
        
            
                
            
        

    
Her First Christmas Load

A Dirty Uncle and a Step-Niece that wants to play wife 

Prologue

I watched her shuffle sideways into the row ahead of me, backpack bouncing against her hips as she grinned at the window seat. We were flying into Boston to see my sister—her step-mother—for Christmas, a lastminute change after her original plans fell through. She looked over her shoulder and flashed me a smile that made my stomach tighten just a little.

“Hope you don’t mind sharing,” Callie said, holding up a soft plaid blanket like it was some treasured relic. 

I raised an eyebrow as I dropped into the middle seat next to her. “Seriously? We’re on a packed flight and you brought a blanket?”

She nodded, teeth biting her bottom lip as she tugged it open. “I get cold on planes. And I figured you might too.”

I tried not to notice how her hoodie was already unzipped just enough to expose the line of cleavage between soft breasts pressed tight in her tank top. Noticed anyway. Tried not to wonder if she always sat that close, if the brush of her thigh against mine was deliberate. The flight hadn’t even taken off and already the air felt warmer than it should’ve.

She tossed the blanket over both our laps, then scooted close enough that her bare leg touched mine. Her perfume smelled like vanilla and sugar and something faintly illicit.

“Comfy?” she asked.
“I was,” I muttered.
Callie grinned and leaned her head against my shoulder like it was the most natural thing in the world. 

I kept my hands in my lap. I didn’t breathe too deep. I definitely didn’t let my mind drift to how much skin she was pressing against me, or how her thigh shifted now and then like she couldn’t quite get comfortable.

God help me, I didn’t want this flight to end. 

Chapter1

The plane jolted hard —one of those sudden drops that made your stomach lurch like it had nowhere to land. Gasps echoed from rows around us, a few people clutching armrests like that would do a damn thing at thirty-five thousand feet.

Callie didn’t gasp. She grabbed my arm with both hands, fingers clamping just above the elbow, then pulled herself in so tight it was like she wanted inside my skin.

“Shit,” she whispered. “I hate this part.” 

Her voice was quieter than I’d ever heard it, and the way she clung to me wasn’t dramatic—it was instinctive. Childlike. But then again, nothing about the way her body pressed into mine felt innocent.

The blanket shifted with her. Her thigh slid fully over mine, bare knee tucked against my jeans, and her tits were against my arm now—soft, heavy, noticeable in a way I couldn’t ignore. Her breath was warm at my neck, her lips parting like she meant to say something but changed her mind.

“It’s just a bump,” I muttered. “Probably just wind shear.” 

“Mm.” She squeezed tighter, then laughed nervously against me. “You sound like you actually know what that means.”

“Just trying to sound smart so you’ll keep hanging onto me.”
Callie tilted her head back, gave me a crooked smile that made something low in my gut pulse with heat.
“You want me to hang on tighter?” she asked. 

I couldn’t answer that. Not honestly. Another bump hit—softer this time, but enough to shift her even closer. Her thigh was now across both of mine, and the blanket hid the way her hips pressed into me, the curve of her body molded to every inch of contact.

I felt the blood rushing where it shouldn’t, throbbing into hardness that had nowhere to go. She was still looking up at me. Not laughing anymore. Eyes flicking to my mouth. Then down. Then back up.

She didn’t move away.
I didn’t either. 

It happened slowly, like she was melting against me. Her grip on my arm slackened, her breathing steadied, and within minutes Callie was dead asleep with her head nestled into my shoulder, lips slightly parted.

But her body didn’t relax away from me. No.
She slid closer. 

Her thigh nestled firmly across my lap. Almost like gravity was pulling her there. Or like some buried instinct in her knew exactly what she was doing even in sleep.

I didn’t move at first—I didn’t dare. I thought maybe she’d settle differently. Or drift off further. But instead, each shift of turbulence seemed to nudge her downward… until her leg pressed right against the bulge in my jeans, forcing a sharp pulse of arousal through me so strong I had to quietly exhale.

I stared straight ahead.
Focus on the seatback.
The stitching. 

Anything but the softness of her body. Then she exhaled this tiny sigh that sounded like a content kitten. That was worse. Because that sigh vibrated against my collarbone, tickling skin that hadn’t been touched that intimately in a long time.

Her hand slid down my forearm and landed on my thigh. Rested there limply. But her palm was warm. Her fingers curved slightly inward, like they almost meant to grip.

My cock twitched hard beneath her leg.
I swallowed.
I shouldn’t. God, I shouldn’t. 

But she shifted again —this time laying more of her weight across me—and there was no denying it anymore: the friction of her thigh against my erection felt fucking incredible. I felt myself pulse harder, fuller, throbbing with each slow breath she took.

I looked down at her sleeping face. Beautiful. Young. Familiar.
Forbidden.
I didn’t move her hand.
I didn’t move her leg.
I didn’t move at all.
And the worst part?
I didn’t want to. 

It started with another small shift. Her hips rolled slightly, then her thigh slid a little higher up my lap. Not a lot. Just enough that the underside of it brushed directly across the thick ridge in my jeans.

I froze.
Then it happened again—bare skin pressing against denim, soft friction over the very worst spot to touch.
Only this time, it didn’t feel accidental.
I glanced down. 

Callie’s lashes still fluttered like she was dreaming, cheek pressed against my shoulder, breathing even. Too even.

Her hand adjusted again, fingers curling tighter around my thigh like she needed something to hold onto. That was the moment I knew she was awake. No girl asleep does that.
My cock surged beneath her leg, hard and throbbing in my jeans, painfully aware of every point of contact. She had to feel it now. No way she didn’t.

Still, she didn’t move away.
Didn’t lift her head.
Didn’t even blink. 

Just stayed right there, letting her leg rub against my cock under the blanket, warm palm resting near my knee like it belonged there.

I turned my head slightly. Close enough to smell the top of her hair. “You awake?” I asked, voice low. 

No answer. But her hips shifted again. A long, slow movement that pulled the seam of her leggings tight between her legs—pressing her right into my lap. Right onto me.

Fuck. She was grinding. 

Pretending to sleep while slowly, deliberately rubbing herself over my cock like this was just a dream she could get away with.

I clenched my fists, tried to breathe through it, but I was rock hard and trapped under her, and she wasn’t letting up. Her head shifted slightly against my shoulder. A faint exhale, like a sigh.

Then I saw movement out of the corner of my eye.
The flight attendant was back.
“Everything okay here?” she asked with a polite smile, leaning in over the aisle. “Can I get you two anything?” Callie didn’t move. Didn’t react. 

I cleared my throat, trying to keep my voice even while her niece kept dry humping my cock under the blanket like she knew I couldn’t stop her.

“No, we’re good,” I said tightly.
The flight attendant smiled and moved on.
And Callie shifted again. A subtle grind.
She fucking smirked into my shirt.
Still pretending to sleep. 

Her fingers twitched again. I didn’t react—not outwardly. Just stared forward, pulse pounding behind my eyes, teeth gritted as her hand began its slow climb up my thigh. She moved like someone still half-asleep. Lazy. Dreamy. Like none of this had weight or consequence.

But I felt every inch she gained.
One inch. Two. 

My cock ached under the denim. Full. Angry. The tip pressed thick and hard against the fly, desperate for release. I couldn’t move. Couldn’t shift away—not without making it worse, not without alerting half the row. So I stayed still, my heart jackhammering in my chest while Callie’s fingers crept closer to my zipper.

She made a quiet little sound against my shoulder.
A breathy hum. Like she was comfortable.
Like she was doing this in her sleep. Bullshit.
Her pinky brushed the hard line of my shaft through the denim. 

My hips flinched. Couldn’t help it. I tensed, jaw locked tight, trying not to groan as her fingers stilled—then came back, pressing firmer this time. She dragged the edge of her palm directly over me. Felt the shape. The size.

Her breath hitched.
Then she exhaled slow. Deep.
I looked down and caught the edge of her mouth curling upward. 

Fucking little liar. Still pretending to sleep like she wasn’t touching her uncle’s cock in the middle of a full flight, under a shared blanket, with people two seats away eating pretzels and watching cartoons.

She gave the briefest stroke —open palm, slow pressure—and then curled her hand into a loose fist around the shape of me. Not stroking, not fully grasping.

Just holding me.
Like she wanted to feel exactly what she’d done.
My cock kicked against her grip, straining up, desperate for her to move again.
She didn’t. 

She just stayed there, still and smug, her head against my shoulder and her hand cupped around my cock like it belonged to her.
Her fingers moved again, this time with purpose.

No teasing now. No hesitant little brushes. She slid her hand firmly over the bulge in my jeans—then back down, then up again, tracing the shape of me with maddening control. Like she was measuring me.

Still quiet. Still pretending nothing was happening. 

Then she shifted her head slightly. Rested her cheek higher on my chest, turning toward me just enough to nuzzle the curve between neck and collarbone. She sighed again, the softest exhale right against my skin— and at the same time, her hand found the button on my jeans.

Pop.
I stopped breathing.
She toyed with the zipper. I should’ve stopped her.
Should’ve grabbed her wrist.
Should’ve said her name. 

Instead, I looked straight ahead, throat tight, heat crawling down my neck as I felt the zipper slide slow— inch by inch—until my cock pressed forward through the opening, straining against my boxers.

Her fingers dipped inside.
Warm skin. Smooth. Delicate. 

She found me in a heartbeat. Pulled my cock out from the slit in the fabric, curling her fingers around it, her grip tentative at first, almost shy. Then firmer. Steady. She wasn’t guessing at what she was doing anymore.

