
        
            
                
            
        

    
Her Husband’s Nephew

A forbidden age-gap attraction on a storm-tossed farm
Preface 

The sun was just climbing over the ridge when my truck rattled down the dirt road toward the old farmhouse. Dust plumed behind me, catching the light like smoke. The air smelled of clover and hay and that faint sweetness of late summer decay. I hadn’t been here since I was a teenager, but the place looked almost untouched—same sagging barn roof, same porch swing groaning in the breeze.

Uncle Ray’s tractor accident had landed him in the hospital for at least a month, and I’d told my mom I’d come lend a hand. What I hadn’t said was that I remembered his wife, Aunt Lena, better than I probably should. The way she used to laugh, soft and nervous, the curve of her in a sundress when she thought nobody was watching. I’d been seventeen, awkward, dumbly in awe of her. Now I was twenty-three, built stronger, older enough to feel the difference like a secret in my chest.

When I pulled up, the front door creaked open before I could even kill the engine. She stood on the porch in jeans and a faded plaid shirt tied above her waist, auburn hair twisted up messily, a few strands catching the morning light. She looked at me with that same sweet uncertainty, as if she wasn’t sure whether to smile or apologize for existing.

“Cal?” Her voice was honeyed from disuse, the sound of someone who spent most of her days talking to animals.

I climbed out, slamming the truck door behind me. “Hey, Aunt Lena.” I let my eyes travel over her just long enough that she noticed. “You look exactly the same.”

That made her blush instantly, eyes dropping as she wiped her hands on her jeans. “That’s a lie if I ever heard one. You—God, you were just a kid last time.”

I stepped closer, boots crunching gravel, until the porch steps were the only thing separating us. “Guess not anymore.”

She laughed softly, but it trailed off into a nervous little hum. “You really didn’t have to come all this way. I’ve been managing fine enough.”
“Yeah?” I leaned on the railing, half-smile cutting through. “That why the fence line’s falling, and I saw three cows out near the creek?”

Her mouth opened, closed again. “I was going to fix it today.” 

“Good thing I showed up, then.” I took the steps two at a time and stopped right in front of her. She had to tilt her chin up to meet my eyes, and for a heartbeat the world narrowed to the faint freckles across her cheeks and the way her breath caught.

Inside, the house smelled like coffee and warm wood. She busied herself pouring me a cup as if that could steady her hands. The shirt she wore rode up every time she reached for something, teasing a glimpse of soft skin above the waistband of her jeans. I tried to focus on the chipped counter, the lazy spin of the ceiling fan, anything but the faint floral scent of her that kept drifting closer.

“So,” I said finally, taking a slow sip. “Where do you want me to start?” 

“The barn roof leaks when it rains. Fencing’s bad. And there’s feed that needs moving before it spoils.” She listed everything in a rush, like she’d rehearsed it.

“Got it.” I set the cup down, stepping close enough that her elbow brushed my chest. “You show me around.” 

She turned toward the door, murmuring something about the hayloft, and I followed her out into the sun. The morning was already hot enough that sweat gathered at my collar, the air humming with insects. She walked ahead of me, hips moving in a lazy, natural rhythm that made it hard not to stare.

When we reached the barn, she turned, brushing a stray lock of hair behind her ear. “It’s not much, but it’s home.”

“It’s perfect,” I said, and meant it— for the way she looked standing there, light slanting through the gaps in the boards, dust floating around her like something holy.

Her lips parted, just a fraction, as if she wanted to answer but couldn’t find the words. 

I smiled, stepping past her into the barn, my shoulder grazing hers deliberately. “Show me the leak, Aunt Lena.”

The sound of doves fluttered overhead. She climbed the ladder first, careful, balancing in those worn jeans while I watched from below, pretending to study the rungs. Her laugh drifted down when she caught me looking, low and embarrassed but not offended.

“Still charming as ever,” she said.
“Still worth charming,” I murmured, loud enough that she heard. 

When I reached the top, we were close again, the air thick with hay and heat. I leaned over her shoulder to look at the broken section of roof, my breath stirring her hair. She didn’t move away. The moment lingered, heavy with something unspoken.

Down below, a horse whinnied, and I grinned against her ear. “Guess we’ve got work to do.” 

“Yeah,” she whispered, voice trembling just enough to make me think of every hour ahead, the long afternoons alone in this heat, her shy glances and the slow burn of memory turning into something else entirely.

And so I rolled up my sleeves and started the day beside her, every motion a quiet promise of what might come once the sun slipped behind the hills.

Chapter1 

The sun was just beginning to peek over the horizon as I finished up with old Bessie, her udders emptied and her tail swishing
contentedly. I'd been up since before dawn, tending to the cows and enjoying the quiet solitude of the barn. But as the sun rose, I found myself eager for some company – and I knew just who I wanted to see.

"Morning, Aunt Lena," I said, a smirk playing at the corners of my mouth as she entered the barn. She was dressed in an old flannel shirt and jeans, her hair a wild tangle of red curls, and her eyes still heavy with sleep. She was a sight to behold, and I couldn't help but feel a stirring in my loins at the sight of her.

