
        
            
                
            
        

    
Prologue

I’ve wanted my Mara since I was old enough to understand what wanting really felt like.

She’s thirty-eight, soft in all the places my girlfriends never quite manage to be—curvy hips that sway when she walks in those modest sundresses, full breasts that strain just enough against cotton to make a man’s jaw clench, and that sweet, slightly shy smile she gives everyone like she’s apologizing for being so goddamn beautiful. My uncle—her husband—doesn’t deserve her. He’s a good guy, sure. Decent job, decent jokes, decent everything. But decent isn’t the same as hungry. And I’ve been starving for her for years.

I’m twenty-five now. Built from college lifting and construction summers, cocky enough that girls text me first, charming enough that my mom still brags about me at book club. I know how to smile, how to lean in, how to make a woman feel like the only person in the room even when there are twenty other people watching. I’ve fucked my way through half the sorority houses in a fifty-mile radius and still come home every holiday thinking about Mara’s mouth. About how it would feel if she ever stopped pretending she didn’t notice me looking.

Easter Sunday. The whole damn family is crammed into my parents’ backyard—long tables, pastel tablecloths, kids running with plastic eggs, ham in the smoker, deviled eggs sweating under plastic wrap. Everyone’s loud, laughing, passing wine and beer. I’m leaning against the deck railing in a black button-down with the sleeves rolled, jeans that fit just right, watching her.

She’s wearing pale yellow today. Thin straps, soft fabric that clings when she bends to pick up a dropped napkin. Her dark hair is loose, catching the spring sun. Every time she laughs at something my uncle says, I feel it in my teeth.

I push off the railing and start toward the cluster of aunts and cousins near the dessert table. Time to say hello properly.

She sees me coming. Her eyes flick up, widen just a fraction, then soften into that warm, welcoming look she saves for family.

“Happy Easter, sweetheart,” she says, already stepping forward for the usual hug-and-cheek-kiss routine we’ve done a hundred times.

I smile slow. “Happy Easter, Mara.”

She rises on her toes like always. I bend down like always.

Except this time we both turn our heads at the exact same second.

Lips meet lips.

Not cheek. Not air-kiss near the corner of her mouth.

Full, soft, warm mouth against mine.

For one heartbeat I freeze. Then instinct takes over. I don’t pull back. I press in—just enough to feel the tiny inhale she makes, just enough to taste the faint sweetness of whatever lip balm she’s wearing. My hand slides to the small of her back like it belongs there, holding her a fraction longer than polite.

Someone wolf-whistles. My cousin Travis yells, “Get it, cousin!” Laughter erupts around us—loud, good-natured, the kind of family teasing that thinks this is adorable.

I finally break the kiss, slow, letting my bottom lip drag against hers as I pull away.

Her cheeks are flushed pink. Her eyes are huge, glassy, pupils blown. She blinks fast, like she’s trying to remember how breathing works.

“Oops,” I say, voice low, just for her. My thumb brushes the dip of her spine before I let go. “Wrong cheek.”

The family’s still laughing. My uncle—fucking oblivious—claps me on the shoulder. “You two are too cute. Come on, give her another one for the ‘gram!”

Mara’s mouth parts. No sound comes out.

I grin, all teeth and promise. “You heard the man, Aunt Mara.”

Her gaze darts to her husband, then back to me. She’s trembling—just a little. The good kind.

And I know, right then, that we’re not stopping at two.




Chapter 1

My uncle’s voice cuts through the laughter like he’s directing traffic. “Come on, you two! One more for the ‘gram. Make it good this time.”

The backyard erupts again—clapping, whooping, phones already up. My mom’s giggling like a teenager, Travis is filming on his phone, and even the kids are chanting “Kiss! Kiss! Kiss!” like it’s a playground game.

Mara’s still frozen where I left her, cheeks flaming, lips parted and shiny from that first accidental brush. Her eyes lock on mine—wide, panicked, pleading, and something darker underneath. Something that says please don’t stop.

I step in close again, slow, deliberate. My hand finds her jaw this time, thumb grazing the soft skin under her chin, tilting her face up exactly how I want it. She doesn’t resist. Doesn’t even breathe.

“Relax, sweetheart,” I murmur, low enough that only she hears. “They think it’s cute.”

Then I kiss her again.

Not polite. Not accidental.

I take her mouth like I’ve been waiting years to do it—because I have. Slow at first, lips sliding over hers, coaxing them apart. When she makes that tiny, helpless sound in the back of her throat, I deepen it. Tongue slipping past her lips, tasting her—sweet wine and sugar and the faint salt of nerves. My other hand settles on her hip, fingers digging in just enough to pull her flush against me for one filthy second. Her body softens instantly, melting into mine like she was made for it.

The family loses it. Cheers, whistles, someone yells “Atta boy!” My uncle’s laughing so hard he’s wheezing, phone raised, flash going off.

I don’t stop.

I angle her head a little more, kiss her deeper, slower, letting my tongue stroke hers in a lazy rhythm that has nothing to do with Easter and everything to do with how badly I want to bend her over the nearest picnic table. She whimpers—quiet, but I feel it vibrate against my mouth. Her hands come up, hesitant, fingers curling into my shirt like she’s not sure whether to push me away or pull me closer.

I pull back just enough to let her breathe, lips still brushing hers. “Good girl,” I whisper against her mouth.

Her eyes flutter open, dazed. Pupils huge. Lips swollen and red. She looks wrecked already, and we’ve barely started.

My uncle snaps another photo, grinning like an idiot. “Perfect! That’s going on Instagram—‘Family traditions: stealing kisses from the hot aunt.’ Hashtag blessed, hashtag Easter vibes, tagging you both.”

Everyone cracks up again. Mara tries to laugh along, but it comes out shaky. Her hand is still fisted in my shirt. I can feel her trembling—thighs pressed tight together, breath coming in little pants she’s trying to hide.

I let my thumb drag once across her bottom lip, smearing the gloss she’s wearing, then step back with a lazy grin for the crowd.

“Happy Easter, everyone,” I say, voice rougher than it should be.

They cheer like I just scored the winning touchdown.

Mara excuses herself thirty seconds later—mumbling something about needing to check on the pies in the kitchen. Her steps are unsteady. Her yellow dress clings to her ass as she hurries away.

I watch her go, cock already half-hard behind my jeans.

Uncle’s still scrolling through the photos he took, chuckling. “Man, you two are gold. She’s gonna kill me for posting these.”

I smile. “She won’t.”

Because I’m not done yet.

The cheers haven’t died down yet. Travis is still holding his phone up like he’s directing a movie, yelling, “One more angle, come on!” My mom’s wiping tears of laughter from her eyes, and a couple of the younger cousins are jumping up and down chanting “Encore! Encore!” like we’re some kind of holiday entertainment.

Uncle Dave—my aunt’s husband, the man who’s supposed to be the only one kissing her like that—lowers his phone with a big, goofy grin. “Posted! Tagged you both. Caption says ‘When your nephew steals the show AND the kisses. Family goals? #EasterKisses #FamilyTradition’.”

The group erupts again. Phones ping as notifications hit. Someone yells, “Like and comment, people!” Mara’s laugh is breathy, forced—she’s trying to play along, but her hands are twisting in the fabric of her yellow dress, knuckles white.

I pull my own phone out of my pocket, casual as hell. Open Instagram. There it is: the photo he just snapped. Mid-kiss. My hand cupping her jaw, her head tilted back, lips locked on mine, bodies pressed close enough that you can see the way her dress rides up a little on her thigh. Her eyes are closed in the shot. Mine are half-open, watching her like I’m already thinking about round three.

It’s fucking perfect.

I screenshot it. Twice, just to be safe. Then I go to my settings, pick the photo, and set it as my lock screen. No hesitation. No second thoughts.

