanced up at her and gave a wink which spoke volumes more than any words could have in that moment.

Her lower lip quivered in trepidation as she mounted the stairs while Dan mediated the best of all imaginable worlds for the kids. Sex while the kids were awake seemed dangerous at best and sex on Easter day itself felt palpably sinful as she still wore the very dress that she had gloriously shouted praises to God in.

For a few minutes, she managed to do little more than pace about nervously overthinking what she should ‘do’ in order to prepare herself for her husband. Sunlight glinted in through their open bedroom window bringing a bright, cheery feel to the room which did not at all match the lewd service it would soon be pressed into. The simultaneously appealing and mortifying prospect that it was only a matter of moments before he came up and had his way with her body challenged her heart and soul. It was Easter, for Christ’s sake (quite literally) they should be focusing on the fruits of the spirit, not the pleasure of the loins. Still, the caress he had given her earlier did fill her abdomen with an intoxicating warmth which called out for more. Pressed into a short-hemmed dress, wearing the spiritual armor of make-up, anointed with the sacred incense of Calvin Klein, and adorned with her ‘pearly-gate’ colored pearl wedding jewelry, Eve had prepared her body to be in the presence of God. If anything, she felt too well dressed for her husband to merely take. “Like pearls before swine” she muttered pondering how her sacredly decorated and anointed body would soon fulfill the crude and carnal desires of a man. The thought made her blush.

Finally, she settled on making the bed and removing her nylon hose. Despite their sheer-slimming appearance, they complicated the process of sex exponentially and there was no good way to deal with them in the heat of the moment. She also slipped off her silver high heel shoes and set them off to the side next to her closet. 

A cocky smile on an ever-so slightly stubbled face peeked in through the door as it slid open allowing her broad-shouldered husband to enter. Her earlier assertions of “swine” felt inappropriate now that she stood in his presence looking up into the eyes of the man who had helped define her life as wife and mother. She pondered the strange dimorphism that in the absence of her husband, God filled the void in her mind bringing forth painful reminders of her shortcomings in serving his cause while in the presence of her husband God seemed to fall silent as she remembered the love that she received from a man physically present in her life in a way infinitely more real than the remote spiritual being.

He quietly closed the door behind him sealing it shut and squaring up in front of her saying, “we have some time. I hid the eggs very well and told them they could play and read as much as they liked afterwards because it’s a holiday.”

A lewd gleam crossed his eyes as he stepped in close to her. Her mouth fell open slightly as his wanton carnality felt infectious. A desire not to just share love with her husband but to do something naughty began to well in her heart. Her body quivered like a rabbit about to find itself in the jaws of a fox and yet the darker parts of her psyche wanted to go there, to feel him take her apart piece by piece slurping away at her sweetness like a sugar-fluffed peep marshmallow as he consumed the sacred temple of her body for his basal pleasure.

He wrapped his arms about her pulling her in tight for a sensual kiss. Eve sighed as she returned the kiss and wrapped her smooth, pale arms around his waist feeling the warm, soft cloth of his suit jacket resting just above his warm, powerful chest compress slightly beneath her touch. She felt his hand slide down across her back and caress sweetly across her buttocks. It wouldn’t be long now. The dress could be lifted easily, and nothing save for a pair of black, cotton panties separated her womanhood from the man who would be so wretched as to consume it for his own pleasure on the very day of the Lord’s resurrection. He pulled her buttocks tight against him and she felt the familiar bulge at his crotch through his pants as it firmly pressed against her abdomen reminding her what she was about to be used for. The penitent callings of her spirit fought wildly against the building excitement in her body ushering in a new sense of overthought paralysis to her actions. She wanted to spread her legs and let him take her. She wanted to break the kiss and remind him of the plethora of reasons why they shouldn’t be doing this. She wanted to do both at the same time and yet neither so badly that her only solace came from the fact that she did not need to decide on her own as she felt his hand begin squishing salaciously against her ass squeezing her left cheek. That sweet, ego-boosting thought that her body could still drive a man to carnal desires floated through her mind once more. The battle within her crystallized around a singular covenant upon which all sides could beat their swords into plow shears by.

She would not partake in the carnal joys of sex on Easter.

Instead, she would simply give her husband what he wanted.

Sacred religion found satisfaction in the performance of her wifely duties while her body warmed gleefully at the thought of what her husband wanted to do to it. He broke the kiss with her, and she felt confident the next words to come from his lips would be to strip off her dress and spread her legs. She would do just that, not because she wanted to do so like a hell-bound slut, but because she was satisfying the demands of an obedient wife and submissively giving her husband what he wanted.

“Taste me.” He said.