"Morning, Cal," she replied, her voice soft and husky from sleep. "What are you up to?" 

I patted the stool beside me, my eyes locked onto hers. "I was just thinking that you could use a little lesson in the ways of the farm. Care to join me?"
She raised an eyebrow, a small smile tugging at her lips. "Oh, really? And what makes you think I don't already know my way around a cow?"

I chuckled, my hand sliding up to cup Bessie's udder. "Because, Aunt Lena, I've been watching you.”

Her eyes widened, and I could see the pulse at the base of her neck quickening. I knew I was playing with fire, but I couldn't help myself – I wanted her, and I was determined to have her. She hesitated for a moment before taking a seat beside me, her eyes never leaving mine. "Alright, Cal. Show me what you've got."

I grinned, my hands moving to her wrists and guiding them to Bessie's udder. "Just follow my lead, Aunt Lena. Feel the rhythm, the give of the flesh beneath your fingers. This is what it feels like to truly connect with an animal – to become one with it."

As we worked together, I felt her body relax, her shoulders slumping as she gave herself over to the sensation. I could see the desire in her eyes, the way her tongue darted out to wet her lips, and I knew that she was feeling the same thing I was – the undeniable pull between us.
But I wanted more – I wanted her to truly understand the depth of my desire, to feel it in the same way that I felt the cow's milk flowing through my fingers. So, without warning, I reached up and grabbed her breasts, my hands squeezing and massaging the soft flesh through her shirt.

She gasped, her eyes flying wide as she looked down at my hands, then back up at me. "Cal," she breathed, her voice barely audible. "What are you doing?"

I leaned in, my lips brushing against her ear as I whispered, "I'm showing you what it feels like to truly connect with another being, Aunt Lena. To feel their desire, their need, pulsing through you like the milk flowing from Bessie's udder."

Her breath hitched, her chest heaving as she struggled to maintain her composure. I could see the hunger in her eyes, the way her body leaned into mine.

Lena’s eyes widened in surprise as my hands continued to explore her breasts, her breath coming in short gasps as she struggled to maintain her composure. I could see the desire in her eyes, the way her tongue darted out to wet her lips, and I knew that she was feeling the same thing I was – the undeniable pull between us.

But I also saw a flicker of uncertainty, a hint of the innocent woman she once was, and I knew that I needed to tread carefully – to build the tension between us slowly, like the gentle rise and fall of a wave.

"So, Aunt Lena," I said, my voice low and playful, "do you think you could make a cow's milk as sweet as yours feels?"

She blushed, her eyes fluttering closed as she leaned into my touch. "Cal, I... I don't know what to say."

I chuckled, my thumbs brushing against her nipples, feeling them harden beneath the thin fabric of her shirt. "You don't have to say anything, Aunt Lena. Just feel – feel the way your body responds to mine, the way your milk would fill my mouth if I were to taste it."

Her breath hitched, her hips shifting slightly as she struggled to maintain her composure. I knew I was playing with fire, but I couldn't help myself – I wanted her, and I was determined to have her.

"But for now," I continued, my hands slowly releasing their hold on her breasts, "I think it's time for breakfast. What do you say you whip something up for us, and I'll be in shortly?"

She opened her eyes, a soft smile playing at the corners of her mouth. "Alright, Cal. I'll see you inside."

As she turned to leave, I gave her a playful smack on the ass, causing her to yelp in surprise. 

As she disappeared into the house, I leaned back against Bessie, a satisfied grin spreading across my face. The game was afoot, and I was determined to win. But for now, I was content to let the tension build, to let the waves of desire wash over us like the gentle rhythm of milking a cow.

Chapter2 

The kitchen smelled like bacon and burnt toast. Morning light pushed through the thin curtains, catching the steam from the coffee pot and painting it gold. I’d been up since before sunrise, fixing the hinge on the back gate, and came in dusty, hungry, and in a good mood.

Uncle Ray was already at the table. His wheelchair creaked when he shifted, heavy hands gripping the armrests. The accident had left him stiff and slow, the kind of man who hated asking for help and hated needing it even more. He was staring into his mug like it had personally insulted him.

Lena stood at the stove, hair pulled back, wearing one of his old flannel shirts over her jeans. It hung loose on her, sleeves rolled, collar open just enough that I caught the pale line of her throat.

“Morning,” I said, dropping into the chair across from Ray.
He grunted. “You’re late.”
I checked my watch. “By what, three minutes? Cows didn’t seem to mind.” 

“They’ll mind when the schedule slips. Routine’s everything on a farm.” His tone was a growl, the kind of authority he’d used his whole life to keep people in line.

“Guess they’ll forgive me if I make it up to them with extra feed.” I smiled, letting it bounce off me.
Lena turned from the stove with a plate of eggs. “You two going to start before breakfast’s even on the table?” 