The family’s still buzzing around us. Nobody notices what I’m doing—too busy scrolling, liking, reposting with laughing emojis and fire symbols.

I lock my phone and slide it back into my pocket, screen facing out for a second so the light catches. Mara glances over—her eyes flick to the glow, then to my face. She sees it. The image of us kissing, now staring back every time I unlock my phone.

Her breath hitches audibly. She presses her thighs together again, that telltale little shift she thinks no one notices. Her cheeks go from flushed to scarlet.

I step closer under the guise of hugging her “goodbye” for the photo op—arms around her waist, mouth near her ear.

“Every time I look at my phone now,” I murmur, voice low and rough, “I’ll see your mouth on mine. Think about how wet you got just from one kiss.”

She shivers hard against me. A tiny, involuntary whimper escapes before she bites her lip.

The family’s still laughing, oblivious. “Aww, look at them cuddling now!” my mom calls. “So sweet!”

I pull back just enough to meet her eyes. Hers are glassy, pupils blown, lips still swollen and glistening.

“Later,” I say quietly. Not a question.

She doesn’t answer. Just nods once, tiny and shaky, before slipping away toward the drink table like she needs air.

I watch her ass sway in that dress, cock throbbing behind my zipper.

My phone buzzes in my pocket—a new notification. Probably another like on the post.

I don’t check it yet.

I just smile.

Because every time that screen lights up from now on, it’s her. Us. Proof that the line’s been crossed, and I’m keeping the fucking souvenir.




Chapter 2

The laughter from the kiss photos hasn’t even faded when my mom claps her hands like she’s herding cats. “Okay, everyone! Time for the big Easter egg hunt. But this year we’re doing teams—adult pairs only. No kids allowed to hog all the good ones.”

Travis grins like the devil. “And since we’ve got our brand-new holiday couple right here…” He points straight at Mara and me. “You two are teamed up. No arguments.”

The backyard explodes again—cheers, whistles, “Awww!”s from the aunts. My uncle—still scrolling through the Instagram likes on his phone—laughs hardest of all. “Hell yeah! Let the lovebirds hunt together. Maybe they’ll find some extra eggs if they kiss every time they spot one.”

Mara’s eyes go wide. She opens her mouth to protest, but it comes out as a soft, breathy “Oh, I don’t know…” Her fingers twist the handle of the little woven basket someone shoved into her hands. Pink creeps up her neck again.

I step up beside her, close enough that my arm brushes hers. “Come on, Aunt Mara,” I say, voice low and teasing, loud enough for the crowd. “You heard them. We’re official now.”

Everyone coos. My uncle gives me a thumbs-up. “Go get ‘em, champ. Steal all the eggs—and maybe another kiss or two while you’re at it.”

The hunt starts with a whistle. Colorful plastic eggs are scattered everywhere: under bushes, behind planters, tucked in flower beds, peeking out from the grass. Kids are already shrieking and running in their own section, but the adults spread out slower, laughing.

We head toward the back corner of the yard—tall hydrangeas and a row of lilac bushes that offer a little cover. Mara walks half a step ahead, basket swinging, yellow dress fluttering against her thighs with every move. I let my eyes drag down her body, unapologetic.

She bends first—spotting a shiny blue egg half-hidden under a leaf. Her dress rides up just enough to show the backs of her soft thighs, the curve where they meet her ass. I step right up behind her, chest to her back, one hand on her hip to “steady” her.

“Got it?” I murmur against her ear.

She straightens fast, egg in hand, cheeks blazing. “Y-yes.” But she doesn’t move away. Her body stays pressed lightly against mine for a second too long.

The family’s watching from across the lawn—pointing, giggling. “Look at them! So cute!” someone yells. “Kiss for luck!”

Mara glances over her shoulder at me, eyes shy but sparkling with something nervous and hot. I grin, slide my hand from her hip to the small of her back—fingers splaying wide, thumb stroking the dip of her spine.

“For luck,” I say, and lean in.

This kiss is quick for show—lips brushing hers, soft and sweet—but I let my tongue flick just the tip of hers before pulling back. She gasps quietly, basket trembling in her grip.

More cheers. My uncle snaps another photo. “That’s my boy!”

We keep going. Every egg we find, I make sure we’re close: my hand guiding her elbow, brushing “accidentally” along her waist, pressing against her side when we crouch together behind a bush. At one point she spots a pink egg tucked low in the foliage. We both bend at the same time—her ass brushing my crotch as she reaches.

I don’t move back. Instead I lean over her, arm wrapping around her waist from behind like I’m helping, mouth at her ear. “You’re making it real hard to behave, sweetheart.”

She freezes. A tiny whimper slips out—barely audible over the distant laughter. Her thighs press together again, that telltale squeeze.

I let my hand slide lower, palm flat against her stomach, fingers dipping just under the hem of her dress for one risky second—feeling the heat of her skin, the soft give of her belly. Then I pull away like nothing happened, holding up the egg we “found together.”

“Teamwork,” I say loudly for the crowd.

They applaud. “Best couple ever!”

Mara’s breathing is shallow now. She turns to face me, eyes glassy, lips parted. “We… we should probably…”

But she doesn’t finish. Just looks up at me like she’s waiting for permission to fall apart.

I brush a strand of hair behind her ear, thumb lingering on her cheek. “We’ve got plenty more eggs to find,” I say. “And plenty more excuses to get close.”

She bites her lip—hard—and nods, small and submissive.

My cock throbs painfully against my jeans. The hunt’s only half over, and I’m already planning how to drag her deeper into those bushes the second we get a real moment alone.

Mara spots one last egg—a glittery gold one—half-buried under a low branch. She bends to reach it, dress riding up again, soft thighs on full display. I don’t hesitate this time.

I step in close, chest to her back, one arm wrapping around her waist to “help” her balance. My other hand slides up the outside of her thigh, under the hem of her dress, fingers grazing bare skin until I cup the curve of her ass.

She gasps—sharp, quiet—and straightens halfway, the egg forgotten in her hand.

“We can’t—” she whispers, voice trembling, sweet as ever. “They’ll see—”

“They’re not looking,” I murmur against her ear, lips brushing the shell of it. “And even if they were, they’d just cheer louder.”

I pull her fully back against me, letting her feel how hard I am—thick and insistent through my jeans, pressed right against the cleft of her ass. She makes a tiny, broken sound and her head falls back onto my shoulder.

My hand moves higher, slipping between her thighs from behind. She’s soaked—panties drenched, clinging to her folds. I groan low in my throat.

“Fuck, Mara. You’ve been like this since the first kiss, haven’t you?”

She nods frantically, biting her lip so hard it turns white. “Please… we shouldn’t…”

But her hips rock back anyway, chasing my touch.

I hook a finger under the edge of her panties and tug them aside. She’s slick, swollen, clit throbbing under my fingertips when I circle it once—slow, teasing.

Her knees buckle. I tighten my arm around her waist to hold her up, mouth at her neck now, kissing and sucking lightly so I don’t leave marks anyone will question later.

“Shhh, sweetheart,” I whisper. “Just let me make you feel good. You’ve been so good all day—blushing, squirming, pretending you don’t want this.”

I slide one finger inside her—easy, no resistance, she’s that wet. She clenches around me instantly, a soft whimper escaping despite her efforts to stay quiet.

I add a second finger, curling them, stroking that spot that makes her thighs shake. My thumb finds her clit again, rubbing firm little circles while I pump slowly in and out.

Her free hand reaches back, fingers digging into my hip like she needs something to hold onto. The basket with our eggs drops forgotten to the grass.

“Look at you,” I growl against her skin. “Dripping for your nephew while the whole family’s twenty feet away. Bet your husband’s still showing off that photo of us kissing. He has no idea how wet it made you.”

She shudders hard at that—whole body jerking. Her breathing turns ragged, little pants she tries to muffle against my shoulder.