Eve’s heart sank while her pussy salivated at his words. The fantasy of merely lying still and uninvolved through the process of sex fluttered away like cremation ashes. As he towered strong and disreputable over her, Eve fantasized that she better do what the dangerous and rebellious looking man told her to do or else he would hurt her. This, of course, was pure fantasy as her husband had barely ever raised his voice and had never struck her or the children. He placed his hands on her shoulders and pressed gently down guiding her to her knees. She obeyed. She knelt at the altar of her husband’s sexual desire and prepared his cock for her feast as she unzipped his black slacks and freed the purple-headed beast which resided within with ceremonial intentionality. Licking her bright, red and now slightly smudged lips, she opened her mouth wide feeling the smooth purple tip and vein-covered fleshy shaft of his manhood penetrate her face filling her mouth with the firm, soft sensation of his cock. She prayed to a God who probably didn’t like her anymore that none of the neighbors would glance through the windows to see her on her knees administering her husband an Easter blowjob while in her Sunday dress.

Groans of pleasure rumbled from above and she cast her eyes skyward to see her husband hunched over in pleasure. She felt his warm fingers weave deliciously through her hair as he caressed her head briefly before warmly spreading across her back. She knew better than to expect him to grab her head and force his cock down her throat as she had clarified many years ago that such behavior would not be tolerated and could lead to the suspension of blowjobs for good. For her part, she slurped and lapped at the wiggly little bit of frenulum just beneath his purple head feeling the tickly little bit of flesh massage her tongue same as she massaged it.

“Good girl, Eve.” Dan growled sensually in her ear as she glanced down at his shaft seeing a pink-colored ring from her lipstick fall across the ‘high-watermark,’ such as it was, formed by her gentle thrusts against her husband’s cock. “That feels so wonderful.” He breathlessly exclaimed. With those words, Dan fed Eve manna of encouragement from above which gained her enough confidence to cup her hand beneath the bulbous, hairy pair of testicles just behind the cock she was suckling on. She massaged the two little organs in her grasp, feeling their plump, ripe mass roll around in their little fleshy sack in the palm of her hand.

“Oh, Eve!” Dan sighed out in pleasure raising his head skyward in an attitude of near-orgasmic prayer. Eve continued plying away sweetly at his cock until Dan’s hand reached down and caressed her cheek with his thumb saying, “You have to stop, or else I’ll cum in your mouth. I have something else in mind.”

Eve quit sucking on his cock and leaned her head back breathing in a sweet gasp of fresh air. She had almost not noticed that she had been holding her breath. He reached down his hands and helped her back up to her feet though Eve felt confident she wouldn’t be upright for long. She moaned lightly as his hands slid down along her breast and abdomen reaching her hips before continuing down to caress her bare legs. She gasped and whimpered as his firm; strong fingers rose between her legs sweetly dancing along her inseam until his thumbs hooked over the fabric at the bottom of her panties. She held onto his shoulders for support as his hands busied themselves with sliding away her cotton panties. As she felt the last fabric of protection for her womanhood fall helplessly down to crumple against her ankles a cold chill seemed to pass through her mind.

What was she doing?

Easter was supposed to be a day for celebrating God’s glory and fun activities for children.

Her mind swam unable to cope with the reality she faced as her husband’s hand once again slid up along her leg before finding the soft, furry lips of her pussy. She quivered as his middle finger penetrated the folds of her flesh finding her clitoris. With one caress, her head snapped back, and her mouth fell open as all religious fervor drained from her. Amongst the fireworks of overpowering pleasure, a trickle of disappointment pained the back of her mind.

Armor of god

Discipline of the faithful

Righteous womanhood

Spiritual strength

She had none of it. With one little caress, her sex-obsessed husband had defeated her before she could even mount a rational rebuke or pious sermon. Was he rubbing off on her? Was she becoming just as corrupt, and lust filled as him?

Slut

The voice cajoled her from within her own mind as he continued to massage her driving wanton pleasure through her body, and she clung desperately to the very man who fed deliciously poisoned desire into her body. Conflict split her soul from her womanhood as to what she should do next. 

“Up on the bed.” He commanded.

Whatever hope she could have possessed to escape Easter sinless in the eyes of Jesus collapsed along with her body as she fell horizontal cross the bed. She closed her eyes not wanting to watch her own horrific failure to maintain the sanctified spirituality of the day. For a moment, nothing happened, and this felt oddly disconcerting as typically her husband wasted no time in taking possession of her body. She felt his warm hand grasp onto her bare foot and lift it before she felt cold leather touch her toes. She opened her eyes. Dan had shed his suit jacket and his pants such that now he wore only his button-down shirt which stuck out at the bottom along the shirt tail almost comically so where his hard, erect cock tented the fabric away from his body. She watched as he slid her silver high-heeled shoe back onto her foot. “These are sexy as hell on you.” He purred and even she had to admit that the juxtaposition of the gentle warmth of his powerful hands and the strict firmness of the leather shoe did feel erogenous. He did the same to the other side and part of her wondered if he was merely going to redress her again and chastise her for being a slut.