Ray snorted. “Kid thinks he knows everything.” He looked at me sharply, as if weighing whether that was pity. I didn’t blink. The silence stretched a beat too long before he turned back to his coffee.

“I know how to work,” I said easily, taking the plate from her hands. “And I know when a man deserves to sit and rest. Which is why you’ve got me here, isn’t it?”

Lena set another plate in front of me. “Eat, both of you.” 

“Yes, ma’am,” I said, catching her eye just long enough to make her lips twitch. She tried not to smile, focusing on her own food instead.

Ray noticed anyway. “He’s a flirt, Lena. You’d better watch him.”
“Just trying to keep spirits up,” I said, grinning. “You’d think you’d be glad to have a little life around here.”
“Life’s overrated when it comes with a mouth like yours.” 

“Fair point,” I said, laughing. “But the cows like it.” He muttered something I didn’t catch, probably about damn kids and no respect. Lena’s hand brushed his shoulder when she passed behind him with the coffeepot; he stiffened at the touch. The distance between them hung heavy.

I ate in silence for a while, then said, “Fence line’s fixed up. I’ll get to the north pasture this afternoon.”
Ray didn’t look up. “You’re doing fine work. Just don’t think that makes you foreman.” 

“I wouldn’t dare.” I pushed my plate away and leaned back. “But if you ever need me to show Lena how to drive the tractor again, you just say the word.”

That earned me a glare from him and a startled laugh from her. I winked at her, just enough to make her blush before she turned back to the sink.

Ray’s jaw tightened. “You don’t know when to quit.” “I do,” I said lightly, standing and gathering my plate. “Just not when I’m having fun.”

He grunted again, and I carried my dishes to the sink beside Lena. She kept her eyes down, but I could see the corner of her mouth twitching again.

“Thanks for breakfast,” I said softly. “Best part of my morning.”
“Go on,” she murmured, half-smiling. “Before he throws that mug at you.”
I leaned close enough that only she could hear me. “He’d have to catch me first,” and kissed her cheek. 

Then I was gone, boots thudding across the porch, sunlight spilling over me like it belonged there. Behind me, I heard the clatter of dishes, Ray’s low voice, and Lena’s gentle reply—words I couldn’t make out but could feel in the air, the tension thick as molasses.

The day was a blue so clear it almost hurt to look at. The air shimmered over the fields, bees humming lazily around the fence posts. I’d spent the morning mending a broken gate on the east pasture, hands raw, shirt clinging to my back, when I heard her voice behind me.

“Cal?” 

I turned, squinting against the sun. Lena was standing by the barn, holding a wicker basket lined with a redchecked cloth. She looked uncertain, the way she always did when she wanted something but wasn’t sure if she was allowed to.

“I thought you might be hungry,” she said. “I made sandwiches. Maybe we could… have a picnic? You’ve been working so hard.”

The sweetness in her voice landed like a touch. I wiped sweat from my brow, grinning. “A picnic, huh? That’s about the best offer I’ve had all week.”
“Then let’s not walk.” I nodded toward the corral. “We’ll take one of the horses.”

Her eyes brightened, relief breaking through her shyness. “There’s a nice spot by the creek, but it’s a long walk.”

“Oh, I don’t know—”
“Come on, it’ll be fun. You still remember how to ride, don’t you?”
She hesitated, then nodded. “A little.”
“Perfect. I’ll steer. You just hang on.” 

That made her blush, but she followed me anyway. I saddled the mare, an easy old bay with a calm temper, and helped Lena up first. She sat stiff in the saddle until I swung up behind her, settling close enough that her back brushed my chest.

“Just like that,” I said, taking the reins. “Lean with me when she turns. She’s gentle.” 

The horse started forward with a soft snort, hooves crunching over the packed earth. Lena’s hair smelled of lavender and sunlight, a faint scent that tangled with the warm leather of the saddle and the grass baking under the sun.

After a minute she relaxed, her shoulders easing against me. “It’s been a long time since I’ve done this.” 

“You’re doing fine.” I shifted the reins to one hand, the other steady on her waist. “See that ridge ahead? There’s a clearing up there with a view you’ll like.”

She nodded, and we rode in silence for a while, the kind that felt easy and right. Every sway of the horse rocked us together, her body soft against mine, and I could feel the rhythm of her breath.

At the crest of the hill the world opened up —a sweep of tall grass, dotted with wildflowers, the creek flashing silver through the trees below. I pulled the mare to a stop, and Lena gasped softly.

“Oh, it’s beautiful.”
“Told you,” I said, sliding down first. I held out a hand to her. “Come on. Careful.” 

She took it, fingers warm in mine as she swung her leg over and let me help her down. For a moment she was close enough that the brim of her hat brushed my cheek, and neither of us moved.

Then she stepped back, laughing nervously. “You really know all the good spots.”
“Years of practice,” I said, taking the basket from her. “Let’s find some shade.” 

We spread the blanket beneath a stand of oak trees, the grass high and soft around us. She unpacked 
sandwiches, fruit, a jar of lemonade so cold it beaded in the sun. I stretched out on one elbow, watching her fuss with napkins.