I speed up just enough—fingers thrusting deeper, thumb pressing harder. She’s clenching rhythmically now, so close I can feel it building.

“Come for me, Mara,” I order quietly, voice rough. “Right here. Right now. Quiet, like a good girl.”

That does it.

She breaks—body locking up, a choked sob muffled into my neck as she comes hard around my fingers. Waves of it, pulsing, soaking my hand, her thighs trembling so badly I have to hold most of her weight. I keep stroking through it, drawing it out until she’s whimpering from overstimulation and trying to push my hand away with weak little shoves.

I ease my fingers out slowly, bring them to my mouth, and lick them clean while she watches—eyes wide, dazed, cheeks flushed crimson.

She’s boneless against me, breath hitching. I press one last soft kiss to her temple.

“Good girl,” I murmur. “Now pick up the basket. We’ve got to go win this hunt.”

She nods shakily, bends on wobbly legs to grab the fallen eggs. When she straightens, her panties are crooked, dress rumpled, lips bitten red.

I adjust myself—still painfully hard—and give her ass a light, possessive squeeze before stepping back.

“Let’s go collect our prize.”

She glances up at me—shy, wrecked, and already looking like she wants more.

We step out from the bushes together, basket swinging between us, just in time for the family to start calling winners.

They cheer when they see us.

Nobody notices how flushed she is.

Or how my hand lingers on the small of her back the whole way back to the tables.




Chapter 3

The whistle blows for the end of the hunt. Travis stands on a picnic table like a game-show host, holding up a little cardboard “Winner” sign he must’ve made in five minutes.

“And the champions are… the Easter lovebirds! Nephew and aunt extraordinaire—twenty-two eggs! Take a bow, you two!”

The backyard erupts again—clapping, whooping, kids jumping. My uncle’s already pouring champagne into plastic flutes, passing them around like it’s New Year’s instead of Easter Sunday. “To the cutest couple of the day!” he toasts, raising his glass high. “May your egg-hunting skills translate to… whatever else you two get up to!”

Everyone laughs. Mara’s beside me, basket still clutched in both hands like a shield, cheeks so red they look sunburned. She tries to laugh along—soft, shaky—but her eyes keep darting to me, then away, then back.

I step right up behind her as the group clusters for the toast. My chest brushes her back; my hips settle against her ass just enough to remind her what’s waiting. She stiffens for half a second, then melts—subtle, but I feel it.

“Cheers,” I murmur into her ear, clinking my glass against hers from behind. My free hand slides low, under the cover of the tablecloth that drapes over the edge of the picnic table we’re standing next to. Fingers trail up the back of her thigh, slow and deliberate.

She sucks in a breath—quiet, but I hear it. Her thighs part just a fraction, instinctive.

The family’s all talking at once—someone’s recounting the funniest egg finds, my mom’s snapping group selfies, Uncle Dave’s filming a little video for Instagram stories. Nobody’s paying attention to where my hand is going.

I slip under her dress again. Panties still damp from earlier—more than damp now, slick and hot. I tug them aside with one finger, find her swollen clit, and press down with the pad of my thumb.

Mara jolts—small, controlled—and her flute trembles in her grip. Champagne sloshes. She covers it with a quick giggle that sounds too high, too nervous.

“Easy, sweetheart,” I whisper against the shell of her ear. “Drink your champagne. Smile for the family.”

She lifts the glass to her lips with shaking fingers. Takes a sip. I reward her by sliding two fingers inside her—slow, deep, curling right against that spot I found in the bushes.

Her knees buckle slightly. She leans back into me for balance, ass pressing harder against my cock. I’m rock-hard again, throbbing against her through my jeans. She has to feel it—has to know how badly I want to bend her over this table right now.

I start a slow rhythm—fingers thrusting in and out, thumb circling her clit in tight, relentless loops. She’s clenching around me already, so wet I can hear the faint slick sound if I listen close enough over the chatter.

Uncle Dave turns toward us, grinning, phone up. “Smile, you two! One more for the ‘gram—champions’ toast!”

Mara forces a smile—lips parted, eyes glassy. I don’t stop. If anything, I go deeper, harder, curling my fingers on every stroke.

She comes fast this time—silent but violent. Her whole body locks up, inner walls pulsing around my fingers in hard, rhythmic spasms. A tiny whimper escapes before she bites it back, disguised as a cough. Her free hand grips the edge of the table so tight her knuckles bleach white.

I keep my fingers buried inside her through the aftershocks, stroking gently now, letting her ride it out while she pretends to smile for the camera.

Flash. Click. Uncle Dave lowers the phone, laughing. “Perfect. You two look so happy together.”

Mara’s breathing in shallow little pants. She’s trembling against me—legs barely holding her up.

I finally ease my fingers free, smooth her panties back into place with a final teasing brush over her oversensitive clit. She shivers hard.

Then I bring my hand up—casual, like I’m just adjusting my sleeve—and lick my fingers clean right behind her, where only she can see if she turns her head.

Her eyes flutter shut for a second. When they open again, they’re dark, needy, and so fucking submissive it makes my cock twitch.

The toast breaks up. People start drifting toward dessert, kids chasing each other again.

Mara turns in my arms—slow, like she’s moving through water. Her voice is barely a whisper.

“I… I need a minute. To… breathe.”

She slips away toward the house, steps unsteady, dress clinging to her thighs where she’s still wet.

I watch her go, licking the taste of her off my lips one last time.

Then I follow.

She doesn’t head to the kitchen like I expect. Instead, I watch her slip through the sliding glass door, past the crowd still lingering over dessert trays, and disappear up the stairs inside the house. Her yellow dress catches the hallway light for a second before she’s gone.

I give it thirty seconds—long enough that it doesn’t look suspicious, short enough that she doesn’t have time to lock me out or change her mind. Then I follow.

The downstairs noise fades as I climb: laughter, clinking glasses, kids yelling about leftover candy. Up here it’s quieter. Cooler. The guest bedroom door at the end of the hall is cracked open, just an inch. Soft afternoon light spills out.

I push it wider with my palm.

Mara’s standing at the foot of the bed, back to me, hands braced on the quilt like she’s trying to steady herself. Her shoulders rise and fall too fast. She hasn’t fixed her hair or her lipstick. She hasn’t even turned on the light.

She knows I’m coming.

I step inside. Close the door behind me. Turn the lock with a soft, deliberate click.

She flinches at the sound—but doesn’t turn around.

I cross the room in three strides. Press up behind her, chest to her back, hands sliding around her waist to pull her flush against me. My cock’s been hard since the bushes; now it notches right against the cleft of her ass through our clothes.

“Thought you needed to breathe,” I murmur into her neck, lips grazing skin. “Looks like you needed something else.”

She shivers. “We can’t… not here. Not with everyone—”

“Everyone’s downstairs eating pie and scrolling through photos of us kissing.” I slide one hand up to cup her breast—full, soft, nipple already peaked under the thin fabric. I pinch lightly through the dress. She gasps. “Your husband’s probably showing off that last toast pic right now. Telling everyone how cute we are.”

Her head falls back against my shoulder. “This is wrong…”

“Yeah.” I bite the side of her neck—gentle, but enough to make her whimper. “And you’re so fucking wet for it.”

My other hand dives under her dress again. Panties shoved aside in one rough tug. She’s still slick from earlier—dripping, swollen, clit throbbing when my fingers find it.

I spin her around fast. Push her back until her thighs hit the edge of the mattress. She sits—half falls—onto the quilt. I step between her legs, spread them wide with my knees.

“Look at me,” I order.

Her eyes lift—wide, glassy, pupils blown. Lips parted. Cheeks flushed so deep it’s almost purple.

I drop to one knee between her thighs, shove her dress up to her waist, and hook her panties to the side. Then I lean in and lick a long, slow stripe up her slit.