I twitched in her hand, breath caught, heart pounding like I’d just run a sprint.
She stroked me.
Slow.
Fucking excruciating. 

The blanket barely moved. Just the tiniest rhythm in her wrist, her hand hidden beneath the red-and-green plaid, dragging up the full length of me and down again while passengers all around us read their magazines or drifted off to sleep.

And the whole time, she didn’t say a word. Didn’t open her eyes. 

Just stayed curled against me, breathing soft and slow like I was her goddamn pillow—while she jacked me off under the blanket.

I felt my hips shift, involuntary, pushing up into her hand.
She rewarded me with a tighter squeeze. 

My cock was slick with precum now, her palm gliding easier, faster. Every stroke made my body ache more, made it harder to keep my hands still, my face blank, my conscience quiet.

I was going to cum. 

Right there. On a full flight. With my niece’s hand wrapped around my cock and her mouth pressed against my neck like she belonged there.

I couldn’t hold it back. 

Her hand stroked me with this slow, perfect rhythm — just tight enough, just fast enough—and the pleasure built like molten metal rushing through my veins. My breath came shallow. My thighs tightened. A tremor worked up my spine until my whole body could barely stay still.

I felt it hit —the point of no return. And right then, like she felt it too, Callie’s fingers slid lower, cradling my balls for a heartbeat before wrapping fully around my shaft again and milking me with steady strokes.

I exploded. 

Cum surged hot and thick, pulse after pulse pumping into her waiting palm. My jaw clenched so hard it ached as I exhaled a broken sound that might’ve been her name if I’d had control of anything at all. The orgasm wracked through me in waves, each one hitting hard enough that my hips jerked subtly beneath the blanket.

She caught every drop of it. 

Her grip held me while I convulsed silently, while spurts of hot sticky release spilled through her fingers, coating her hand, dripping over her knuckles. She didn’t flinch. Didn’t pull away. Didn’t make a sound. She just squeezed gently—this possessive, soothing gesture—and ran her thumb over the head, spreading the slick there with wicked care, like she was appreciating the sheer volume of it.

Then—only then—she slowly lifted her face from my shoulder.
Her eyes opened.
Not sleepy.
Not confused.
Not innocent.
Wide awake.
Triumphant.
Flushed with satisfaction. 

Callie looked directly into my eyes, her lips parted, cheeks pink from excitement or arousal or both—the soft glow of the cabin lights turning her into something untouchable and entirely too close.

She whispered, voice silk and sin:
“Good.” 

Her hand stayed wrapped around me —sticky, warm, boldly unapologetic—under the blanket as she held eye contact.

She’d known exactly what she was doing the entire time.
She’d wanted this.
And now she had it. 

She held my gaze. Her hand still wrapped warm and sticky around my softening cock, hidden under the blanket like it was nothing. Like she hadn’t just jacked me off in silence on a crowded flight.

Then, slowly—deliberately—Callie withdrew her hand.
She didn’t flinch at the mess. She just brought it to her mouth.
Her eyes stayed locked on mine.
One finger at a time, she licked. 

First her middle, dragging her tongue from base to tip, catching the thick stripe of cum clinging to her knuckle. Then her index. Then her thumb. Slow. Dainty. Like she was savoring frosting from a cupcake, not licking up her uncle’s cum in the middle of a fucking plane.

My heart punched hard in my chest. Her lips were pink, slightly parted, soft from sleep and sin and the effort of taking me apart. She swirled her tongue around the pad of her finger and sucked it between her lips, cheeks hollowing just enough to make my cock twitch all over again.

She swallowed.
Smiled.
Then whispered, so soft it was almost drowned out by the hum of the engine:
“You taste good.”
I was speechless.
Still open at the fly. Still stunned. Still recovering. 

She tugged the blanket back up to her chest like nothing had happened at all. Like she hadn’t just crossed every line and burned every rule to the ground with a single stroke and a little lick.
Then she turned her head and laid it back against my shoulder.

Eyes closed again.
But not pretending anymore.
Callie curled back into me like nothing had happened. 

No trace of mischief now. Just soft, slow breaths and the casual possessiveness of a girl who clearly thought she’d earned the right to my lap, my shoulder, my warmth. She nuzzled in beneath my arm and tugged the blanket up to her chin like we were settling in for a cozy Christmas movie at home instead of sitting with her hand-slicked cum drying in her palm.

I could still feel the heat of her. 

My jeans were zipped again, but my cock hadn’t fully settled. She had that effect—like her body was magnetized to mine, dragging more out of me than I ever intended to give.

Then I heard the voice across the aisle. 

An older woman, soft Midwestern accent, whispering to the man beside her. “Honey, look at them. Aren’t they just adorable?”

Callie turned her head, bright eyes catching the movement.
The woman smiled at her. “You two make such a sweet couple. Newlyweds?”
I opened my mouth, panic crackling behind my ribs. 

But Callie beat me to it —cheerful, soft-spoken, the picture of wholesome affection.
“Thank you,” she said, sliding her hand into mine under the blanket. “We got married last spring.”

“Oh how wonderful,” the woman beamed. “We’ve been married forty years this January.” 

Callie leaned into me a little more, rested her cheek back against my shoulder. “That’s amazing. I hope we make it that long.”

I stared down at her like she’d lost her damn mind, but she gave my hand the lightest squeeze and kept smiling at the couple like she wasn’t currently jerking me around for sport.

“Do you have kids?” the man asked.
“Not yet,” Callie answered sweetly. “We’re thinking next year. He wants two. I think three.” 

The woman grinned. “Start while you’re young. You’ll never regret it.”
Callie nodded solemnly. “That’s what my husband keeps saying.”

I nearly choked. 

She didn’t falter once. No giggle, no sideways glance, not even a smirk. Just pure, glowy affection—this perfect lie dressed in sincerity. My cock twitched again in my boxers.

“And where are you two headed?” the husband asked. 

“Oh, just to visit family in Boston for Christmas,” Callie said, without missing a beat. “His sister’s place. First Christmas as a married couple. It’ll be nice to spend it together.”

She said it like it was real. 

Like she was my wife. And somehow, the lie was worse than what she’d done with her hand. Because it felt too good. Felt easy. Felt…possible.

I realized I was still holding her hand. Still hadn’t let go. 

Chapter2

The airport was chaos. 

Flights delayed. Flights canceled. People shouting into phones, clutching suitcases, pacing and sighing and trying not to cry in front of their kids. We barely made it ten feet past the gate before the giant board above us flashed CANCELED in bright red letters next to every Boston-bound connection.

Callie didn’t even blink. 

She clung to my arm like the storm was a romantic detour. Still wearing that soft wifely smile, like we were just strolling through a mall instead of being stranded in a crowded airport.

“Oh no,” she murmured, resting her head against my shoulder. “Looks like we’re not going anywhere.” I exhaled hard, dragging a hand down my face. “I’ll find us a hotel for the night. Something nearby.”

Her eyes lit up like I’d offered her a honeymoon. 

Twenty minutes later, we were standing in front of the hotel desk—sleek, quiet, tucked just off the terminal— with exhausted travelers murmuring behind us in line.

I stepped forward, already digging out my wallet. “Hi, I need—” 

“One room, one bed,” Callie said brightly, cutting me off like she belonged at the front of this conversation. She leaned against the counter, her hand still looped around my arm, all warm skin and domestic energy. “Do you have anything with a king?”

The desk attendant barely glanced up. “Let me check… ah, yes. One king, nonsmoking.”
“Perfect,” Callie chirped. I looked down at her, stunned. “Callie—” 

She smiled sweetly and squeezed my bicep. “He likes to sprawl when he sleeps,” she explained to the attendant. “Total bed hog.”

The woman behind the desk gave a polite little laugh. “It’s always the tall ones.”
I stared at her. 

Callie was blushing, giggling, playing the role like she’d been cast weeks ago. And it was working. On everyone. Especially me.

I handed over my card, numb. My niece —who just an hour ago was fisting my cock under an airplane blanket—had just booked us a single bed for the night, and no one had even questioned it.
She took the room key from the woman with a grateful smile, slid it into her hoodie pocket, and leaned up to kiss me lightly on the cheek.

“Thanks, babe.”
My whole body stiffened.
The front desk woman cooed. “Newlyweds?”
Callie answered without hesitation: “Just hit six months.”
We stepped into the elevator, and as soon as the doors slid shut behind us, she moved in.
No audience. No noise. Just quiet hums of machinery and dim golden light. And her. 

Callie pressed up behind me, slow and easy, chest to my back, arms sliding around my waist like this was just another night at home. Her cheek brushed between my shoulder blades. Then she leaned up on her toes to whisper right against my ear.

“I liked that,” she said.
I didn’t answer. I couldn’t. 

Her voice was syrup-thick, sugary and dark all at once. Dangerous in the way that made my pulse spike every time she opened her mouth.

She nuzzled in closer. “Being your good little wife,” she murmured, teeth grazing the shell of my ear. “Calling you babe. Saying we’ve been married six months. Do you think she believed me?”

Her hands smoothed over my stomach, teasing under the hem of my shirt. Her palms were warm. Familiar now. Like she knew me.
“Do you think she’d believe it,” she whispered, “if I said you came in my hand thirty minutes ago on that flight?”

I flinched, breath catching sharp in my throat. Her laugh was soft. Pleased. 

She was still hard-pressed against my back, all softness and boldness wrapped in that sweet-girl act she wore so well in public. But the real Callie—the one licking my cum off her fingers an hour ago—was humming with excitement behind me, hips swaying like she couldn’t wait to get me upstairs.