“You always like this?” I asked. “Like what?”
“Sweet. Careful. Thoughtful. You make a man feel spoiled.”
She laughed, shaking her head. “You say things like that just to see me blush.”
“Maybe.” I took a bite of sandwich, talking around a grin. “But that doesn’t mean they’re not true.” 

Her eyes flicked up, meeting mine for a heartbeat before she looked away. The wind stirred the grass, whispering through the trees.

After we’d eaten, she leaned back on her hands, face tipped toward the sky. “I’d forgotten what it feels like to be out here. No chores, no noise, just—quiet.” I watched her for a long moment, the way her hair caught the light, the way her shoulders relaxed like she hadn’t in months.

“You deserve a little peace,” I said softly.
She turned her head, smiling faintly. “You’re going to make me cry if you keep being nice.” 

I laughed, tossing a blade of grass at her knee. “Then I’ll have to start teasing again. Can’t have you thinking I’ve gone soft.”

“You? Never.”
“Want to bet?” 

Her laughter rolled out bright and easy, echoing off the trees. For a second she reached out as if to shove my shoulder, but her fingers brushed my arm instead, lingering just a little too long before she pulled away.

We both pretended not to notice. 

The grass in the clearing rippled in the wind, the creek whispering below. Lena finished arranging the food while I lounged on my side, one elbow in the blanket, watching her the way a cat watches sunlight. Every movement of hers was unhurried, self-conscious, as though she could feel my eyes on her but couldn’t quite bring herself to tell me to stop.

“You pack for an army?” I said.
“For one man with an appetite that could feed one,” she answered, smiling. 

“That’s fair.” I reached for a sandwich and tore it in half. “You know, this is the nicest I’ve eaten since I got here. You might spoil me.”
“It’s a skill,” I said. “Want to see another one?”

She gave a little laugh that turned shy halfway through. “You make everything sound like a compliment.” 

Before she could answer, I picked up a strawberry from the bowl and held it out. The berry was sun-warm, dark red at the tip. “Open up.”

She blinked at me, caught between amusement and disbelief. “I can feed myself.”
“Where’s the fun in that?” 

For a second she just looked at me, then, shaking her head, leaned forward and bit the fruit from my fingers. Juice ran down the corner of her mouth. I brushed it away with my thumb before I could stop myself.

“Messy,” I said softly. She froze, the air between us tightening. Then she smiled again, a touch breathless. “Your fault.”
“Can’t argue with that.” 

I offered another berry. This time she took it from me with her own fingers but didn’t pull her hand back right away. Our fingertips grazed, and something in her eyes changed—hesitation melting into a quiet curiosity.

The afternoon drifted around us: the sigh of leaves, the hum of bees, a hawk circling high above. We talked about small things—what kind of horse she liked best, how early she used to get up to help Ray with chores. Every story gave me another excuse to tease her, every tease drew a little more color into her cheeks.

At one point she reached for the lemonade, and I steadied the jar for her. My hand brushed her wrist, felt the small shiver that followed.

“You cold?” I asked.
“In this heat?” she said, laughing. “No. Just… wind.” 

“Mm.” I tilted my head. “Sure felt like something.” She rolled her eyes, but the smile that came with it was helpless. “You really can’t stop, can you?”

“Wouldn’t want to. You’re too easy to make laugh.”
“And you’re impossible,” she said, shaking her head, still smiling. 

We finished the food slowly, the basket half-forgotten. The world beyond the clearing seemed far away; even the farm felt like another country. When she leaned back on her elbows, I caught her hair slipping from its braid, and without thinking I reached to tuck a strand behind her ear.

Her breath hitched. The touch lingered a heartbeat too long. Then she turned toward the creek, pretending to watch a dragonfly skimming the surface.

I sat back, giving her space, letting the silence stretch into something gentle rather than awkward. “You ever think about leaving all this?” I asked quietly.
“Sometimes,” she said. “But where would I go? This is home.”
“Home’s wherever you decide it is.”
She glanced over her shoulder, eyes soft, uncertain. “Maybe. But some of us need a reason to go.”
I smiled, slow and easy. “Guess I’ll have to give you one then.”
That earned me another of those half-laughs, the kind that trembled between protest and possibility. 

The sun slipped lower, turning everything amber. She packed the basket, still smiling, still flustered. I saddled the mare again and helped her up, her hand small in mine. As I swung into the saddle behind her, the tension we’d been nursing all afternoon followed us like heat rising from the earth—close, steady, waiting.

Chapter3 

By evening the sky had gone the color of pewter. The air was heavy, the kind that presses on your lungs. I came in from putting up the tools and found the three of us gathered around the dinner table: Ray in his chair, Lena setting out plates, the radio murmuring low in the background.

The tension was already there, brittle as glass. He’d been restless all afternoon, snapping at small things, hating that his hands wouldn’t work the way they used to. When Lena accidentally dropped a fork and bent to pick it up, he slammed his palm on the table hard enough to make the dishes jump.