She cries out—sharp, too loud—and clamps a hand over her mouth.

I don’t stop.

I eat her like I’m starving: tongue flat and broad, then pointed, flicking her clit, sucking it between my lips, dipping inside her to taste how sweet she is when she’s this turned on. Her hips buck against my face; fingers thread into my hair and pull hard.

“Quiet, sweetheart,” I growl against her pussy. “Unless you want them to come up here and see what a needy little slut their sweet aunt really is.”

She sobs behind her hand—muffled, desperate. Her thighs tremble around my ears.

I slide two fingers back inside her, curl them, pump fast while my tongue works her clit in tight circles. She’s clenching already, so close again.

“Come on my tongue,” I demand. “Right now. Before someone knocks.”

She breaks.

Her whole body arches off the bed—back bowing, thighs clamping around my head, a choked, keening sound muffled into her palm as she comes hard. Waves of it, pulsing against my mouth, flooding my tongue. I lick her through every shudder, every aftershock, until she’s twitching and pushing weakly at my head.

I rise slowly, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand. She’s sprawled on the quilt—dress rucked up, panties askew, chest heaving, eyes unfocused.

I lean over her, brace one hand beside her head, the other popping the button on my jeans.

“Turn over,” I say, voice low and rough. “Ass up. We’re not done.”

She hesitates—just a second—then obeys. Sweet, submissive, perfect.

She rolls onto her stomach, then pushes up onto her knees, face pressed to the quilt, ass presented. I shove my jeans and boxers down just enough. My cock springs free—thick, leaking, aching.

I notch at her entrance, rub the head through her slick folds once, twice.

“Tell me you want it,” I growl.

“Please…” Her voice is wrecked, barely there. “Please… fuck me.”

I thrust in—hard, deep, all the way in one stroke.

She muffles a scream into the quilt. I don’t give her time to adjust. I grip her hips and fuck her—fast, rough, the bed creaking under us. Every thrust makes her gasp, makes her push back for more.

Downstairs, someone laughs. A door opens somewhere. Footsteps on the stairs.

I don’t stop.

I lean over her back, mouth at her ear. “You feel that? That’s what you’ve been missing. Every time you kiss him goodnight, you’re gonna think about this—me inside you, stretching you, owning you.”

She comes again—sudden, violent—clenching so tight around me I almost lose it. I fuck her through it, chasing my own release.

When it hits, I bury deep and spill inside her—hot, thick pulses that make her whimper and shake.

I stay there a moment, breathing hard, cock twitching inside her. Then I pull out slowly, watch my cum leak out of her, drip down her thigh.

I tug her panties back into place—trapping it inside her.

“Keep me there,” I whisper, kissing the small of her back. “All the way home with your husband. Every time you shift in the car, you’ll feel it.”

She makes a broken little sound—half sob, half moan.

I help her stand on shaky legs. Smooth her dress down. Fix her hair with my fingers.

“Smile when you go back down,” I tell her. “Act normal.”

She nods—dazed, wrecked, beautiful.

I unlock the door. Slip out first.

By the time she comes downstairs a minute later, I’m already back at the dessert table, chatting with Travis like nothing happened.

She rejoins her husband. Smiles sweetly when he kisses her cheek.

But when her eyes meet mine across the yard…

They’re still dark.

Still hungry.

And we both know this isn’t over.




Chapter 4

The tables have been cleared of deviled eggs and replaced with platters of glazed ham, scalloped potatoes, asparagus, and baskets of rolls still warm from the oven. People are milling around, filling plates, finding seats. The sun’s dipping lower, casting long golden shadows across the yard.

I spot her first—coming back from inside the house, smoothing her dress like she thinks it’ll hide how thoroughly I just wrecked her upstairs. Her steps are careful, thighs pressed close together. I know exactly why: my cum’s still inside her, trapped by those soaked panties, leaking a little with every movement. She hasn’t had time to clean up properly. Good.

She hesitates near the buffet table, plate in hand, scanning for a spot. Her husband’s already seated at the far end with my dad and a couple uncles, laughing about some fishing story.

I pat the empty spot on the bench beside me—then pat my thigh instead.

“Come here, Aunt Mara,” I call, voice loud enough to carry, playful and cocky. “Best seat in the house.”

The table nearest us erupts—Travis snorts beer through his nose, my mom claps like it’s the sweetest thing she’s ever seen, a couple aunts go “Awww!” in unison.

Uncle Dave looks over, grins wide, waves his fork. “Go on, babe! Sit with the champion egg-hunter. He earned it.”

Mara’s eyes flick to him—then to me. Her cheeks flame again, but she doesn’t argue. She walks over on unsteady legs, plate balanced like a shield. When she gets close, I hook an arm around her waist and tug her down onto my lap before she can sit beside me.

She lands with a soft gasp—ass right against my crotch. I’m already half-hard again just from watching her try to walk normally. The contact makes me thicken instantly, pressing up against her through my jeans.

The family laughs harder. Someone yells, “Get a room!” but it’s all jokes, all affection. No one thinks twice.

I settle her more firmly, one arm banded around her waist to keep her pinned, the other reaching around to take her plate from her trembling fingers. I set it on the table in front of us.

“Relax,” I murmur into her ear, low enough that only she hears over the chatter. “They think it’s cute.”

She’s rigid at first—spine straight, breathing shallow. But when I shift my hips just slightly, grinding the ridge of my cock against her soaked center, she melts. A tiny, involuntary roll of her hips answers me.

I pick up a bite of ham with my fork, bring it to her lips.

“Open,” I say quietly.

She parts her lips. I slide the fork in, watch her take it, cheeks hollowing as she chews. Her eyes flutter closed for a second.

“Good girl,” I breathe against her ear, lips brushing the shell. “Take another.”

I feed her slowly—potatoes next, then a spear of asparagus dripping butter. Every time she swallows, I rock up into her just enough to remind her I’m right there, thick and insistent under her ass.

She’s squirming now—subtle, trying to hide it. Her dress is bunched between us; no one can see how I’ve shifted so the zipper of my jeans lines up perfectly with her slit through the thin fabric of her panties.

I lean in closer, mouth at her ear again.

“You’re still dripping with me, aren’t you?” I whisper. “Feel that? That’s my cum leaking out every time you move. Gonna soak right through your pretty yellow dress if you keep grinding like that.”

She whimpers—soft, barely audible—and presses down harder, seeking friction. Her nails dig into my thigh under the table.

I drop my voice even lower. “Reach back. Undo my zipper. Slow.”

Her hand trembles as it slips between us. Fingers fumble with the tab, then the zipper. The sound is lost in the noise of forks clinking and family talking.

She frees me—careful, quiet. My cock springs up, hot and heavy against the damp cotton of her panties. I tug the fabric aside just enough with my free hand, notch the head at her entrance.

“Sit,” I order.

She hesitates—one heartbeat—then sinks down.

The stretch makes her bite her lip hard enough to leave marks. I feel her take every inch—slow, inch by inch—until she’s seated fully, my cock buried to the hilt inside her again. She’s so wet, so full of me already, that it’s easy. Sinfully easy.

She lets out a shaky breath that sounds almost like a sob.

I wrap both arms around her now, one hand splayed on her stomach to hold her down, the other picking up another bite of food like nothing’s happening.

“Eat,” I tell her, feeding her another forkful. “Smile. Talk to your husband when he looks over.”

Across the table, Uncle Dave glances our way, still grinning. “You two look cozy! Don’t let him hog all the ham, Mara!”

She forces a laugh—high, breathless. “He’s… being very generous.”

I rock up into her—subtle, shallow thrusts disguised as shifting to get comfortable. Each one makes her clench around me, ripple along my length.

I whisper right against her ear while I feed her another bite.