She let her hand trail lower, brushing the front of my jeans. 

“You’re hard again,” she said with a grin in her voice. “Does it turn you on, hearing me talk like that? Or is it just that we’re going to share that big bed tonight?”

I turned my head slightly, not enough to face her fully. “You’re pushing it.”
“I know,” she whispered.
The elevator dinged.
She didn’t move. 

Just gave me one more subtle press of her hips against mine before sliding around to the front of me—looking up through her lashes, innocent expression pasted on like paint over wildfire.

“You going to carry the bags, babe?” she asked, all sugar and fake shyness.
My cock throbbed against the zipper. 

I slid the key into the hotel room door, and the second the light flicked green, Callie brushed past me into the room like she lived there.
Spacious, warm, clean. One king-sized bed, sheets crisp and tucked, soft light spilling in from the bedside lamp already turned on. She set her backpack on the chair without a word and walked straight to the bed, fingers toying with the hem of her hoodie as I shut the door behind us.

I was still adjusting to the silence when she turned back to me and pulled the hoodie off over her head.
No hesitation. No theatrics.
Just gone. 

Underneath, she wore nothing but a pale-pink bralette—thin, soft cotton—and the kind of clingy leggings that molded to her hips like second skin. Then the bralette came off too. Smooth and practiced. Her tits bounced free, full and flushed, nipples already tight in the cool air. She didn’t even look at me.

She just kept stripping. Leggings. Panties. 

Everything peeled away, one layer at a time until she stood there, bare as the day she was born, completely unbothered by the fact that her uncle hadn’t said a goddamn word since unlocking the door.

Then she stretched—long and lazy like a cat—and gave a tiny sigh.
“I sleep naked,” she said, completely casual. “Hope that’s not a problem.”
My throat worked, but no words came out. 

She smiled faintly at my silence and climbed up onto the bed like it was hers. Laid out across the middle, arms overhead, one knee bent just enough to flash a perfect view between her thighs.

“This mattress is so soft,” she said. “Way better than I expected from a hotel.”
I still hadn’t moved.
Her gaze flicked to me, slow and knowing. “You coming to bed?” 

Chapter3

I didn’t answer her. 

I just stepped back, slow and deliberate, and dropped down into the chair beside the window. Cool vinyl under my palms. A single lamp cast a halo across the carpet, soft golden light that hit her just enough to make every inch of her bare skin glow.

She tilted her head.
“You’re not getting in?” 

“No.” Callie propped herself up on her elbows, breasts shifting with the movement, nipple catching the light. She bit her lip.

“Why not?”
“Because if I do,” I said, voice low, tight, “you’re not going to sleep.” 

Her eyes flared. She sat up straighter, dragging the sheet half-heartedly over her waist like it was modesty, not foreplay.

“And watching me helps?”
“Not even a little.”
She smiled. Lazy. Dangerous. Then she laid back again. 

This time her legs parted. Not wide. Just enough. Just enough that her thighs framed the soft V at the apex of her hips, bare and slick and gleaming in the low light.

My cock twitched instantly. 

She saw it. Of course she did. Her gaze drifted to my lap, slow and hungry, and stayed there. She didn’t say anything—not for a second, not until she brought one hand between her legs and let it settle over the mound of her pussy.

Still watching me. 

Her middle finger traced downward. Featherlight. Splitting the lips and drawing a slow breath from her mouth as it dipped between.

She was wet. I could see it glistening on her skin, catching the light on each lazy stroke. She sighed. “Is this what you wanted to watch?” she murmured.
I didn’t answer. 

She spread herself with two fingers and dragged the other one through again, then started to circle her clit. Small, slow movements. Her hips lifted just slightly. Her other hand slid up to cup her breast, thumb brushing over the nipple.

My cock strained against my jeans, thick and pulsing. I couldn’t move. Couldn’t even blink. She moaned once—quiet, breathy, high-pitched—and then pressed two fingers inside herself like she was welcoming something much bigger.

Her head tilted back. Her eyes stayed locked on me.
She whispered:
“Wish it was your fingers.” I didn’t move.
Didn’t answer.
Didn’t speak.
But my hand drifted to the front of my jeans. 

I was hard. Had been since the elevator. Since her palm on my cock thirty thousand feet in the air. Since that fucking smile when she licked my cum off her fingers.

I popped the button, slow and quiet.
Her eyes flicked down. 

I unzipped. Pulled myself free. The air hit me first—cool against the slick head, thick with arousal. I wrapped my hand around the base and squeezed once, exhaling slow as relief and pressure tangled in my gut. Her breath hitched.

She never stopped touching herself. 

Fingers still buried, still circling, still slow and soaked. Her hips lifted off the bed in a lazy rhythm, a metronome built to break me. And now she had a show to match it.

I stroked once.
Her eyes widened.
Another stroke. 

She whimpered. Then she sped up. Her fingers moved faster, wetter, the soft squelch of her hand between her thighs audible in the quiet room. I met her pace, slow and steady at first—fist sliding from base to tip, precum smearing thick over the head, stringing from my fingers.

“You’re so fucking big,” she breathed.
I didn’t answer. Couldn’t. 

She whimpered again and rubbed harder, thighs twitching. “You looked so good in that seat,” she gasped. “I wanted to ride you right there. In front of everyone. Didn’t care who saw.”

My fist clenched tighter around my cock, sliding faster. I was throbbing. She was dripping. Her moans grew louder, wetter, more desperate. She spread her legs wider for me and watched my fist pump up and down like she was the one controlling it.

“Are you gonna cum again?” she whispered. I gritted my teeth. My hips lifted off the chair, chasing friction.

“Let me see it,” she begged. “Please. I want to watch you finish. For me.” 

The second she said it, my grip tightened and my whole body clenched. I stroked hard, once, twice more—then came in a thick, white burst across my stomach and the hem of my shirt, jaw clenched to keep the groan from breaking loose.

Hot pulses shot through my fist, onto my skin, slick and relentless. I jerked again, and more spilled over my hand, onto the seat between my legs, the rhythm of it raw and vicious.

Callie gasped. Her fingers didn’t stop.
“Oh my God,” she whimpered. 

She stared, wide-eyed and flushed, mouth open as she watched me unload for her. Her free hand gripped the sheet. The other stayed between her legs, frantic now. She rubbed her clit in tight, fast circles, and within seconds she was writhing, thighs shaking.

“Jack—fuck—I’m gonna—”
She broke. 

Head thrown back, body arching off the bed, legs trembling as she came. Loud. Wet. Her fingers stilled only when she collapsed, twitching against the mattress, a sheen of sweat clinging to her skin.

We stayed like that for a moment —me panting, cock still twitching in my hand, dripping across my shirt. Her gasping, naked, glowing in the aftermath.

The silence that followed wasn’t awkward. 

It was thick. Charged. Possessive. She looked at me with eyes that knew exactly what she’d done.

And I didn’t feel a single fucking ounce of guilt. 

She rolled onto her side first, face half-buried in the pillow, skin flushed from her orgasm. I was still sprawled in the chair, cock softening slowly in my sticky, cum-slick fist, shirt clinging wet to my abs. Breathing like I’d run miles.

I thought maybe we were done.
Then she moved. 

Callie slid off the bed slow, fluid as water —hands first, then knees, until she was crawling toward me across the floor, completely nude. Her skin glowed in the low hotel light, tits swaying gently with every forward movement, her ass round and perfect with each slow roll of her hips.
She looked up at me as she came close. Not sheepish. Not hesitant.

Hungry.
She rose to her knees between my legs, eyes locked on mine.
“You made such a mess,” she whispered, fingers brushing along my thigh.
I still didn’t speak. Didn’t stop her. 

She leaned forward and dragged her tongue up my belly—slow, steady—catching a thick stripe of cum right above my waistband. She hummed around it, savoring the taste. Then licked again, this time lower, chasing every drop down my stomach until her tongue traced the edge of my waistband.

Then lower. She wrapped one hand around the base of my soft cock, lifting it gently—and started to lap up the spill along my shaft. Her tongue was hot, soft, reverent. She cleaned me in slow swirls, licking the head like it was the center of a lollipop, letting it rest against her tongue before dragging her mouth down the length.

Her eyes never left mine.
She wasn’t doing this to tease.
She was worshiping.
I twitched in her hand. Already starting to stiffen again.
She smirked. “Think he’s ready for round three.” 

She licked one more slow circle around the head —then took me in her mouth, one inch at a time.
Her lips wrapped around me—warm, wet silk—and I felt my cock start to thicken again the second her tongue curled under the head. She moaned softly as she sucked, like she missed the taste already. Like she wanted to draw more out of me than I had left to give.

She wasn’t shy about it. 

Her hand kept a firm grip at the base, fingers slick with spit and leftover cum as she stroked me in rhythm with her mouth. Her tongue moved in slow, steady laps under the head, coaxing life back into my cock, and it responded like she’d cast a fucking spell.

I was growing in her mouth. Fast. 

She took me deeper —inch by inch—eyes fluttering shut, cheeks hollowing. Her throat worked hard to relax, and then I felt it: the soft press of the back of her mouth, the slight flutter of tension as she swallowed around me.

My jaw clenched. “Callie—fuck.” She moaned again, the sound muffled but desperate, and pushed down further.

She didn’t gag.
She didn’t stop. 

Her nose brushed my skin. Her hand let go entirely as she held me down her throat, tongue pressed under the shaft, soft and perfect. She stayed like that—full, still— until her throat began to twitch around me, muscles squeezing involuntarily.