“Would you stop fussing over everything?” he barked.
She straightened slowly, voice soft. “I was just trying to help.” 

“I don’t need your help,” he growled. “Or his.” That last part was aimed at me. I met his stare without blinking. “You sure about that, Ray? Fence wouldn’t be standing if I hadn’t helped.”

His mouth tightened. “Always got to make yourself look good, don’t you, boy? Coming in here, acting like the hero—”

“Hey.” My tone was sharp but calm. “Nobody’s acting like anything. We’re all just trying to keep this place running.”

Lena laid a hand on his shoulder. “Ray, please—”
He jerked away. “Don’t touch me.” 

The words hung there, awful and raw. She stepped back, eyes bright, her mouth opening as if to answer, but no sound came.

“That’s enough,” I said quietly. He turned on me, voice rising. “You don’t tell me what’s enough in my own house.”

“I will when you talk to her like that.” 

For a moment I thought he’d throw something, but his arms trembled too much even for that. He cursed under his breath, wheeled back from the table, and disappeared down the hall, the sound of the chair bumping against the doorframe.

The radio filled the silence again, faint and tinny. Lena stood there motionless, then drew a shaky breath. “He’s just angry. It’s not you.”

“Doesn’t make it right.”
“No,” she said, voice small. “But he’s lost so much.” Rain began to patter against the windows, soft at first. She looked toward the door. “I need some air.”
“Lena—”
“I’ll just be a minute.” She grabbed her shawl and stepped out into the dark. 

I waited a few seconds, then followed. The sky broke open almost immediately. The rain came down in sheets, cold and blinding. I spotted her halfway across the yard, hair plastered to her neck, walking fast toward the fields.

“Lena!”
She turned, startled, water running down her face. “Cal, go back! You’ll get soaked!” 

“Too late for that!” I caught up to her just as the thunder cracked overhead. “Come on, we can’t stay out here!”
For a moment there was only the sound of rain on the roof, deafening and steady. The light was dim, filtered through the gaps in the boards. She stood there shivering, water dripping from her hair, her chest rising and falling fast.

I took her hand —cold, trembling—and pulled her toward the nearest shelter. The barn door banged in the wind as we slipped inside, slamming it shut behind us.

“You shouldn’t have followed me,” she said, but there was no anger in it. 

“Yeah, well,” I said, brushing wet hair from my forehead, “I’m not great at letting people walk off into thunderstorms.”

Her laugh came out half a sob. I took the blanket from the tack wall and draped it around her shoulders. She clutched it close, the edge of a smile returning.

“Thank you,” she murmured. 

“Anytime.” Lightning flashed through the cracks, lighting her face for a heartbeat—eyes glistening, skin pale and wet. The thunder rolled right after, shaking the rafters.

She sank down onto a bale of hay, the blanket wrapped tight. I sat beside her, both of us breathing hard, the barn smelling of rain and horse and earth.

“He used to love storms,” she said after a while. “We’d sit on the porch and watch them roll in. Now he just… hates everything.”

I nodded, listening. “He’s hurting. You both are.”
She looked at me, eyes searching. “And what about you?”
“Me? I’m just trying to help.” 

Her gaze didn’t move. “You do more than you know.” Outside, the rain drummed harder, a steady roar. I could feel the tension humming again, not the sharp kind from before but something gentler, waiting. I didn’t move, didn’t speak, just stayed beside her while the storm burned itself out, two people caught between duty and something neither of them could quite name.

I grab the blankets from the corner and wrap them around her. "Here you go, let's try to get you warmed up," I say, my voice gentle. But she's still shivering, her body wracked with uncontrollable tremors. I frown, considering our options. Then it hits me.

"There's one more thing we could try," I say, my voice measured. "Skin to skin contact can help warm you up quickly." I hold her gaze, letting her see the sincerity in my eyes. "But only if you're comfortable with it, Aunt Lena. I would never do anything to make you uncomfortable."

She looks at me, her eyes searching. Then she gives a small nod, her trust in me evident. I smile, my heart warming at her faith in me. I start to unbutton my shirt, my fingers moving slowly.
"Here, let me show you," I say, my voice low and

calm. I strip down to my boxers, giving her time to adjust to the sight of me half-naked. 

I walk over to her, my steps sure and steady. I hold out my hand, "Come on, let's get you warmed up," I say, my voice gentle but firm.

She takes my hand, her fingers cold but trusting. I pull her to her feet and start to unbutton her dress, my fingers moving slowly, giving her time to stop me if she wants to. But she doesn't. When her dress falls to the ground, I pick her up, cradling her in my arms. She gasps, her hands fluttering up to my chest.

I give her a small smile, "Don't worry, Aunt Lena, I've got you," I say, my voice reassuring. I lay her down on the blankets and strip off my boxers, giving her a moment to look away if she wants to. But she doesn't. She watches me, her eyes wide but trusting.