“Every time you laugh for them, I’m gonna fuck up into you a little harder. Every time you tell him you’re ‘fine,’ I’m gonna grind right against that spot that makes you shake.”

She’s trembling now—full-body shivers she tries to hide by leaning into my chest. Her plate’s almost empty. Mine too. But I don’t care about food.

I’m close already—been edged all day—and she’s fluttering around me like she’s seconds from coming again.

“Gonna fill you up twice today,” I murmur. “Once upstairs. Once right here, with your husband watching you smile and thinking how cute we are.”

Her head drops forward for a second—forehead against my shoulder—as a quiet, broken moan escapes. She comes silently—clenching so tight it drags me over the edge with her.

I bury deep and pulse inside her—hot, thick spurts that mix with what’s already there. She milks me through it, hips rocking in tiny, helpless circles.

When it’s over, I stay buried. Let her sit there, full and leaking, while I kiss the side of her neck once—soft, innocent-looking.

Then I lift her plate, set it aside, and call out cheerfully, “Seconds, anyone?”

The family cheers. Passes more food.

Mara stays on my lap the whole meal.

No one questions it.

They just keep smiling.

I don’t thrust hard. I don’t need to.

I rock up into her in slow, lazy rolls—barely moving my hips, just enough to slide a little deeper, then drag back, then press in again. Each subtle pump makes her inner walls flutter and squeeze around my cock like she’s trying to pull me in farther. She’s so full already—my first load still leaking out around me, mixing with how wet she stays—that every glide feels obscene, slick and hot.

She’s trembling constantly now. Tiny shivers she tries to disguise by shifting her weight or reaching for her glass. Her breathing stays shallow, controlled, but I can feel her pulse racing where my lips brush her neck.

I lean in, kiss the soft spot just below her ear—slow, open-mouthed, letting my tongue flick once before pulling back. To everyone else it looks like a sweet little peck. To her, it’s a promise.

“Shhh,” I murmur against her skin. “Smile, sweetheart. They’re watching.”

She forces a laugh—high and breathy—when Travis cracks another joke across the table. I reward her by grinding up in a slow circle, the head of my cock dragging right over that swollen spot inside her.

Her nails dig into my forearm under the table. Hard.

My uncle—her husband—leans back in his chair, wiping his mouth with a napkin, grinning at us like we’re the entertainment.

“You two are something else,” he says, shaking his head fondly. “Mara, you look like you’re about to melt right into him. Careful, kid,” he adds, pointing his fork at me with mock sternness, “keep that up and she’s gonna start calling you ‘honey’ instead of ‘nephew.’”

The table roars. My mom swats his arm playfully. “Dave! Leave them alone. They’re adorable.”

Travis jumps in, smirking. “Yeah, but seriously, man—watch out. Those two keep going at it like rabbits, you’re gonna have to start locking the bedroom door at night.”

More laughter. Someone yells, “Get a room!” again, but it’s all good-natured, all teasing. Uncle Dave just chuckles and raises his glass in a mock toast.

“To young love—and to my wife finally finding someone who can keep up with her appetite.”

Mara’s laugh comes out strangled. She buries her face against my shoulder for a second, pretending it’s shyness. Really, it’s because I chose that moment to pump up into her again—slow, deep, holding there while I flex inside her.

She clenches hard around me in response—almost painful—and a fresh gush of wetness coats us both.

I kiss her temple, then her cheek, then turn her face gently with my fingers so I can take her mouth properly. Not a quick peck this time. A real kiss—slow, languid, tongue sliding against hers while the family whoops and claps like it’s a show.

I keep rocking into her through the kiss—steady, unhurried rhythm. In… out… in… grinding deep on every upstroke so she feels every thick inch stretching her. Her tongue tangles with mine desperately, like she’s trying to swallow the moans I’m forcing out of her.

When I finally break the kiss, her lips are swollen, shiny, eyes glassy and unfocused.

Uncle Dave whistles. “Damn, son. You kiss like that and she’s gonna forget my name by dessert.”

Everyone cracks up again.

I grin over her shoulder at him. “Don’t worry, Uncle Dave. I’m just… making sure she’s comfortable.”

Mara whimpers—soft, muffled against my neck. Her hips rock back in tiny, helpless circles now, chasing the friction even though she knows she shouldn’t.

I slide one hand up under her dress—hidden by the tablecloth—and find her clit with my thumb. I rub slow, firm circles while I keep pumping into her—shallow now, teasing, keeping her right on the edge.

She’s shaking so hard the fork in her hand rattles against the plate.

“Eat your pie, sweetheart,” I whisper, cutting a small bite of apple pie with my free hand and bringing it to her lips. “Open.”

She obeys—lips parting on a shaky breath. I feed her the bite. She chews slowly, eyes locked on mine, pupils blown wide.

“Good girl,” I breathe. “Take another.”

I feed her again. And again. All while my cock slides in and out of her in that same lazy rhythm, thumb never stopping on her clit.

She comes like that—sudden, silent, violent. Her whole body locks up, thighs clamping around my hips, inner walls rippling and pulsing around me in hard waves. She buries her face in my neck to hide the way her mouth opens on a soundless cry. I feel her soak me—fresh heat flooding down my shaft, dripping onto my jeans.

I don’t stop moving. I ride her through it, drawing it out until she’s whimpering tiny, broken pleas against my skin.

When she finally stills—panting, limp against me—I kiss her forehead softly.

“See?” I say loud enough for the table to hear, voice casual. “Told you I’d take good care of her.”

The family laughs again. Uncle Dave raises his glass one more time.

“To the happiest couple at the table.”

Mara lifts her head just enough to smile—weak, dazed, beautiful.

Her eyes meet mine.

They say more.

And I know we’re nowhere near finished.

The pie plates are mostly empty now, but nobody’s in a hurry to leave the table. Wine’s flowing, stories are getting longer, and the sun’s low enough that string lights have flicked on overhead, turning the backyard into a soft, glowing haze.

Mara’s still on my lap—has been for the better part of an hour. My cock’s buried inside her, thick and unhurried, every slow roll of my hips pushing just a little deeper before easing back. She’s so slick, so full of me, that each glide feels like velvet heat. Her dress hides everything; the tablecloth does the rest. To the family, she just looks cozy, flushed from the wine and the attention.

I kiss her again—slow this time, lips lingering, tongue slipping in just enough to taste the apple pie sweetness still on her. She melts into it, a tiny sound vibrating against my mouth that only I can feel. When I pull back, her eyes are heavy-lidded, lips parted and wet.

Travis leans forward, elbows on the table, grinning like a shark. “You know, Dave, you better start being careful. Look at those two. They’re gonna make a whole pack of bunnies.”

The table explodes with laughter. My mom covers her mouth, eyes sparkling. An aunt fans herself dramatically. “Lord, Travis, watch your mouth in front of the kids!”

Uncle Dave just chuckles, shaking his head as he tops off his glass. “Hey, if my wife’s finally got some color in her cheeks, I’m not complaining. Been a while since she looked this… happy.”

He winks at Mara. She tries to laugh—comes out as a shaky exhale. I choose that exact moment to thrust up slow and deep, holding there while I flex inside her. Her nails bite into my thigh hard enough to bruise.

“See?” Travis says, pointing with his fork. “She’s practically glowing. Careful, Uncle Dave—next family gathering she’s gonna show up pregnant and blame it on the Easter ham.”

More roaring laughter. Someone snorts so hard they choke on their wine. Uncle Dave waves them off, still grinning ear to ear. “Nah, nah. She’s just enjoying the company. Right, babe?”

Mara nods quickly—too quickly. “Y-yes. It’s… nice.”

Her voice cracks on the last word because I’ve started a steady, shallow rhythm again: in… out… in… grinding the base of my cock against her clit on every upstroke. She’s clenching around me in helpless little pulses, trying to stay still while her body begs for more.