I felt her breathing through her nose, body shivering from effort or arousal or both. 

Then she pulled back slow. Let me slide free from her lips with a wet pop, saliva stringing between the tip and her tongue.

She gasped softly, eyes wide, cheeks red. “Didn’t think you’d fit,” she whispered, voice raw, breath hot across the slick head.

I was fully hard again. Slick with spit. Throbbing. And she smiled like she’d done me a favor. 

Chapter4

Callie licked her lips slow, the taste of me still fresh on her tongue, eyes gleaming with that same glint she’d had ever since she pulled that damn blanket over us on the plane.

Then she stood up. Unhurried. Brazen. Still naked, her body a flushed, glistening map of sin. Her thighs were damp. Her nipples peaked. She gave a stretch like a cat—arms over her head, tits lifting, hips cocking to one side—and sighed like she was tired from all the fun.

“I think I need a shower now,” she said, voice light, sweet with mock innocence. She turned away, taking a step toward the bathroom like she hadn’t just reduced me to a panting, sticky mess.

I stood.
“You little brat.”
She froze.
Turned back, smiling. “What?” 

I was already grabbing her wrist. She let out a gasp—half-laugh, half-challenge—as I yanked her back toward me and tossed her onto the bed face-first. Her knees hit the mattress, elbows catching her forward, ass up, legs splayed wide in the most obscene fucking position imaginable.

“Jack—!”
“Quiet.”
I climbed up behind her in a single stride and grabbed her hips hard, pulling her back toward me. 

“You think you can just crawl across the floor, suck my cock like you own it, and then walk away?” I growled, leaning in, mouth close to her ear. “You think I’m gonna let you sashay into a fucking shower like you didn’t just come all over your fingers for me?”

Her breath hitched. She arched her back instinctively.
“You’ve been a filthy little tease since the minute we boarded that plane.”
Smack.
Her ass bounced under my hand, skin already pink from the contact.
“Touching me in public—”
Smack.
“Licking my cum off your fingers in front of me—”
Smack.
She moaned into the sheets, gripping the comforter tight. 

“You need to learn what happens to bad girls who act like they’re in charge.”
I smacked her again, harder. Her whole body rocked with the force.

“You’re not in control, Callie.”
Another slap. She cried out, hips jerking, thighs shaking.
“I am.”
Her voice was ragged, desperate. “Uncle Jack, please— ”
“Please what?” 

“I—I don’t know—” I grabbed a fistful of her hair, yanked her head back just enough that she could hear every word as I snarled it against her ear.

“You’re going to thank me after every single one. Understand?”
She whimpered. “Yes.”
“Yes what?”
“Yes… sir.”
“Good girl.”
Smack.
She gasped. “T-thank you…” Smack.
“Thank you…” 

Her voice wavered but never stopped. I watched her ass bloom red under my palm, her thighs slick with fresh arousal, her breath breaking faster with every hit. She loved it. Every stroke. Every word. Every filthy, humiliating second.

“You don’t get to be my bratty little wife unless you’re ready to be put in your place,” I growled. “You wanted to play house, sweetheart? Then you’re gonna learn how a husband really handles his girl.”

She moaned, body trembling.
“And you haven’t even seen what happens when I really lose my patience.” 

Her ass was red. Glowing. The marks of my hand blooming across her skin like something holy, something earned.
She trembled with every breath, hands clutched in the comforter, head low, hair a mess across her face. Her thighs were slick and shaking, her pussy glistening between them—dripping from nothing but discipline and dirty words.

I was hard again. Harder than before.
And I wasn’t done. 

I gripped her hips tighter, pulled her back to the edge of the bed until her knees barely held her up, ass high, exposed. Ready. Needy.

I leaned in close, voice a growl:
“You wanted to be a brat? Then beg like one.” 

She gasped, mouth open against the sheets. “No more games,” I said. “No more pretending. If you want it, if you want your uncle to fuck you like you deserve, then say it. Say it like you mean it.”

“I—” Her voice cracked. “Please…”
“Please what?”
“Please… fuck me.”
“That’s not good enough.” 

I brought my palm down hard again —smack—and she jolted, moaning deep, almost a sob, hips arching toward me.

“I said beg.”
She swallowed, breath hitching. Then: “Please, sir… I want it.”
“Want what?”
“Want your cock…”
“Where?”
She whimpered. “Inside me.”
I gripped her harder. “Still not enough.” 

She let out a desperate, broken sound —and then her voice dropped to this soft, filthy whimper that hit me in the chest like lightning.

“Please… fuck your slutty little step-niece.” 

Silence. My cock twitched so hard I nearly came just from hearing it.

She looked back over her shoulder, eyes glassy, cheeks flushed, mouth trembling—but the words didn’t stop. 

“I’m your slutty little niece,” she whispered. “I’ve been teasing you, touching you, acting like a good girl in public—but I’m not. I’m just your needy, wet, filthy little girl who needs her Uncle’s big fat cock inside her right now.”

My breath left me in a growl.
“You better mean that.”
“I do,” she sobbed. “Please, Uncle Jack. Please…” 

She was soaked. Wide open. Trembling. Everything about her—flushed skin, slick thighs, that voice cracked with desperation—was a perfect, obscene invitation. Her body begged. Her words begged harder. But I wasn’t finished watching her squirm yet.

I gripped the base of my cock, thick and pulsing, and stepped closer. 

She felt the head of it nudge between her folds. Not entering. Just pressing. Her breath caught like she’d been shocked.

Then I dragged it upward —slow—along her dripping slit. The tip of my cock glided over her clit, making her whole body jerk.

She sobbed. “Jack—”
“Shut up,” I growled. “You don’t speak unless I ask you to.” 

She nodded fast, hair falling in her face, hips trying to push back. I held her there.
I rubbed the head of my cock over her again. Down. Up. Barely dipping in.

Her pussy clenched at nothing, slick and pink and desperate to be filled. But I didn’t give it to her.
Instead, I smacked her ass again—hard—and pressed just the very tip into her heat.
She gasped, whole body going rigid.
Then I pulled back out.
She let out a strangled sound—pure frustration.
“Did you think that was me giving it to you?” I asked, voice low and dangerous. 

“I—I don’t know—” “No,” I snapped. “You don’t know. You don’t get my cock until you prove you can take it like the good little wife you want to be. Until you cry for it.”

“I will,” she whispered, eyes glassy. “I’ll do anything.”
I pressed the head against her again, parting her lips— but not pushing in.
“Say it again.”
She swallowed hard. “I’m your slutty little niece.”
“More.” 

“I’m your slutty little wife,” she cried. “And I need your cock, Jack—please, I need it—I’m so empty— don’t tease me, please just—”
I cut her off with another slow grind against her clit, not giving her an inch inside. Her whole body bucked and trembled, legs shaking under her. She was close again—just from the tease. Just from being denied.

“You’re going to cry for it,” I whispered. “You’re going to beg with tears in your eyes.”
And when you do?
Then I’ll give you every inch. 

She was right on the edge —hips shaking, knees barely holding her up, tears lining her lashes from the sheer, drawn-out torture of being denied. Her voice cracked with every word, begging again and again:

“Please, please, I’m your wife—your filthy little wife— please just fuck me—” 

I moved fast. Fisted my hand into her hair at the nape of her neck and yanked her upright with a growl, dragging her back against my chest. She gasped, eyes wide, spine arching, arms flailing for balance.

“You want to be a wife?” I snarled into her ear. “Then take it like one.” 

I wrapped one arm around her body, hand sliding up her front until it closed around her throat—tight enough to own her, loose enough to make her feel it. Her breath hitched. Her thighs trembled.

My cock slid down again, and this time I didn’t tease.
I drove into her in one hard, deep thrust. 

She cried out, loud and ragged, whole body clenching around me, so hot and tight I nearly lost control. Her pussy stretched around every thick inch, taking me to the hilt as I bottomed out, holding her still by her throat and her hair, her back arched, tits thrust forward. “Fuck, Jack—!”

I pulled back, then slammed into her again —smack— our hips colliding, the sound obscene. Her ass bounced with every thrust, pussy squeezing me like she’d never let go.

“You feel that?” I hissed into her ear, hand flexing on her throat. “That’s your Uncle’s cock. That’s what a real man does to his brat wife when she acts like a little whore in public.”

“Yes—yes—God, yes!”
“You teased me on that plane. You made me cum like a fucking animal in my seat.”
I slammed into her again. She gasped, jaw dropping open.
“You licked it off your fingers like you’d earned it.” She moaned, voice breaking. “I did—!”
“No. You begged for it. And now you’re gonna take what you asked for.” 

I fucked her hard, deep, relentless —one hand still tight in her hair, the other gripping her throat while I pounded into her from behind. Her feet barely touched the floor, moans dissolving into desperate cries as I used her body like it belonged to me.

“You feel that stretch? That burn? That’s your pussy learning what it means to be mine.”
She sobbed. “I’m yours, I’m yours, I’m your slutty little wife—only yours—!”
Her pussy clenched so tight around me I saw stars.
“Good fucking girl.” I wasn’t letting her go. 

Not from the moment she sobbed out “I’m your slutty little wife” like a vow, not with her throat pulsing under my palm, not while her pussy was gripping me like it would tear me in half if I dared stop.

She was a mess —legs shaking, jaw slack, tits bouncing with every brutal thrust from behind. She could barely keep herself upright in my grip, her moans spilling out like broken glass.

