
        
            
                
            
        

    
Mistletoe Rules

She’s Older, Married, and Mine – A Twisted Winter Fantasy 

Prologue

It’s fucking freezing outside, but in here? It’s toasty in all the right ways. A fire crackles in the stone hearth. Bodies are packed wall to wall, holiday sweaters and whiskeysweet breath, red cheeks, bad singing. Snow’s coming down hard—whiteout blizzard. Nobody’s going anywhere tonight. The whole damn town could vanish under a drift and no one would notice. Too busy getting drunk and nostalgic.

I’m holding a half-empty cider and leaning against the doorframe when I see her.
God. 

She’s in a tight green turtleneck dress that hugs her hips like it was sewn for sin. Hair curled loose over her shoulder. Diamond ring catching the light every time she tucks her hair back behind her ear. Her husband’s beside her—chatting, drunk already.

And me? I’m just the kid she used to pack Lunchables for. Her son’s best friend. Twenty-four now. Bigger. Broader. Smarter. Meaner. And so goddamn aware of how she looks at me when she thinks no one else is watching.

Tonight, I make damn sure she sees me. 

“Hey,” I say loud enough for the room to hear, grinning like the little shit I am, “looks like we’ve got a code red.”

Everyone turns. She looks confused—until she follows my finger up.
Right above us, dangling from the pine beam like it knows what it’s doing, is a fat little clump of mistletoe.
Someone whoops. Her eyes go wide. Her lips part. She stammers out a laugh. 

“Oh, come on,” she protests, but her cheeks flush. I glance over at her husband, still leaning against the counter, glass in hand. He waves it lazily.

“Kiss him! It’s Christmas!”
She glances at me. I tilt my head. My smile says, you know you want to.
So she leans up and gives me a tiny kiss. A mom kiss. A pity kiss. Barely a whisper of lips.
“Aw, c’mon,” her husband calls out, laughing. “That doesn’t count! Give the guy a real one!”
Real one.
My hand slides to her waist before she can protest. I tug her in close. 

Her eyes go wide, lips parted —but she doesn’t stop me. Doesn’t say no.
I lower my mouth to hers and kiss her like she’s mine. Deep. Slow. The kind of kiss that has weight behind it. Her lips are warm and soft and she melts into it before she catches herself.

She pulls back a little too fast, breathless, pink blooming across her cheekbones. Everyone’s laughing and cheering, thinking it’s hilarious.

They don’t see the way her thighs press together. But I do. 

Chapter1

I don’t let her get far after that kiss. She slips away like she’s trying to vanish into the crowd, but I follow, slow, letting the party draw me back toward her like gravity.

They’re all talking about it. That kiss. The kiss. Suddenly, we’re a hit. A running joke. “God, they’d be cute together,” someone laughs. I can’t remember who. Doesn’t matter. The words stick like glitter in the air.

Someone hands her a cup of eggnog. Her laugh’s a little too tight. Her husband’s slouched on the couch, chuckling with a red-cheeked flush, nodding like a man who just watched his wife kiss the puppy. He catches my eye and raises his glass.

“All in good fun,” he says.
I nod back. Smile wide. “Couldn’t agree more.” 

But she won’t meet my eyes. Later, she’s leaning on the kitchen counter, talking with one of the aunts, and I slide in beside her like I belong there. My arm brushes her back. I don’t move it. I let my fingers trail down the line of her spine, casual as hell, just being friendly. She stiffens. Then exhales. Keeps talking. Doesn’t stop me.

She can’t. 

The aunt walks away. Her glass is empty. I take it from her hand without asking and set it on the counter. She turns to say something—maybe a warning, maybe a thank you—and I lean in like I’m telling her a secret.

“You’re still blushing,” I murmur.
Her lips part. Her eyes flash—shock, maybe offense, but there’s something hot behind it.
“I’m not—” she starts. 

“You are,” I say, grinning. “It’s cute.” She glares, turns away—but she doesn’t step back. Doesn’t tell me to stop.

Another cousin walks by and calls out, “Hey! It’s the mistlehoes!” 

More laughter. Her son —her son, who’s too high to care—waves from the couch and yells, “Yo, Mom, give my boy another one! He earned it!”

She nearly chokes. 

I’m already sliding behind her, hands at her hips, guiding her into a playful dip. I plant a kiss on her cheek, then whisper, “Want me to stop?”

She doesn’t say a word. 

So I don’t. The night spins. More drinks. More kisses. More “just playing along.” Her husband winks at me once, like we’re co-conspirators. The word flirt gets tossed around more than tinsel. At one point I help her up from the couch—my hand slipping a little too far beneath the curve of her ass. She stiffens, and I whisper, “Oops.”

She’s red to the tips of her ears.
No one sees it but me. 