I kiss the side of her neck—soft, innocent-looking—then murmur right against her ear, low enough the chatter drowns it.

“Feel that? They’re joking about rabbits while I’m fucking you full right in front of them. Every time they laugh, you squeeze tighter. You love this, don’t you? Being my dirty little secret while your husband cheers us on.”

She shudders violently. Her head drops forward for a second, forehead resting against my shoulder as if she’s just snuggling closer. Really, she’s fighting not to moan out loud.

I slide my hand up under her dress again—hidden, casual—and circle her clit with slow, firm strokes. She jerks, thighs clamping around my hips.

“Smile for them,” I whisper. “Tell your husband how much fun you’re having.”

She lifts her head, forces a bright, trembling smile across the table. “It’s… it’s been a really good Easter, honey.”

Uncle Dave beams. “That’s my girl. See? Told you she needed some young energy around here.”

The teasing keeps rolling—more rabbit jokes, more winks, more “careful, Dave” comments. Every laugh from the table makes Mara clench harder around me, her body betraying how close she is again.

I keep the rhythm slow, torturous—deep rolls that stretch her, shallow grinds that tease her clit. My thumb never leaves that swollen bud, rubbing in time with my hips.

She comes like that—quiet, devastating. Her whole body locks, breath freezing in her chest, inner walls spasming so hard it drags a low groan from my throat that I disguise as a cough. She soaks me again, fresh heat dripping down where we’re joined, probably staining my jeans by now.

I don’t stop. I ride her through it, kissing her softly—cheek, temple, corner of her mouth—while the family keeps chatting and laughing, completely blind to the fact that she just came on my cock for the third time today.

When she finally slumps against me, boneless and trembling, I press one last kiss to her ear.

“Good girl,” I breathe. “You’re doing so well. Just a little longer.”

She turns her face into my neck, hiding her expression. But her hips rock back—just once, tiny and needy—like she’s already asking for the next round.

Across the table, Uncle Dave raises his glass again.

“To family,” he says warmly. “And to whatever’s putting that smile on my wife’s face tonight.”

Everyone drinks.

Mara lifts her own glass with shaking fingers.

I thrust up once—slow, deep, possessive—while she drinks.

Her eyes flutter shut for half a second.

Nobody notices.

But we both know exactly what’s happening.




Chapter 5

The laughter around the table has settled into a comfortable hum—people leaning back in chairs, picking at the last crumbs of pie, passing around coffee mugs. The string lights overhead glow warmer now that the sky’s gone fully dark. Mara’s still on my lap, body soft and pliant against me, her inner walls still fluttering faintly around my cock from the last slow orgasm I coaxed out of her. I’ve kept the movements minimal for the past few minutes—just tiny, lazy rocks to keep her simmering, to keep her full and aching without drawing attention.

She’s breathing in shallow little sips now, head resting lightly against my shoulder like she’s just drowsy from the long day and the wine. Her fingers are loosely curled in my shirt, and every so often she gives the tiniest shift of her hips, like she can’t help chasing the stretch even though she knows she should stop.

I kiss the top of her head—casual, affectionate—then speak up, voice carrying just enough to cut through the chatter without sounding forced.

“Hey, Aunt Mara’s looking pretty tired over here,” I say, rubbing slow circles on her lower back for everyone to see. “Long day, all that egg hunting and… excitement.” I let the word hang with a playful grin. “Maybe she should just spend the night instead of driving back. Plenty of guest rooms upstairs. No sense risking the roads when she’s this wiped out.”

The table perks up immediately.

My mom nods right away. “Oh, absolutely. Mara, honey, you do look a little flushed. Stay! We’ve got the pull-out in the den made up, or the spare bedroom’s all yours. Dave, you’re welcome to crash too if you want.”

Uncle Dave glances over, still smiling easy and oblivious. He’s had a couple beers himself, cheeks ruddy. “Nah, I gotta get back—early meeting tomorrow. But you’re right, babe. You’ve been running around all day. If you’re beat, stay. I’ll pick you up in the morning, or you can Uber home whenever. No big deal.”

Mara lifts her head slowly, eyes meeting his across the table. Her voice comes out soft, a little hoarse from all the quiet moans she’s swallowed. “I… I am pretty tired. If it’s not too much trouble…”

“Not at all!” my mom insists, already standing up to clear a plate. “You’re family. Stay as long as you need.”

Travis smirks, raising his coffee mug. “Yeah, and maybe the ‘cute couple’ can share a room. Keep the rabbit jokes going.”

The table chuckles again—lighter now, winding down. Uncle Dave just shakes his head fondly. “You kids. Fine, babe. Text me when you’re up tomorrow. I’ll swing by with coffee.”

He leans over to kiss her cheek—quick, husbandly. She turns her face just enough for it to land. I feel her clench around me at the contact, a tiny involuntary spasm that makes my cock twitch inside her.

Uncle Dave stands, claps me on the shoulder as he passes. “Take good care of her tonight, champ.”

I meet his eyes, smile slow. “Always do.”

Mara slides off my lap carefully—slow, deliberate—her dress falling back into place as she stands on unsteady legs. A faint sheen of sweat on her upper lip, thighs pressed tight together. I stand right behind her, one hand on the small of her back like I’m steadying her.

“Come on,” I murmur, loud enough for the table. “Let’s get you upstairs before you fall asleep standing.”

A few more “goodnights” and “sweet dreams” follow us as I guide her toward the house. Her steps are careful, measured. I can feel the way she’s leaking—my cum, her wetness—trickling down her inner thigh with every movement. She doesn’t dare look back at the table.

We cross the threshold into the cooler air of the house. The noise of the party fades behind the sliding door. I don’t rush her up the stairs—not yet. I let her take them one at a time, my hand never leaving her back, thumb stroking the base of her spine.

At the top landing, the hallway’s dim—only the nightlight from the bathroom spilling soft yellow. Guest bedroom door is still cracked from earlier.

I push it open wider, guide her inside, then close it behind us. Lock clicks.

She turns to face me the second the door shuts—eyes wide, glassy, lips parted like she’s been holding her breath the whole walk up.

I step in close, crowding her until her back hits the wall beside the bed.

“You did so good down there,” I say quietly, voice rough. “Sitting pretty on my cock while they joked about us fucking like rabbits. Smiling for your husband while I filled you up again.”

She whimpers—soft, broken—and her hands come up to fist my shirt.

“I… I couldn’t stop coming,” she whispers. “Every time they laughed…”

I cup her jaw, thumb dragging across her bottom lip. “I know. And now you’ve got the whole night. No more hiding. No more pretending.”

I kiss her then—hard, claiming, tongue deep and possessive. She melts into it instantly, moaning into my mouth, hips rocking forward to grind against me.

I break the kiss just long enough to peel her dress up over her head. It hits the floor. Panties next—drenched, sticky with both of us. I shove them down her legs, help her step out.

Naked now except for the flush covering her skin.

I back her toward the bed until her knees hit the mattress. She sits, then lies back when I push gently. I strip fast—shirt, jeans, boxers—cock springing free, still slick from her.

I crawl over her, settle between her thighs, notch at her entrance.

“Look at me,” I order.

Her eyes lock on mine—sweet, submissive, desperate.

“Tell me what you want tonight.”

She swallows. Voice barely above a whisper.

“You. All night. Please… don’t stop.”

I thrust in—slow this time, letting her feel every inch, letting her adjust to being filled again without the risk of eyes on us.

She arches, gasps, fingers digging into my shoulders.

“Good girl,” I growl against her mouth. “Now we’ve got time.”

I start moving—deep, steady strokes—and she wraps her legs around me like she never wants to let go.

Downstairs, the party’s still going.

Up here, it’s just us.

And I’m not letting her sleep anytime soon.