And I wasn’t stopping.
Not when she was this raw. This open. 

I buried myself inside her again, balls slapping against her slick heat, my cock thick and soaked, fucking her through the tightest goddamn squeeze I’d ever felt. She was close. I felt it—her whole body tightening like a spring coiled to snap.
“You gonna cum?” I growled, my hand still wrapped around her throat.

“Y-yes,” she whimpered, hips jolting with every thrust. “Please, I need it—please—”
“Then earn it.”
I thrust deep, holding there, grinding into her spot, making her squirm.
“Say your vows, Callie.”
She let out a ragged breath, head falling back against my shoulder. “W-what?”
“You wanna be my little wife?” I hissed in her ear. “Then say it. Out loud.”
Her voice shook. “I—I’m your wife.” Smack—my hips slammed into her again.
“Not enough.”
“I’m your filthy, needy, slutty little wife,” she gasped.
“Keep going.”
“I promise to serve you—use my mouth, my hands, my pussy—anytime you want.”
“Good girl.”
“I promise to take my husband’s cock wherever he wants to put it.” 

Her pussy clenched hard. “I promise I’ll beg for it. Like a good little fuckdoll. Like your wife should.”

I grunted, balls tightening. “Again.” 

“I’ll beg for your cock. For your cum. I’ll spread for you whenever you tell me to—God—Jack—I’m gonna—”

I didn’t stop. 

I pounded into her through the first wave, holding her throat just tight enough, her cries going breathless and wild as her climax crashed through her. She screamed into the mattress, legs kicking, hips jerking back into me like she wanted me deeper, wanted me to split her in two.

“Cum for me, then,” I growled. “Show me what my wife looks like when she breaks.” 

She came again —harder. Her pussy milked me like she was trying to pull the soul out of my cock, clenching and fluttering around me until I lost every last bit of control.

I slammed in once more and came deep, groaning into her hair, hand tightening at her throat as I pulsed inside her, thick spurts flooding her cunt while she trembled and whispered yes, yes, yes like she’d been waiting her whole life to be fucked this way.

She collapsed forward onto the mattress, and I collapsed with her, still inside, her skin slick against mine.

Her voice was barely a whisper.
“Forever, Jack. I’ll be yours forever.” 

She collapsed onto the mattress, limp, slick, panting—her body still twitching with aftershocks. I stayed inside her, her cunt still clenching weakly around my cock as it softened, our bodies tangled.

But I wasn’t finished.
Not fucking close. 

I pulled out slow —her pussy clung to me the whole way, swollen and red and leaking with the first load I’d spilled inside her. She whimpered at the loss.

Then I grabbed her hips and flipped her. 

Callie let out a little gasp, eyes fluttering open as I pinned her to her back, grabbed her thighs, and spread them wide.

“I’m not done with you,” I growled.
Her lips parted. She smiled.
Good. 

Her pussy glistened in the light —soaked, dripping with me, still twitching from the last round. I lined myself up again, cock thick and wet and already hardening from the sight of her.

“Thought you wanted to be my wife,” I 
murmured, pressing the head of my cock against her hole. “You think one load’s gonna do it?” She bit her lip.

“You think one little fuck’s enough to keep me satisfied? Enough to claim you?”
“Jack—”
I pushed in hard. 

She cried out, back arching, thighs flexing around me as I buried myself to the hilt in one brutal stroke. Her hands clutched the sheets.

“You want to be bred like a wife?” I growled. “You want my cum so deep in you you can feel it for days?”

“Y-yes,” she whimpered. 

I grabbed her knees and shoved them back toward her chest, folding her open for me. She was helpless, exposed—mine.

“Gonna fill this little cunt until it takes,” I snarled. “Until it keeps every drop I give you.”
“God—Jack—please—” 

I started to thrust. Hard. Deep. The bed slammed against the wall.
“Gonna fuck a baby into you,” I breathed against her throat. “Gonna knock up my niece like the filthy little wife you begged to be.”

She moaned—high and wrecked.
“You think your stepmom—my sister—would be proud?” I hissed.
Her eyes flew open, wide and shining. 

“You think she’d be shocked watching you get your legs spread like this? Watching your uncle’s cock stretch you open while you cry for more?”

“I—she’d—Jack—fuck—”
“She’d lose her mind,” I growled. “Watching her sweet little girl begging for her brother’s cock.”
I hammered into her harder.
“She’d cry. She’d scream. She’d call you a whore.”
Callie sobbed, trembling under me, nails digging into my back.
“But she wouldn’t be wrong, would she?”
“N-no—” “Say it.” 

“I’m your whore,” she gasped. “I’m your— your little breeding wife—fuck me, Jack—fill me again, fill me up—!”

I grabbed her throat again, kissed her rough, and drove into her until I felt the second release building—pressure thick and hot and pounding in my spine.

“You want to be mine? Then take every fucking drop.”
And I came inside her again.
Harder this time. 

Spurt after spurt, my cock throbbing deep in her pulsing heat while she screamed and came again with me, her whole body shaking under the weight of it. My cum flooded her, thick and wet and endless, her womb swallowing it like it belonged to her.

And it did. Because she did. 

Chapter5

She was boneless under me, still trembling, still gasping little aftershocks as my cum leaked from her soaked pussy onto the sheets. A wreck in the best way—skin flushed, eyes glassy, face buried in the blankets like she’d just survived something she’d been aching for her whole life.

But I wasn’t done. Not with her. Not by a fucking mile. I slid out slow. Watched her twitch.
Then I grabbed her. 

She squeaked —high and breathless—as I hooked my arms under her legs and back and lifted her off the bed in one smooth motion.

“J-Jack—!”
“Shh,” I growled against her temple. “You said you needed a shower, right?” 

She wrapped her arms around my neck, bare and dripping, her thighs still wet with my cum. Her heart pounded against my chest.

“I didn’t mean now—” “Too late.”
I shouldered the bathroom door open and carried her straight in. 

The room was still warm from before, lights low, mirror already fogged faintly from our earlier mess. I set her down on the vanity counter, her ass hitting the cold stone with a jolt, and turned the shower on full blast.

She watched me, legs spread carelessly, cum glistening on her inner thighs, one hand idly teasing a nipple like she didn’t even realize she was doing it.

“You gonna wash me?” she asked, voice soft and smug. “Since I’m your wife now and all?”
I turned back, stepped between her thighs, and grabbed her jaw.
“No,” I said. “You’re gonna get in that shower and bend over the wall.”
Her pupils dilated instantly.
“Jack…” 

“You think that was your wedding night?” I leaned in, kissed her hard—wet and biting. “That was just the ceremony.”

She whimpered into my mouth.
“This next part?”
I reached down and slapped her pussy—wet—made her gasp and clutch my shirt. 

“This is the honeymoon.” The water was scalding hot, hissing against the tile as steam rose thick around us, curling along the mirror and fogging up the glass like a secret.

Callie stepped in ahead of me, bare feet silent on the slick tile floor, hair hanging in tangled waves down her back. She didn’t hesitate. Didn’t look back. She just braced both hands on the fogged-up shower wall, arched her back, and spread her legs.

Like she already knew what I was coming in for.
Like she couldn’t fucking wait. 

The sight of her like that —legs parted, pink pussy glistening with our last round, slick thighs glinting with water—it lit something raw and primal in my chest. I stepped in behind her, already hard, already heavy.

I didn’t speak. 

I grabbed her hips and dragged her back against me. She gasped when my cock slapped between her cheeks, when I ground it right against her swollen cunt without pushing in yet, just letting her feel the weight of it. Her breath fogged the glass, her fingers tensed against the tile.

“You ready to be fucked like a wife in your honeymoon suite?”
“Yes,” she whispered. “Please, Uncle Jack…” 

I gripped her ass with both hands, spread her wider, angled myself down—and drove in with one hard, wet stroke.

She screamed. 

The sound bounced off the tile, turned into something almost obscene, echoing around the steaming room. Her hands slapped the wall harder, nails scratching against the foggy surface as I buried myself to the hilt in her soaked, used little pussy.
Her back arched deeper, begging for more, and I gave it to her.

Hard. 

The rhythm was fast, relentless —my hips snapping forward, smacking wet against her ass with every stroke, my cock thick and aching from being inside her again. The hot water rained down on us, pounding against my shoulders, making everything slick and slippery and hotter than it already was.

Callie cried out with every thrust.
“F-fuck me harder, Jack—I’m your wife, you can fuck me however you want—” 

I leaned in over her back, grabbed her throat from behind, pulled her body up into me as I pounded into her from below.

“My little honeymoon slut,” I growled into her ear, water pouring over both of us. “This is what you wanted. To get ruined under hotel lights. Bent over tile. Full of your husband’s cock.”

“Yes—yes—yes—!” 

I reached around, found her clit, rubbed fast, relentless, matching the brutal pace of my thrusts. Her whole body went taut—legs shaking, mouth open, breath a broken mess.

She came again —screaming for me through clenched teeth as I slammed into her through it, soaking wet and dripping and gasping until I followed, groaning loud as I filled her for the second time tonight, spilling deep, making sure she knew she was mine.

My wife.
My filthy.
Soaking. 

Wife. After we both came—after I emptied every last drop inside her trembling body and she nearly collapsed against the tile, whimpering my name under the spray—I didn’t pull away.

I stayed inside her for a moment. Let the water wash over us while my hands stayed locked around her waist, my body draped over hers, the slow rise and fall of her chest pressed into the wall.

Then I kissed her shoulder. Light. Gentle. 