She shook her head. No. Men don’t think that way. They just…

Her thought cut off mid-way as she felt him spread her legs bringing the hem of her dress up about her waist laying her delicate pussy open for him. She felt the weight of the bed shift and trembled as his cock pressed curiously against her labia briefly before finding its way in and penetrating her as deeply as the soldier’s spear had penetrated Lord Jesus on Good Friday. She gasped as he slid over her and she felt his fancy button down shirt press warmly against her own Sunday dress as their two bodies intermingled as one. Deep down below, she felt his cock throb hot and firm inside her body as he grunted in animalistic desire giving her a satisfied sneer of roguish delight. Leaning forward he turned his head slightly and she felt his warm, powerful lips press against her own as they shared a kiss drinking deep from one another’s lips as he began rhythmically thrusting inside her bringing tantalizing delight to her with every penetrative domination. He broke the kiss letting her gasp for air as she felt his powerful chest press against her own. Despite her religious reservations, Eve had to admit that sex on Easter felt incredible. She had truly come dressed in the best she had to offer in terms of dress, jewelry, and makeup all of which was still on her body giving her a confidence in her appearance that no sweaty midnight half-opened flannel pajama sex could compare to. The sunlight streaming in through the nearby window cast a glowing reflection across her husband’s handsome face and gave the entire experience a light, airy feel as opposed to the dark wrestling of a desperate night.

Dan tipped his head to the side and whispered into her ear saying, “I’ve never defiled a church lady before.”

Eve’s eyes went wide. She had never thought of herself as a stereotypical church lady but… well… dressed in her Sunday best, anointed with perfume and dripping with fancy jewelry all of which had been on full display in the sanctuary barely half-an-hour ago she did indeed live up to the stereotype of a church lady. The fantasy began to matriculate in her mind even further as her husband continued thrusting. He nuzzled his head beneath her chin, and she felt him lay a suckling kiss across her neck which made her sigh submissively.

Yes, she was a church lady.

One that had failed.

She failed to protect her purity.

She failed to defend her dignity.

She failed to consummate her chastity.

Dan, the rogue, had defeated her and now she had no choice but to give up the prize he sought from her. No more could she stand before God and say that she had never had sex on the glorious day of Jesus’s resurrection. She had well and truly failed, lost even, and now she had no choice but to give the victor his prize that he would collect from her soft and defenseless body.

As these thoughts began to percolate through her mind, her legs, all of their own accord flexed in their positions spread out to either side of her and she brought her shod feet closed in around her husband’s buttocks feeling his ass move against her shod ankles in tempo to the sensation of his delicious thrusts. She had been defeated and had no choice now but to give the victor his prize as she felt his cock growing even stronger and deeper inside her body.

How deep was he now?

He felt even deeper than normal as the smooth, muscular walls of her womanhood stretched meekly around his powerful cock which forced her open. It felt as if he spread open not only her vagina but also began a delicious assault against her cervix though getting details on the sensation grew difficult as raw, animalistic pleasure over-ruled most finer sensations. The firm pack of his pubic bone pressed spectacularly against her clitoris grinding sweet pleasure into her body.

Could he go deeper?

Part of her wanted to find out while the other part of her reasoned that she had been defeated and, like a good girl who has lost to a man, she owed it to him to give up every bit of her sweet, sexual prize. As he drew near to cumming, she flexed her legs pulling him in deeper such that her body began to widen and allowed even deeper penetration than before. He grunted loudly and she gave one final inward kick ramming her crotch down onto his. The world blurred as her eyes crossed and her tongue lolled out from her mouth. What little remained of her conscious mind slipped away and she grew aware of the incredible, hot explosions of pleasure titillating their way through her body. Even more, the sublimely sweet sensation of being skewered, completely forced open to accommodate the power of a man within her sacred space, overwhelmed her. With one final thrust, he moaned nearly at a shout as a breathless shudder of mindless mystical mayhem overtook her body.

It was Easter…

…and he had just found her eggs.

The irregular pulsations of hot sticky cum squeezing deep inside the spaces where children would grow pulsated deep within her. Gratitude for their decision to try for a third child tickled the back of her mind, because she knew what it felt like to be fucked to pregnancy and this absolutely felt like getting fucked to pregnancy. As the Bible says, it felt as if his will over-shadowed her own and her body meekly obeyed accepting his strong seed deep within her womanly core. She whimpered as spasms sprung up randomly through her arms and legs and her mind could conjure no words or thoughts of its own in that delicious mid-afternoon orgasmic snack that she provided to her powerful and rebellious husband.

After what felt like an eternity of paradise singing sweet praises to her purple-headed king, her husband slid out of her and flopped down on the bed next to her. They both panted in exhilaration and exhaustion.

“Happy Easter, my sweet Eve.” Dan said out between pants of pleasure.

“Happy Easter.” She replied slowly letting her legs stretch back down into a more natural position than spreadeagle.

A knock came to their door and they both snapped to attention. Hastily, Dan slid his pants back on as Eve sat up and straightened down her dress to hide the fact that she wore no panties.

“Mom, Dad, we already found all the eggs in the backyard and came back in. What’s taking you so long?”

Dan checked briefly to make sure the two of them were decent and wiped away the pink smear from his lips with the back of his hand before he opened the door to Kim and a happy, dancing Peter. Kim gave an annoyed look and asked “you’re still dressed? What are you guys doing up here?”

“Uh. we were just…um…”

“Your dad and I were hunting Easter eggs up here.” Eve announced.

They all looked at her and she gave Dan a knowing wink as she continued, “He found every one of mine.”
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