The door’s locked. The house noise is a distant murmur—laughter, clinking dishes, someone putting on music downstairs. None of it reaches us up here. The guest bedroom is quiet except for our breathing, the soft rustle of sheets, and the wet sounds we’re already making.

Mara’s naked on her back, legs parted, chest rising and falling fast. Her breasts are flushed, nipples tight and dark against pale skin. I’m kneeling between her thighs, cock still slick from being inside her all through dinner. I stroke myself once, twice, watching her eyes follow the motion—hungry, submissive, a little afraid of how much she wants this.

I shift up her body, straddle her ribs, knees bracketing her sides. My cock rests heavy between her breasts—thick, veined, glistening.

“Push them together,” I tell her, voice low and rough.

She obeys instantly—hands cupping the soft undersides, pressing her tits tight around my shaft. The warmth, the give, the sight of her cleavage swallowing me—it’s filthy and perfect.

I start to move—slow at first, sliding between the plush valley she’s made for me. Her skin’s still damp from sweat and everything else we’ve done today. Every thrust makes her breasts bounce gently, nipples brushing my abs.

“Look at you,” I growl. “Tits made for this. Made for me to fuck.”

She whimpers, eyes locked on where my cock disappears and reappears between them. Her tongue darts out to wet her lips.

I lean forward, bracing one hand on the headboard, the other tangling in her hair to tilt her face up.

“Open your mouth, sweetheart. Suck the head every time it comes close.”

She parts her lips eagerly. On the next thrust I push forward farther—enough that the tip slides past her lips. She seals around it, tongue swirling, sucking hard like she’s starving. I groan low in my throat, hips stuttering.

“Good girl. Just like that. Clean me up—taste yourself all over me.”

She moans around the head, vibrations shooting straight to my balls. Her hands squeeze her breasts tighter, creating more friction as I pump between them, faster now, slick sounds filling the room.

I pull back just enough to let her breathe, then feed her more—deeper this time, letting her take half my length before sliding back down between her tits. She chases it with her tongue, lips pursing, trying to keep me in her mouth longer each time.

“You’re so fucking good at this,” I rasp. “Bet your husband never fucks your tits like this. Never makes you suck him while he’s sliding between them. But you love it, don’t you? Love being used.”

She nods frantically—eyes glassy, cheeks hollowed as she sucks again.

I keep going—alternating shallow thrusts between her breasts and deeper ones into her mouth—until my balls are tight, aching, precum smearing across her skin.

When I’m close—dangerously close—I pull out of her mouth with a wet pop, shift lower, and notch at her entrance again.

“Spread wider,” I order.

She hooks her legs over my hips, opening herself completely.

I thrust in—hard, deep, bottoming out in one stroke. She cries out, back arching, nails raking down my back.

I don’t give her time to adjust. I fuck her steady, powerful—each thrust driving her up the mattress.

“Gonna breed you tonight,” I growl against her ear. “For real this time. No more games. No more pulling out. Gonna fill this tight little pussy over and over until you’re dripping with me. Until it takes.”

Her eyes widen—shock, heat, submission all at once.

“You—you can’t…” she whispers, but her legs tighten around me, heels digging into my ass to pull me deeper.

“Can’t?” I laugh low, dark. “Watch me. You’ve been leaking my cum all day. Walking around with it inside you while your husband kissed your cheek and called us cute. Now I’m gonna pump you so full it sticks. Gonna breed you like the rabbits they joked about. Make your belly swell with what’s mine.”

She sobs—half protest, half plea—and clenches hard around me.

“Say it,” I demand, slowing just enough to grind deep, circling my hips so she feels every inch. “Tell me you want it. Tell me you want me to breed you.”

Her voice breaks. “I… I want it. Please… breed me. Fill me up. Make it real.”

That’s all I need.

I fuck her harder—faster—bed creaking under us, headboard thumping the wall. She’s loud now—moans she can’t hold back, nails scoring my shoulders.

I pin her wrists above her head with one hand, the other sliding between us to rub her clit in tight circles.

“Come for me,” I growl. “Come while I breed you. Milk every drop.”

She shatters—back bowing, thighs shaking, pussy clamping down so hard it drags me over the edge with her. I bury deep and come—hot, thick pulses flooding her, spilling out around my cock as I keep thrusting through it.

I don’t pull out.

I stay buried, grinding slow, letting her feel me softening inside her while my cum leaks out.

When her breathing evens, I kiss her—slow, deep, possessive.

“We’re not done,” I murmur against her lips. “All night. Every position. Gonna keep you full until morning. Until you can barely walk when he comes to pick you up.”

She shivers, nods weakly, already rocking her hips in tiny circles like she wants more.

Downstairs the party’s winding down.

Up here, it’s just starting.




Chapter 6

She’s still trembling from that first deep load when I pull out slowly—watching the thick white spill from her swollen pussy, coating her thighs, dripping onto the quilt. Her chest heaves, eyes half-lidded and glassy, but her hips lift instinctively like she’s already empty without me.

I don’t let her stay that way.

I flip her over onto her stomach, hands gentle but firm on her hips. “Up on your knees, sweetheart. Show me how bad you want it.”

Mara obeys—pushing back onto all fours, ass presented, back arched beautifully. Her dark hair spills across the pillow, cheeks still flushed, lips bitten red. She glances over her shoulder at me—shy, needy, completely surrendered.

I settle behind her, knees bracketing her thighs, and slide back in with one long, slow thrust. She moans into the mattress—muffled, but desperate. I’m still hard, still leaking, and she takes me so easily now, walls fluttering around every inch like they’re trying to keep me there forever.

“Fuck, you’re perfect like this,” I growl, hands gripping her hips hard enough to leave faint marks. “Ass up, pussy dripping, begging to be bred again.”

I start moving—deep, measured strokes that bottom out every time, balls slapping softly against her clit. Each thrust pushes more of my cum out around my cock, making obscene wet sounds that fill the quiet room.

She pushes back to meet me, rocking in rhythm, whimpering every time I grind deep.

“Tell me again,” I demand, leaning over her back, chest to her spine, mouth at her ear. “Tell me what you want me to do to you tonight.”

Her voice cracks—breathless, wrecked. “Breed me… please… fill me up again… make it take…”

I reward her with a harder thrust—sharp enough to make her gasp. “That’s right. Gonna pump you so full you’ll feel it for days. Every time you sit down tomorrow, every time you move, you’ll remember my cock stretching you, flooding you. Your husband’s gonna kiss you goodbye in the morning and have no idea his wife’s already carrying what’s mine.”

She sobs—pleasure and shame twisting together—and clenches so tight I nearly lose it.

I pull her up by the hair—gentle but controlling—until her back is arched against my chest, one arm banded around her waist, the other sliding down to rub her clit in fast circles.

“Ride it,” I order. “Fuck yourself back on me. Show me how badly you want my baby.”

She does—hips rolling, ass bouncing against my pelvis, taking me deeper with every backward thrust. Her moans turn high and broken, body shaking as another orgasm builds fast.

I keep talking—filthy, relentless—right against her ear.

“Gonna come inside you again. Gonna count every load tonight. One… two… three… until you’re so stuffed you can’t hold it all. Until it’s leaking down your thighs when he picks you up tomorrow. You’ll smile at him, kiss him, and feel me dripping out of you the whole drive home.”

That breaks her.

She comes hard—whole body seizing, pussy clamping down in rhythmic pulses that milk me relentlessly. I bury deep and follow—second load spilling hot and thick, adding to the mess inside her. I hold her there, grinding through the aftershocks, letting her feel every pulse, every drop.

When it finally slows, I ease her down onto her side—still buried inside her from behind, spooning her close. My hand cups her lower belly possessively.

“Two,” I murmur, kissing her shoulder. “Two loads already. We’re just getting started.”

She’s panting, boneless, but she reaches back to thread her fingers through my hair.