Callie made this soft little sound —half sigh, half satisfied moan—and turned her head toward me, lips parted, eyes hooded under the streaming water.

“That was…” she breathed, too dazed to finish. 

I kissed the side of her neck again and pulled out slowly. She shuddered, still too sensitive to bear it. I held her steady, careful, turned her in my arms.

“Arms up,” I said. She obeyed, sweet and boneless, and I reached for the soap, lathering it between my hands as I stepped closer.

I started at her shoulders. Worked slow. Deep circles into her muscles, letting the lather coat her skin while I watched the tension melt out of her.

“You’re gonna be sore tomorrow,” I said quietly.
Callie smirked. “Worth it.”
I moved to her arms. Her belly. Her hips. Took my time.
But it was her tits I stayed on. 

I cupped them both with soapy palms, thumbs brushing slow over her nipples until they peaked again under the heat and attention. The way she breathed when I touched her there—fuck, I could get addicted to that sound.
“You don’t even know what these do to me,” I muttered, squeezing gently, letting the soap and water drip between my fingers over her flushed skin. I kissed her neck, then lower. Nuzzled between her breasts and let my tongue trail up one side.

“You think I won’t spend every night in our bed with your tits in my mouth?”
Callie whimpered, back arching. 

I took one nipple between my lips and sucked —slow, warm pressure, just enough to tease. Her hands shot up to my shoulders, gripping tight, her thighs shifting under her.

“Jack…”
I pulled back. Looked her right in the eye.
“Can’t wait until these are full,” I murmured. She blinked, dazed.
“Full of what?” 

“Milk,” I growled, palming both tits, massaging deeper now, thumbs rubbing over her slick, tight nipples. “Yours. For me.”

Her breath caught hard. 

“You’re gonna be the perfect little wife, swollen with my cum, leaking for me. I’m gonna suck these every morning, every night. Fill you so full you’ll ache if I don’t.”

Callie moaned. Loud. Raw.
“I’ll get you pregnant so fast you won’t remember what it’s like not to carry something for me.”
Her knees buckled.
I caught her.
She was melting under my hands. 

Body soft, tits full and flushed, nipples tight and needy from my mouth, from my words. Her breath came fast, shallow, almost panicked—and not because she was scared. She wanted it. She needed it. I could feel her pussy clenching just from hearing what I planned to do to her.

My little wife.
My slutty little step niece.
My fuckdoll. 

My future baby mama. I caught her before her knees gave out again, hands firm on her hips. Then I pressed her back into the shower wall.

Steam curled around us, water pouring down her back in ribbons, fog blurring the glass and the world beyond it. All that existed now was her—pinned, naked, wet, panting—and me, hard and throbbing again with the need to be back inside her.

I lifted one of her thighs, hooked it around my waist.
She gasped, voice catching. “Jack…” 

“You said you wanted to be my wife,” I growled against her throat, lining myself up, cockhead dragging hot and thick between her folds. “That means carrying everything I give you.”

She nodded, desperate. “Yes.” “You’re gonna take it,” I said, gripping under her ass and lifting her clean off the tile, her back hitting the wall with a soft slap. “And you’re not gonna waste a single drop.”

Then I drove into her—slow and deep, inch by inch, until she was full and moaning against my mouth. 

Her arms locked around my shoulders. Her legs wrapped around my hips. And I fucked her—wet skin slapping against wet skin, her pussy gripping me tight as I pumped into her, harder with every thrust.

The water washed down us both, and still I pounded her.
“You gonna take my baby, Callie?”
“Yes,” she sobbed. “Yes, Uncle Jack, fuck, give it to me—fill me up—” 

“I’m gonna ruin this cunt,” I snarled. “Breed you so deep they’ll see it on your face.”
“I want it,” she whimpered, legs trembling. “Put your baby in me—please—please—”

I growled into her throat, slamming into her faster, deeper, until her cries echoed off the tile and her pussy clenched again, soaked and tight and begging to be filled.

And then I came —hard, deep, holding her still as I emptied inside her, flooding her cunt with everything I had, grinding into her as I came, over and over, breath hot against her ear.

She shook in my arms, clinging to me like she’d never let go. 

Chapter6

I carried her from the shower, her skin slick and glowing, legs weak around my waist, mouth still parted from the sounds she’d made when I emptied myself inside her. Her head rested against my shoulder, warm and heavy with the kind of exhaustion that only came from being used—fucked—claimed.

She was quiet when I laid her back on the bed. Steam still clung to her skin, fogging the mirror on the far wall, making the whole room feel like it had its own heat.

Callie spread her legs instinctively as she sank into the mattress. Her thighs fell open like she didn’t even realize she was doing it—until she saw me watching. Then she blushed. Bit her lip.

I didn’t say anything.
I just knelt between her legs and stared.
My cum was already leaking out of her. 

White and thick, smeared along the slick folds of her pussy, dripping onto the sheets in slow, lazy drops. Her cunt twitched at the air, still red and swollen from how deep I’d been, how hard I’d claimed her.

She squirmed a little under my gaze. “It’s—messy…” “I know,” I murmured, running my hands up her thighs. “But it’s not going anywhere.”

I pressed her knees back, opening her wider, watching more of my cum spill out of her. Her breath hitched.
Then I slid two fingers in.
Callie cried out, back arching, thighs twitching.
I pushed deep—slick, warm, tight—and felt her clench around me.
“You don’t waste what your husband gives you,” I said softly. “You hold it. Every drop.” 

Her head rolled back, mouth open, moaning as I fingered her slowly, curling inside her, pushing my cum deeper with every thrust.
“Gonna make sure it sticks,” I whispered. “Gonna keep you full until this bed reeks of sex and sweat and my baby growing inside you.”

“Yes,” she whimpered, hand dropping to her belly. “Jack, yes, I want it—” 

“You already have it,” I said, leaning down to kiss her, fingers still inside. “And you’re gonna take every fucking load I’ve got left to give.”

She was still panting beneath me, flushed and twitching, my cum thick inside her, my fingers slowly sliding free from between her thighs—soaked, shining, coated in everything I’d given her. She whimpered when I pulled away, hips rocking up like her body wanted to follow me.

I wiped my fingers across her pussy lips, smearing the mess inward again.
“You’re not done,” I said. She blinked up at me, dazed. “What?”
I stood at the edge of the bed, grabbed her wrists, and pulled her up until she was straddling my lap.
“You’re going to sit on it,” I told her, voice low and final. “And you’re not going to move. Not an inch.”
She whimpered. 

I grabbed my cock and lined it up. Still wet, still warm, still hardening again from just the sight of her flushed, messy body ready to take it all again. I rubbed the tip against her still-dripping entrance, then gave her hips the lightest pressure.

“Down.” 

Callie bit her lip, then sank onto me with a long, shaking gasp.
Every inch of me slid back into her used, soaked pussy—slow and thick—and I watched her eyes flutter closed as her ass settled flush against my thighs.

I filled her.
Again.
Deeper than before.
She sat there, completely impaled, her hands pressed against my chest, breath hot and fast.
“You’re going to hold it all inside,” I murmured. “If one drop leaks out, you don’t get to cum again tonight.”
She whimpered.
“Understood?” “Yes, sir.” 

Her pussy clenched down around me instinctively, and I grabbed her hips, held her there, kept her still. The stretch, the fullness—it was driving her insane.

“Feel it?” I whispered against her mouth. “All my cum, still inside you?”
She nodded, voice barely there. “So full…”
“Good,” I said. “Then sit there like a good little wife and don’t let a drop escape. Or I’ll plug your ass next.”
She shivered—didn’t move.
She sat on my cock, still trembling, still flushed, still filled to the fucking brim. 

Her thighs rested against mine, skin to skin, her body so soft and wet and warm it felt like she’d been made to fit right there—impaled, stretched, totally open and claimed. I could feel my cum inside her, thick and hot, wrapped around my cock in a messy little pocket her pussy clenched around like she never wanted to give it up.

She whimpered quietly and shifted just a little on my lap.
I grabbed her hips.
“Don’t you dare,” I growled.
Callie gasped and froze, her hands digging into my chest.
“You move,” I said, “and you’ll spend the rest of the night tied to the bed with a plug in every hole.” 

Her breath caught —another one of those sweet, ragged gasps I was getting addicted to. She nodded fast, her cunt twitching around me again.
“Good girl.”

I leaned forward and kissed her. 

Slow this time. Deep. Tongue slipping between her lips while my hands roamed her slick body. One moved up—cupping a still-flushed, still-sensitive tit, squeezing softly while I rolled her nipple between my fingers. She moaned against my mouth.

“You’ve got perfect tits,” I murmured, pressing my palm flat over them, feeling the weight of her, the softness. “Can’t wait to see them heavy with milk.”

She shuddered. Her hands curled tighter in my shirt. 

“Gonna hold you like this every night until they start leaking for me. Until you’re round and sore and begging me to suck it out for you.”
I kissed down her throat, let my tongue trace over the racing pulse in her neck.

Her body pressed tighter to mine, but her hips didn’t dare move. She knew the rules. She was a good little wife when it counted.

My hands slid down her back, slow, palms full of slick skin and curves. I gripped her ass—one cheek in each hand—and massaged, slow and rough, spreading her open just enough to feel how sensitive she still was.

“You’ll sleep right here tonight,” I whispered. “On my cock. Keeping every drop where it belongs.”
She nodded again, eyes fluttering closed, lips parted, nipples tight under my teasing fingers. 