I slide in beside her, pulling the blankets over us. I wrap my arms around her, pulling her close. Her body is still cold, but she's warming up, and not just because of me. I start to rub her back, my hands gentle but firm. "There you go," I say, my voice soft, "we'll get you warmed up in no time."
She looks up at me, her eyes soft and trusting. I lean down, my lips brushing against hers in a soft, chaste kiss. "We'll get through this, Aunt Lena," I whisper against her mouth. "Together."

And I mean it. Because despite the situation, despite the fact that I'm holding her like this, I would never do anything to hurt or scare her. I just want to keep her safe, warm, and comfortable. And that's exactly what I'm going to do.

Chapter4 

The rain outside continues its relentless rhythm, a soothing lullaby that fills the barn. I'm lying on my back, Aunt Lena tucked securely against my side, our bodies entwined under the warm blankets. Her head rests on my chest, her breath soft and even, her body finally warm and relaxed.

I look down at her, her eyes closed, her lashes casting shadows on her cheeks. She's beautiful, even more so now that she's let her guard down. I can't help but smile, my heart feeling lighter than it has in a long time.

She must feel my gaze because her eyes flutter open, meeting mine. She smiles, a soft, sweet smile that makes my heart skip a beat. "What are you thinking about?" she asks, her voice soft and drowsy.

I grin, a playful idea striking me. "Well," I say, my voice low and teasing, "I was thinking that we've got a lot of time to kill, and not much to do." I raise an eyebrow, my eyes sparkling with mischief. "Unless, of course, we can think of something... productive to do."

Her eyes widen, her cheeks flushing a soft pink. But she doesn't look away. Instead, she bites her lip, her eyes searching mine. I can see the curiosity, the desire, the question in her eyes. So I give her an answer. I lean down, my lips capturing hers in a soft, slow kiss.

She gasps, her body tensing for a moment before she relaxes into the kiss. Her arms wrap around my neck, pulling me closer, deepening the kiss. I groan, my hands roaming her body, tracing the curves I've been longing to explore.
She pulls back slightly, her eyes meeting mine.

"Cal," she whispers, her voice filled with wonder and desire. I smile, my heart pounding in my chest.

"Yeah, Aunt Lena?" I murmur, my voice low and playful. 

She blushes, her eyes darting away from mine. "Nothing," she mumbles, her voice barely audible.
I chuckle, my thumb brushing her cheek. "You can tell me, you know," I say, my voice gentle. "I won't bite. Well, not unless you want me to." I wink at her, and she giggles, her body relaxing against mine.

She takes a deep breath, her eyes meeting mine. "I just... I've never felt like this before," she admits, her voice soft. "We shouldn’t be doing this,"

I smile, my heart swelling with affection. "Neither have I, Aunt Lena," I say, my voice sincere. "But we don’t want to stop do we?"

And with that, I lean down, my lips capturing hers in another deep, passionate kiss. And as we lose ourselves in each other, the world outside the barn fades away, leaving just the two of us, our bodies entwined, our hearts beating as one.

I start by cupping her breasts, my hands fitting perfectly around their soft fullness. She arches into my touch, a soft moan escaping her lips. I grin, my thumbs brushing against her nipples, feeling them harden under my touch.
"God, Aunt Lena," I murmur, my voice low and husky, "your tits are fucking perfect." I lean down, my lips capturing one taut peak, sucking it into my mouth. She gasps, her hands fisting in my hair, holding me close.

I switch to the other breast, giving it the same attention, my hands continuing to squeeze and caress. She's writhing beneath me, her breath coming in short pants, her body flushed with desire.

I pull back, my eyes meeting hers. "I wish I could drink from these," I say, my voice playful, my thumb brushing against her nipple. "I bet your milk would be the sweetest I've ever tasted."

She blushes, her eyes widening in surprise."Cal," she gasps, her voice filled with embarrassment and desire. I grin, my hands continuing to explore her body.

"What?" I say, my voice innocent. "It's true. I bet you'd taste fucking delicious." I lean down, my lips capturing hers in a deep, passionate kiss. I can feel her body relaxing into mine, her inhibitions fading away.

I pull back, my eyes meeting hers. "You like that, don't you, Aunt Lena?" I murmur, my voice low and teasing. "The thought of me drinking from your tits, of you feeding me."

She blushes again, but she doesn't look away. Instead, she bites her lip, her eyes filled with desire. "Yes," she whispers, her voice barely audible.

I grin, my heart pounding in my chest. "Good," I say, my voice low and playful. "Because I want you to imagine it, Aunt Lena. I want you to imagine me sucking on your tits, drinking from you, making you feel so fucking good."

I lean down, my lips capturing her nipple again, sucking hard. She moans, her body arching into mine, her hands pulling me closer. I can feel her desire, her need, her want, and it spurs me on. I switch to the other breast, my hands
continuing to squeeze and caress.

"You're going to come for me, Aunt Lena," I murmur, my voice low and dirty. "You're going to come while I'm sucking on your tits, while I'm drinking from you."