“More…” she whispers. “Please… don’t stop…”

I smile against her neck. “Oh, I won’t.”

I start moving again—slow rolls this time, building her back up while she’s still sensitive. After a few minutes, I pull out, flip her onto her back, and settle between her thighs again.

“Legs around me,” I tell her.

She wraps them tight. I slide back in—easier now, slick with both our releases—and fuck her missionary, face-to-face, kissing her deep while I thrust.

This round is slower—more deliberate. I watch her face every time I bottom out, watch her eyes roll back, watch her mouth fall open on silent cries.

“Three,” I growl when I come again, flooding her a third time. “Gonna keep going until you can’t walk straight.”

She nods weakly, already rocking up to meet me even as tears of overstimulation slip down her temples.

We lose count after that.

Her on top—riding me slow and deep, tits bouncing, hands braced on my chest while I grip her hips and thrust up to meet her.

Against the wall—her legs wrapped around my waist, back pressed to the cool plaster, me fucking up into her while she clings and sobs my name.

Back on the bed—face-down again, ass in the air, me pounding hard until she comes screaming into the pillow.

Each time I finish inside her—hot, thick, claiming. Each time I whisper more breeding talk: how she’s mine now, how her body’s already changing, how she’ll have to hide the evidence from everyone but me.

By the time the sky outside starts to lighten—gray dawn creeping through the curtains—she’s a trembling, dripping mess. Cum leaks steadily from her swollen pussy, pooling on the sheets. Her thighs are slick, marked with fingerprints and faint bites. She’s come so many times she’s barely coherent—just soft whimpers and pleas for “one more.”

I pull her close one last time, spooning her from behind, cock sliding back inside her with a wet squelch. I don’t thrust hard—just shallow rocks, keeping her full.

“Sleep now,” I murmur against her hair. “Rest while you can. When your husband comes to get you… you’ll still be leaking me.”

She shivers, nods weakly, and finally lets her eyes close—exhausted, sated, utterly claimed.

I stay buried inside her as her breathing evens out.

The house is quiet now. Party long over.

But we both know: this isn’t the end.

It’s only the beginning.




Epilogue

Sunlight slants through the kitchen blinds in thin gold bars across the tile floor. The house is quiet—everyone else still asleep or gone home. Coffee’s brewing on the counter, filling the air with that dark, bitter scent, but neither of us cares about breakfast.

Mara’s bent over the stove, palms flat on the cool granite countertop, yellow sundress from yesterday shoved up around her waist, straps pulled down so her full breasts spill free. They sway with every rough thrust I give her from behind—soft, heavy, nipples brushing the edge of the counter every time I bottom out.

She’s dripping—still full from last night, still leaking me with every slow, deliberate stroke. Her thighs tremble, knees locked, ass pushed back to meet me like she can’t get enough even after hours of it.

I’ve got one hand wrapped around the front of her throat—not choking, just holding—keeping her head tilted back so I can kiss and bite the side of her neck. The other hand grips her hip hard, fingers digging into the soft flesh I marked all night.

“Quiet,” I murmur against her skin, voice low and rough from lack of sleep. “Don’t want to wake the house yet. Not until he gets here.”

She whimpers—soft, broken—and clenches around me so tight I groan into her hair.

We’ve been at it since dawn. Slow at first—waking her with my cock sliding back inside her while she was still half-asleep, still sticky and swollen. Then harder. Faster. Until she was begging into the pillow, until I filled her a final time just as the sky turned pink.

Now it’s lazy again—deep, possessive rolls of my hips that make her breasts bounce and her breath hitch every time I grind against that spot inside her.

The front door opens.

Footsteps in the hall.

Uncle Dave’s voice—cheerful, oblivious—calls out from the entryway.

“Babe? You up? Brought coffee and those donuts you like—”

He rounds the corner into the kitchen.

Freezes.

Mara’s eyes snap wide. Her body locks—pussy clamping down on me in sudden panic—but I don’t stop. I keep fucking her—slow, deliberate, letting him see every inch of me sliding in and out of his wife.

Dave’s face goes blank for a second—shock, confusion—then crumples into something raw and disbelieving.

“Mara…?”

She tries to speak—tries to say his name—but it comes out as a choked moan when I thrust deeper, making her breasts jiggle against the counter.

I meet his eyes over her shoulder. No smirk. No taunt. Just calm, certain possession.

“She stayed the night,” I say, voice steady, still buried to the hilt inside her. “Like we talked about.”

Dave’s gaze drops—takes in her dress rucked up, her tits out and swaying, the way her hips rock back instinctively even now, the slick shine coating her thighs, the way she’s trembling and flushed and wrecked.

He sees it all.

The joke from yesterday—the rabbit comments, the teasing about us being “cute,” the Instagram photos—none of it was a joke anymore.

I slide out almost all the way—slow—let him see how swollen and red she is, how she’s dripping with me, then thrust back in deep enough that her whole body jolts forward.

She cries out—soft, helpless—and her hands scrabble at the counter for balance.

Dave doesn’t move. Doesn’t speak. Just stands there, coffee carrier still dangling from his fingers, face slowly draining of color.

I lean down, kiss the back of her neck—gentle, almost tender—while I keep fucking her with the same unhurried rhythm.

“She’s mine now,” I tell him quietly. Not cruel. Just fact. “Has been since yesterday. Probably longer. You saw how she looked at me. How she came apart every time I touched her. You laughed. Called it adorable.”

Mara’s sobbing now—quiet, overwhelmed—but she doesn’t try to pull away. Doesn’t try to cover herself. Her hips still roll back to meet me, small and needy.

Dave’s voice cracks when he finally speaks.

“Mara… is this…?”

She can’t answer. Not really. Another thrust cuts off whatever she was going to say, turns it into a whimper.

I answer for her.

“She begged me to breed her last night. Over and over. Took every load I gave her. She’s full of me right now—still leaking from this morning. You can smell it if you come closer.”

He doesn’t move.

I keep going—slow, deep, letting the wet sounds echo in the quiet kitchen.

“She’s not going home with you today,” I say. “Not like this. Not when she’s this close to breaking for good.”

Mara’s shaking harder now—tears on her cheeks, but her body keeps chasing mine, keeps taking me like it’s the only thing that makes sense.

Dave finally speaks—voice small, broken.

“I… I thought it was just… family fun.”

I pull her up straighter—chest to her back, one arm around her waist, the other sliding down to circle her clit while I fuck her.

“It was,” I tell him. “Until it wasn’t.”

Mara comes then—sudden, violent—head falling back against my shoulder, mouth open on a silent scream, pussy pulsing and fluttering around me in hard waves. Fresh slick coats us both; a trickle runs down her thigh.

I don’t stop. I ride her through it, eyes still locked on Dave.

When she finally slumps—panting, boneless—I ease out slowly. Let him see the mess we’ve made: her swollen, gaping slightly, cum leaking steadily now that I’m not plugging her.

I turn her gently, kiss her forehead, then look back at him.

“You can leave the coffee on the counter,” I say. “She’ll be staying here a while.”

Dave stares for one long, agonizing second longer.

Then he sets the carrier down—hands shaking—and walks out without another word.

The front door closes softly behind him.

Mara’s knees buckle. I catch her, lift her onto the counter, spread her thighs again.

She looks up at me—eyes wet, lips trembling, but there’s something new there too.

Relief.

Surrender.

Mine.

I slide back inside her—slow, easy, home.

“Shhh,” I murmur, kissing her tears away. “It’s over. He knows now.”

She wraps her arms around my neck, legs locking around my waist.

“Yours,” she whispers.

I start moving again—gentle this time.

“All mine.”

The kitchen fills with soft, wet sounds once more.

Outside, a car starts.

Inside, she’s finally exactly where she belongs.

And we’ve got the whole day ahead of us.
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