“And if I wake up hard and decide to fuck you again while you’re still asleep?” I dragged my teeth across her earlobe. “You’ll take it. Like a good wife.”

Callie whimpered. “Yes, sir…” I kissed her again—soft, slow, as my hands kept massaging her ass, keeping her wide and open and dripping around me. My cock pulsed inside her, twitching just from the feel of her clenching.

Her breathing slowed. Her body melted into mine.
And we stayed like that.
Still joined. Still full. Still married in all the ways that mattered. 

Chapter7

The room was dark and quiet, save for the slow churn of the heater and the faint patter of sleet against the hotel window.

And the steady, sleeping breath of the girl curled in my lap. 

Callie hadn’t moved. Not all night. Her arms were wrapped around me, her cheek resting against my shoulder, lips slightly parted. Her legs straddled mine, and her pussy—hot and slick and perfect—was still wrapped around my cock. Just like I told her.

Still warm. Still full. Still mine. 

The blankets had slipped off her back, baring her spine to the air, and my hands slid down it now, slow and possessive. Her skin was soft with sweat, thighs slightly trembling even in her sleep.

She whimpered quietly when I shifted.
Even unconscious, her body reacted. 

Her pussy clenched weakly around my cock, like it missed the motion. Like it wanted more.
I exhaled through my nose, slow. And let myself start to thrust.

Barely at first. Just enough to press into her. My cock, still nestled deep inside that used, fucked-open cunt, began to swell again, thickening as I pushed forward and back.

She stirred.
A soft inhale. A tiny moan.
I kissed her jaw and didn’t stop. 

My hands held her ass steady, guiding her body gently into mine. I fucked her in slow, steady strokes—deep and tender, not hard enough to wake her all at once, but firm enough to sink into her again and again.

Her breath hitched. Then her arms tightened around me, face buried against my throat.

Still mostly asleep.
Still letting me take her. 

“You’re still full of me,” I whispered, voice low, pressed against her temple. “But I think you need more.”

She moaned into my skin. A soft whimper, high and helpless.
“Shh. Let me do the work,” I murmured, mouth at her ear. “Let me make sure it takes.” 

Her hips rolled slightly in her sleep, and that was all the permission I needed.
I kept thrusting. Deeper. Slower. Filthy in the quiet of the night.

No begging now. No teasing.
Just ownership.
Her cunt welcomed every inch of me like it never wanted to be empty again.
And I promised her it wouldn’t be. 

She stayed wrapped around me, limp and warm and trusting in a way that made my throat tighten. Her breathing hitched every now and then with the softest little gasps—tiny moans she didn’t even know she was making.

Her pussy was still soaked, still tight from hours ago, but now she gripped me with a slow, fluttering rhythm, squeezing every time I bottomed out like her body had learned exactly how to take me.
I slid my hands up her back. Pressed her tighter to my chest. Let the rhythm deepen.

She slept through it. 

Her arms locked around my shoulders, legs loose around my hips. Her head rested in the crook of my neck, lips brushing my skin as she moaned through her breath.

And I kept whispering to her.
“You don’t even know how good you feel like this.”
“You’re still full, baby. But you’re going to take more.” 

“You were made for this. For me. For being fucked in your sleep with your Uncle’s cum already leaking out of you.”

Her cunt clenched again. “You’re gonna wake up dripping down your thighs, and I’m just gonna flip you over and do it all over again.”

My hand slid down, gripped her ass, pulled her down harder onto my cock. 

“I hope you’re dreaming about how good it feels when I knock you up. About how tight you’re going to get. How heavy these tits are gonna be when you start leaking for me.”

She whimpered, half-asleep.
“I’m gonna keep you like this all winter,” I growled. “Naked. Pregnant. Always full.”
And then I came.
Deep. Hard. 

My cock throbbed inside her, spurting thick, hot pulses of cum into a pussy already swollen with the last two loads. I buried my face in her neck and growled low as I filled her again, hips locked, arms tight around her.

She stirred just a little, shifting in her sleep, sighing as if she knew she was being bred again.
I didn’t move.
Just held her there, my cock still pulsing inside her, my seed soaking her womb.
Right where it belonged. 

It was still dark when her eyes fluttered open. She blinked slowly, soft lashes wet from sleep, cheek warm against my chest. Her body shifted in my lap— just the tiniest motion—and she stiffened.

She felt it.
My cock.
Still buried in her.
Still hard.
Her breath caught. Her thighs tightened. 

I was already watching her. Hands curled around her hips, thumbs brushing her skin, keeping her warm and right where I wanted her.

“Morning,” I said, voice low and thick with sleep. Callie looked up at me, hazy and soft. “Jack…?”
“I told you you’d wake up full.”
She whimpered as I rolled my hips.
Just a little.
Just enough to press deeper inside her. 

Her body clenched around me instinctively, like her cunt recognized me first, before her mind even caught up.

She moaned, barely a breath. 

“Still so tight,” I murmured, brushing her hair back, kissing her temple. “You kept every drop for me, didn’t you?”
She nodded slowly, eyes wide. “I think so…”

“Good girl.” 

I kissed her again. Lips soft on her forehead, then her cheek, then her mouth. I didn’t stop moving, each slow thrust dragging my cock through her slick heat, lazy and deep, grinding the thick crown against the place that made her tremble.

She gasped into my mouth.
“I woke up inside you and you were clenching, baby. Like your body knew it needed more.”
She nodded against me. “It does…”
“You want to be full all the time, don’t you? Always stretched. Always dripping with your husband’s cum.” “Yes, Jack—fuck—please—don’t stop—” 

“I won’t,” I growled. “I’ll fuck you awake every morning if that’s what it takes. I’ll breed you while you’re dreaming.”

Her hips started to roll now—sleepy and slow— meeting each thrust.
“I want it,” she whispered. “Want your baby… want to feel it grow inside me…”
“Then hold on.” 

I grabbed her hips, dug in deeper, and started to fuck her for real—wet and hot and messy, like she’d never been emptied in the first place.

She cried out, fully awake now. And I made her come again before the sun had even risen.

Chapter8

She was still shaking when I kissed her again. Her body limp, pliant, soaked with sweat and filled to 
overflowing. I could’ve let her drift back to sleep. Let her lay in the mess I’d made and press soft kisses to her temple while her breath evened out.

But I wasn’t finished with her. I gripped her hips, rolled her forward slowly until she was facedown against the mattress, cheek to the pillow, ass raised just enough to expose everything to me— dripping, flushed, already fucked full and begging for more.

She moaned softly, wriggled her hips.
“Jack…?”
“I’m not done with you,” I murmured, kissing down her spine. 

Her legs spread wider, instinctively. Her back arched. That perfect little ass, round and flushed from the spanking I gave her earlier, shifted up, and I watched my cum leaking from her well-used pussy.

But that wasn’t where I was going. I knelt between her thighs and spread her open with both hands, thumbs parting her cheeks until everything was exposed—slick folds below, tight little star above.

She stiffened slightly. Then whimpered.
“You trust me?” I asked, voice low.
“Yes…”
“Good.” 

I leaned in and kissed her pussy first —long and slow. Just enough to get her moaning again. Then I moved higher.

And dragged my tongue over her ass. She gasped. Loud. One hand clutched the pillow hard. 

I kissed it again. Licked slower this time, tracing soft circles with my tongue, letting her feel every inch of attention.

“Oh my God—Jack—what are you…” 

I gripped her hips tighter and pushed her open farther, licking deeper now—over and over—wet, slow strokes that left her twitching and panting beneath me.

Her little hole fluttered under my tongue, tight and untouched.
“I told you,” I growled, breath hot against her. “I’m going to own everything.” 

She cried out when I spit on her, thick and hot, then licked it in, tongue swirling, teasing, worshipping. I worked her slowly, getting her relaxed, slick, ready. She pressed back into my mouth, moaning like it was too much and not enough all at once.

“Please,” she gasped. “I want it, I want you there— just… please.”
I smiled.
She was ready.
And she was mine.
“Up.”
She blinked, dazed, her ass still glistening from my tongue. 

I grabbed her by the waist and hauled her forward across the mattress, her knees dragging until I turned her toward the hotel’s full-length mirror across from the bed. I stood behind her, hands firm on her hips, her flushed, sweat-glazed body framed by the soft morning light cutting through the curtains.
Her reflection looked wrecked.

Hair wild, skin glowing, lips parted.
And her ass—
Still parted from my hands. Slick, wet, rim glistening with spit.
“Hold yourself open,” I said.
Her eyes went wide in the mirror. “Jack—”
I leaned in and growled in her ear. “Do it.” 

Callie reached back with shaking hands, cupped her ass cheeks, and pulled herself open. Her reflection moaned. So did I.
I dropped to my knees behind her and buried my face again.

Her gasp echoed off the mirror. Her little hole was tight, twitching, pink and soaked from all the prep I’d already given her. My tongue traced slow circles around it again, teasing, pushing just enough pressure to watch her thighs quiver.

“Look at yourself,” I murmured between licks. “Look at how filthy you are.”
“I… I am…” 

“You’re spreading your ass for your Uncle,” I growled. “Letting him lick your virgin hole like a good little wife.”

She whimpered. 

“Say it.” “I’m your… your wife, your dirty little niece” she moaned. “And I’m—letting you…eat my ass…”

I licked her deeper.
“You gonna let me fuck it next?”
“Yes—fuck, yes—”
“Say it.”
“I want you to fuck my ass,” she gasped. “Please— Jack—I want you everywhere—”
I reached up, grabbed her throat from behind, held her steady against the mirror. 