She moans, her body writhing beneath mine, her breath coming in short pants. I can feel her body tensing, her orgasm building. I suck harder, my fingers pinching and rolling her nipples, pushing her closer and closer to the edge.
And then she's there, her body convulsing, her mouth open in a silent scream as she comes undone in my arms. I grin, my heart pounding in my chest, my body aching with desire. But I don't stop. I continue to suck and caress, drawing out her orgasm, making her feel as good as I possibly can.

Because that's what this is about. It's not about my pleasure, not yet. It's about hers. It's about making her feel good, about making her come undone in my arms. And I'll keep doing it, again and again, until she's completely satisfied

And with that, I position myself at her entrance and push inside, giving her exactly what she's been begging for.

Chapter5 

"Fuck, Aunt Lena," I growl, my voice low and husky. "Your pussy is so fucking tight. It feels so good wrapped around my cock."

She moans, her hips bucking, meeting my thrusts. "Yes, Cal," she pants, her voice filled with desire. "Fuck me. Harder."

I grin, my heart pounding in my chest. I pull out almost all the way before slamming back into her, my hips moving in a fast, steady rhythm. She cries out, her body arching into mine, her pussy clamping down on my cock.

"God, Aunt Lena," I groan, my voice filled with pleasure. "Your pussy is fucking perfect. It was made for my cock."

She moans, her body writhing beneath mine. "Yes, Cal," she pants. "I'm yours. Your pussy. Your cock. Fuck me. Harder."
I groan, her words spurring me on. I fuck her harder, my hips moving in a punishing rhythm, my cock slamming into her again and again. She cries out, her body convulsing, her pussy clamping down on my cock as she comes undone.

"Fuck, Aunt Lena," I growl, my voice filled with pleasure. "Your pussy is milking my cock. It feels so fucking good. I could come just from feeling you like this."

She moans, her body still convulsing, her pussy still clamping down on my cock. I lean down, my lips capturing hers in a deep, passionate kiss. "You're so fucking beautiful when you come, Aunt Lena," I murmur, my voice low and filled with praise. "Your pussy is so greedy for my cock. It feels so fucking good."

She blushes, her eyes meeting mine. "Thank you, Cal," she whispers, her voice filled with emotion. "No one has ever made me feel like this."

I grin, my heart swelling with affection. "Good," I say, my voice low and possessive. "Because you're mine now, Aunt Lena. This pussy is mine. This body is mine. And I'm going to fuck it any way I want."

She moans, her body shivering with desire. I start to move again, my hips moving in a slow, steady rhythm this time, my cock sliding in and out of her pussy. I lean down, my lips capturing her nipple, sucking hard.

"Cal," she pants, her voice filled with need. "I want you to come inside me. I want to feel you fill me up."

I groan, my body tensing, my orgasm building. "Fuck, Aunt Lena," I growl, my voice filled with pleasure. "You feel so fucking good. I'm going to come inside you. I'm going to fill your pussy up with my cum."

She moans, her body convulsing, her pussy clamping down on my cock as she comes undone again. I groan, my body tensing, my cock throbbing as I come inside her, filling her up just like she wanted.

When we both come down from our high, I lean down, my lips capturing hers in a soft, sweet kiss. "That was fucking incredible, Aunt Lena," I murmur, my voice low and filled with affection. "You're fucking amazing."
She smiles, her eyes filled with happiness. "You're not so bad yourself, Cal," she says, her voice filled with teasing.

I flip her over onto her hands and knees, her ass presented to me like a delicious treat. She looks back at me over her shoulder, her eyes filled with desire and curiosity. I groan, my cock throbbing at the sight of her.

"Fuck, Aunt Lena," I growl, my voice low and husky. "Your ass is fucking gorgeous. I can't wait to fuck it."

She blushes, her eyes widening in surprise. 

"Cal," she whispers, her voice filled with embarrassment and desire. "I've never... I mean, no one has ever..."

I grin, my heart swelling with affection. "Don't worry, sweetheart," I say, my voice low and soothing. "I'll be gentle. I just want to play with it a little. I want to make you feel so fucking good."
I start to rub her ass, my hands squeezing and caressing the soft flesh. She moans, her body writhing beneath my touch. I lean down, my lips capturing one cheek, kissing and biting gently. She gasps, her body tensing. "Cal," she pants, her voice filled with need.

"Please. I need you inside me. I need you to fuck me." 

I grin, my heart pounding in my chest. I position myself at her entrance and push inside, her pussy stretching to accommodate me. She cries out, her body arching into mine, her pussy clamping down on my cock.

"Fuck, Aunt Lena," I growl, my voice filled with pleasure. "Your pussy feels so fucking good. It's like it was made for my cock."

She moans, her hips bucking, meeting my thrusts. The sound of our bodies slapping together fills the barn, a symphony of pleasure that makes my cock throb. I can feel her pussy clenching around me, her body building towards another orgasm.
"God, Aunt Lena," I groan, my voice filled with pleasure. "Your pussy is so fucking greedy. It's sucking my cock in, it's like it never wants me to leave."