“Keep your eyes open,” I growled. “I want you to watch while I ruin this last little part of you.” And she nodded—eyes wide, mouth slack, her fingers still holding herself open—while I licked her until her legs buckled and she begged for more.

“Come here.” 

Callie was still panting, legs shaking, hands trembling where she held herself open, her tight little ass wet and twitching from my tongue. Her reflection in the mirror was wrecked—flushed and glowing, mouth slack, eyes wide as she watched herself fall apart.

I sat down at the edge of the bed, legs spread, cock thick and hard between my thighs.
Then I held out my hand.
She came to me. 

Still flushed, still so open, so fucking ready. She straddled my lap, knees sinking into the bed, one hand braced on my shoulder, the other hovering behind her like she couldn’t quite believe what she was about to do.

I gripped the base of my cock. Slicked it with spit. Lined it up.
“You want this?” I asked, voice low.
Callie looked in the mirror. 

She saw herself straddling her husband, her pussy already swollen, his cock aimed at the last untouched part of her.

Then she nodded.
“I want to be yours everywhere.”
I grabbed her ass, spread her cheeks wide, and slowly guided her down.
She tensed when the head pressed against her hole.
“Breathe.”
She exhaled—and I pushed.
Her eyes went wide. She froze.
“Good girl,” I whispered. “Just like that. Let me in.” 

She moaned —high and desperate—her hands clutching my shoulders as she eased lower, inch by inch, her tight hole stretching around the thick crown of my cock. I didn’t thrust. I let her take it herself. Let her body adjust while her reflection showed every inch she claimed.

“You’re doing so fucking good,” I growled. “You see yourself?”
She whimpered and nodded. Her ass started to sink all the way down.

“Almost there. Fuck—so tight—Callie…”
She bottomed out with a cry, buried on my cock, her ass spread wide between my hands.
And I kissed her shoulder. 

She was shaking on my lap, her hands clawing at my shoulders, her tight little ass clenched around the base of my cock like she didn’t know how to breathe without me inside her.

She’d taken all of it. Every inch. 

Buried deep in her virgin ass, I could feel her trembling, her body taut and stretched and owned. Her mouth hung open in shock, disbelief, want—her eyes locked on our reflection in the mirror.
“Look at you,” I murmured, voice rough in her ear. “Took your Uncle’s cock in your ass. Look how full you are.”

She whimpered, voice barely a breath.
I held her hips tight and started moving. 

Slow at first, just a shallow rock —back, then up, just enough to feel that tight ring drag along my shaft as she gasped and writhed in my lap. I watched her reflection shudder.

Then I thrust up hard.
“Ah—Uncle Jack—!” 

Her body jolted, eyes wide, nails digging into my skin. I thrust again—sharper now—driving deeper into that stretched little hole while her mouth dropped open in a silent cry.
“Fuck, you’re tight,” I growled, hips snapping up into her, ass clapping softly against my thighs. “Like your body’s trying to keep me in forever.”

She tried to say something, but all that came out was a choked moan.
I slid my hand between her legs. 

Found her clit —wet, swollen, neglected—and rubbed it in tight, fast circles while I thrust up into her ass again and again.

“Can’t let your pussy feel left out, can we?”
Her whole body locked up. 

“Gonna make you cum like this, Callie. One cock in your ass, one hand on your clit. You’re gonna fall apart on me, baby.”
“I—I can’t—”

“Yes, you fucking can.” 

I fucked her harder now, her ass stretched wide around me, her pussy dripping onto my fingers as I rubbed and teased and owned her.

Her eyes rolled back in the mirror. Her moans turned to cries. Her hips stuttered, torn between running and grinding closer, completely overwhelmed.

“Look how pretty you are,” I growled. “Cumming in the mirror while your ass takes everything I give you.”
“Jack—oh fuck—I’m—!”
“Cum for me, baby. Let your husband have all of you.” 

And she did. She came with a scream, her pussy clenching around my hand, her ass locking down around my cock so hard I nearly lost it. Her whole body convulsed, falling against me as I fucked her through it, teeth gritted, breathing hard.

Then I came too—deep in her ass, filling her one last time while her cunt still pulsed against my fingers. 

She collapsed against my chest, boneless and shaking, her breath stuttering out in soft, broken gasps as her body clung to me, still impaled on my cock. Every inch of her was trembling—thighs twitching, arms limp, fingers still curled weakly in my shirt.

She didn’t say a word.
She didn’t have to. 

I held her like that for a long moment, just breathing her in. Her skin was flushed and slick against mine, her hair stuck to her cheek in damp waves, and every breath she took made her tighten around me like her body never wanted to be empty again.

But I had to see.
Had to look at what I’d done. 

I kissed her temple, whispered, “Lay back, baby,” and she nodded weakly. I helped her lean back onto the mattress, easing her off my cock one inch at a time. She winced as she stretched around me again on the way out, breath catching when I finally slid free with a thick, wet sound.

Her ass twitched open.
And the mess started to spill. 

My cum —hot, white, obscene—slid out of her used hole in slow drips, trailing down the curve of her ass and onto the sheets. Her pussy was just as swollen, still leaking from earlier, glistening between her thighs like she’d been bred and used and fucked in every way a woman could be.

I watched it.
Stared like I was trying to burn it into my memory.
Then I leaned in and kissed her lower belly, right above the mess, and whispered, “Perfect.”
She whimpered.
“Everything about you,” I murmured, lips brushing her skin, “is mine.”
Her eyes fluttered open—barely. She looked at me like she was still trying to figure out if this was real. 

“It is,” I whispered. “I meant every fucking word.” I kissed her thighs. Her hips. Her breasts. Her neck. I kissed every place I’d marked her, every bruise from my grip, every bite I’d left behind.

Then I pulled her into my arms and held her against me, her head tucked under my chin, her whole body trembling like she didn’t know what came next.

But I did.
And she’d never be empty again.
She barely said a word. 

Just curled tighter into me, her body still warm, used, perfect. We lay tangled in the sheets, her skin sticky with sweat and cum, hair a wreck, thighs parted. Her breathing had evened out, soft and rhythmic against my chest—but her fingers never stopped moving.

They dragged lazy circles on my stomach. Up to my chest. Down again, lower, until her palm settled between my legs.
I was already half-hard.

She must’ve felt it twitch. 

I glanced down, and she was looking up at me now. Barely. Sleepy eyes, cheeks flushed from the heat between us, lips parted.

“You didn’t think we were done, did you?” she whispered.
I arched a brow. “You can still walk?”
Her smirk was small. “Barely.”
Then she climbed over me. 

Slow. Intentional. Like every movement was a choice. Callie straddled my hips again, and I didn’t stop her— not when her messy, dripping pussy hovered over my cock, not when her thighs squeezed tight and she guided me right back to where I belonged.

She didn’t say anything else.
Just sank down. 

I grunted, hips jerking up into her as she took me again, slick heat swallowing me whole, her body still stretched from everything I’d given her earlier. She hissed and trembled, muscles clenching as she rocked forward until I was buried to the base.

She moaned. “God, I needed that…”
She stayed there—straddling me, full of me, grinding the slightest bit just to feel it.
Then she curled forward and laid her head on my chest. “I just wanna sleep like this,” she whispered.
I wrapped my arms around her, pulled the blankets up over both of us, and kissed the top of her head.
“Yeah?” I said, settling back against the pillows, still hard, still inside her.
She nodded sleepily. “Wanna stay like this all morning.”
I smiled.
Ran a hand down her back. Pressed her tight against me. 

And murmured against her hair, “Merry Christmas, baby.”
She smiled into my skin, wrapped herself around me even tighter, and drifted off to sleep with my cock still buried inside her.

Just like she wanted. Just like she deserved. 

Epilogue

The roads cleared by late morning. 

The storm had passed, snow turning slushy in the gutters, skies pale and washed out with post-blizzard light. Callie pulled her coat on over yesterday’s rumpled clothes, hair hastily tied back, makeup mostly gone—but she looked more like a woman who’d been ruined in the best way than someone trying to impress anyone.
She still walked slow.

I watched her hips shift stiffly in the hotel lobby as we checked out. She winced slightly with every step.
Good. 

I carried her bag because she pretended to be too weak to lift it. But mostly because I didn’t want her doing anything but thinking about how it felt to be filled in every hole and told she wasn’t going anywhere.

We stepped outside and waited for the airport shuttle. 

Callie leaned into me on the bench like we were married. She rested her head on my shoulder, snuck her hand into my coat, and rubbed lazy little circles over my chest.

And then— “Oh my God, hey!”
A woman’s voice. Familiar.
We both looked up. 

The couple from the plane stood a few feet away, their arms wrapped around matching roller bags, bundled up and rosy from the cold. The wife beamed.

“You two made it through the storm okay?”
Callie brightened instantly. She squeezed my arm and stood, face flushed—not from the cold. 

“We did! Our flight was grounded, so we just…” She laughed, like it was the most natural thing in the world. “Had a second honeymoon, I guess.”
The woman chuckled. “That’s what I said to Greg. Nothing like a blizzard to test how well you really travel together.”

“How long did you say you’ve been married again?” the husband asked, nodding at me.
I opened my mouth, but Callie beat me to it. 

“Not long,” she said smoothly, threading her fingers through mine like it had always been that way. “No kids yet, but we’re working on it.” Her smile was syrupsweet. “Or at least, we tried real hard last night.”

The woman laughed. The man looked vaguely horrified.
I fought the urge to pin her to the shuttle bench and make her scream into my palm right then and there.
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