She moans, her body convulsing, her pussy clamping down on my cock as she comes undone. I groan, my body tensing, my orgasm building. I reach around, my fingers finding her clit, rubbing in time with my thrusts.

"Cal," she pants, her voice filled with need. "I'm going to come again. I can't... it's too much..." "Come for me, Aunt Lena," I growl, my voice filled with authority. "Come on my cock. Show me how much you love it."

She cries out, her body convulsing, her pussy clamping down on my cock as she comes undone again. I groan, my body tensing, my cock throbbing as I come inside her, filling her up just like she wanted.

When we both come down from our high, I pull out of her, my cock making a soft, wet sound as it leaves her pussy. I collapse onto the blankets beside her, my breath coming in short pants. She turns to face me, her eyes filled with happiness and satisfaction.
"That was... incredible, Cal," she says, her voice filled with awe.

I grin, my heart swelling with affection. "I'm glad you enjoyed it, Aunt Lena," I say, my voice low and filled with sincerity. "Because I'm not done with you yet."

"Cal," she pants, her voice filled with desire and a hint of nervousness. "What are you doing?" She asks as I pull her on top of me.

I grin, my heart pounding in my chest. "I'm going to fuck you, Aunt Lena," I say, my voice low and dominant. "And you're going to ride me. I want to watch you take my cock, I want to see you fuck yourself on me."

She blushes, her eyes darting away from mine. "Cal, I don't know if I can... I mean, I've never..." 

I lean down, my lips capturing hers in a hard, passionate kiss. "You can do it, Aunt Lena," I murmur against her mouth. "I'll guide you. I'll make it feel so fucking good."
I position myself at her entrance, my cock throbbing with need. I push inside, just the tip, and she gasps, her body tensing. I start to move, my hips rolling, fucking her slowly, giving her time to adjust to the feeling of me inside her.

"Fuck, Aunt Lena," I groan, my voice filled with pleasure. "Your pussy feels so fucking good. Now, ride me. Show me what you can do."

She hesitates for a moment, then starts to move, her hips rising and falling, taking me in inch by inch. I groan, my hands gripping her hips, guiding her movements. I start to spank her, my hand coming down hard on her ass, the sound of flesh meeting flesh filling the barn.

"God, Aunt Lena," I growl, my voice filled with pleasure. "Your ass is so fucking gorgeous when it's all red and hot. I love spanking you. I love making you feel so fucking good."

She moans, her body writhing beneath my touch. I lean down, my lips capturing one nipple, sucking hard. I start to tease her tits, my fingers pinching and rolling her nipples, making them hard and aching.
"Cal," she pants, her voice filled with need. "It feels so good. I can't... I can't..."

"Come for me, Aunt Lena," I growl, my voice filled with authority. "Come on my cock. Show me how much you love it."

She cries out, her body convulsing, her pussy clamping down on my cock as she comes undone. I groan, my body tensing, my orgasm building. I pull out of her, my cock throbbing with need.

"Turn around, Aunt Lena," I say, my voice low and dominant. "I want to fuck you from behind. I want to spank you while I fill you up with my cum."

She hesitates for a moment, then turns around, presenting her ass to me. I position myself at her entrance and push inside, my hips moving in a fast, steady rhythm. I start to spank her again, my hand coming down hard on her ass, the sound of flesh meeting flesh filling the barn.

"Fuck, Aunt Lena," I groan, my voice filled with pleasure. "I can't wait to knock you up. I can't wait to fill you with my cum, to make you pregnant with my baby. I want to breed you, Aunt Lena. I want to fill you up, over and over again."

She moans, her body convulsing, her pussy clamping down on my cock as she comes undone again. I groan, my body tensing, my cock throbbing as I come inside her, filling her up just like I wanted.

When we both come down from our high, I pull out of her, my cock making a soft, wet sound as it leaves her pussy. I collapse onto the blankets beside her, my breath coming in short pants. She turns to face me, her eyes filled with happiness and satisfaction.

"That was... incredible, Cal," she says, her voice filled with awe. 

I grin, my heart swelling with affection. "I'm glad you enjoyed it, Aunt Lena," I say, my voice low and filled with sincerity. "Because I'm not done with you yet. I'm going to keep fucking you, keep making you come, keep making you feel so fucking good. And one day soon, I'm going to breed you. I'm going to fill you up with my cum, make you pregnant with my baby. What do you say to that, Aunt Lena? Are you ready to be bred by me?"

She blushes, her eyes widening in surprise. But I can see the desire in them, the curiosity. She takes a deep breath, her eyes meeting mine.

"Yes, Cal," she whispers, her voice filled with desire and surrender. "I'm ready. I want to be bred by you. I want to be filled up with your cum, with your baby. I'm yours, Cal. Do with me what you will."

I grin, my heart pounding in my chest. "Good girl," I say, my voice low and filled with satisfaction. "Now, let's get started."
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