Later, she’s cornered near the tree by a trio of cousins, and one of them calls me over with a slurred grin. “Come get your girl, loverboy.”

“Don’t tempt me,” I say, already at her side. I slip my arm around her waist. She flinches.
“Give us one for Instagram!” someone shouts. 

We pose. I grab her by the waist, yank her close. She tries to keep it sweet, but her breath stutters when I grip tighter.
I kiss her on the temple—then lower—cheek—jaw— neck.

The crowd roars. 

She gasps. But it’s lost in the noise. Her nails dig into my arm. I glance down, whisper near her ear, “Still just a joke, right?”

Her mouth doesn’t move. But her thighs clench together.
God, I want to ruin her. 

They’ve turned the lights down low. The party’s shifted from shots to cocoa, from shouting to laughing and lazy limbs, everyone draped like laundry over every available cushion. A movie flickers on the screen— some shitty Hallmark flick nobody’s really watching— but the fire’s still crackling and the spiked cider’s still flowing.
I’m on the couch, one arm slung over the backrest, legs wide, relaxed as hell.

She walks in holding a fresh mug and scans the room. Her husband’s already dozing off in the armchair. Her son’s curled into a mound of blankets with two cousins at his feet. There’s nowhere left to sit.

Perfect.
“Over here!” someone calls. “Get in his lap!”
She freezes. Just for a second. I don’t look up, just pat my thigh with two fingers and smirk like I expected it.
“Plenty of room,” I murmur. 

Another whoop from the peanut gallery. “C’mon, you already kissed! You’re practically married!” Laughter explodes across the room. Even her husband cracks a sleepy grin. “You heard ’em, babe. Snuggle up.”

Her eyes flick to me. I raise my brows.
Don’t you dare back out now. 

She sighs, mutters something that sounds like Jesus Christ, and lowers herself into my lap like a woman preparing for a public execution.

Only it’s not an execution.
It’s a fucking coronation. 

I shift beneath her as she settles —one arm draped casually across her back, the other sliding along her thigh under the blanket someone’s tossed over us. My fingers don’t grope. Not yet. Just rest. Heavy. Warm. Claiming.
She’s stiff as a board, staring ahead, pretending nothing’s wrong.

Everyone else?
Still laughing. Still watching the damn movie.
Another chorus of laughter. Her cheeks go crimson.
And I’ve had enough pretending.
I lean in, lips brushing her ear. “If I kiss you now, they’ll all cheer.”
She sucks in a breath. Doesn’t move. 

So I do it. I turn her face toward mine—slow, smooth, fingers under her jaw—and press my mouth to hers. Deep. Possessive. Like I’m tasting what’s already mine. Her fingers grab my wrist. But she doesn’t pull away.

She kisses back.
Soft. Then harder. A moan catches in her throat and I swallow it.
The room erupts.
Shouts. Whistles. Cheering. Someone slaps the armrest. “Holy shit! Tongue and everything!”
She jerks back, panting, lips parted, stunned.
Her husband? Laughing. 

Her son? Shaking his head, grinning like it’s the best thing he’s seen all night.
She’s trembling in my lap. Hiding it under the blanket. No one notices.

But I do.
I lean close again, mouth grazing her temple. “You’re letting me get away with it.”
She swallows. Doesn’t deny it. 

My fingers slide a little higher under the blanket. No one can see. They’re too busy still talking about the kiss.

Just above her knee, I squeeze. 

She doesn’t stop me. The fire’s gone low. Just embers now, glowing like dying stars. The sound of the movie is a soft background hum—credits rolling, forgotten. Someone snores from a recliner. Someone else is curled under a pile of throw pillows, legs dangling off the armrest like a marionette with cut strings.

I’m still on the couch. Same spot. Still warm from her weight.
And then she stands. 

She stretches —slow and long, like she doesn’t want to—but her bare feet whisper on the wood floor as she gathers her mug and sets it in the sink.

“Think I’m calling it,” she says to the room. Her voice is gentle, calm. Like nothing at all’s happened. 

There’s only five of us still up. Two women, half - dozing. A guy finishing off the dregs of whiskey. Me. And her.
“Oh, come on,” one of the women calls, blinking blearily. “You can’t leave without saying goodnight to your boy.”

I grin. Loud enough for her to hear it behind my teeth. “Yeah. Rude.”
The man chuckles. “He’s not wrong. You’ve been all over each other all night. Let the guy go to bed happy.”
Someone laughs. “One last kiss!”
She stops. Turns. Her cheeks are flushed, but not from the fire.
“I think we’ve had enough of that game,” she says, but her voice doesn’t hold much fight. 

I rise from the couch slowly, like I’ve been waiting. Like I knew this would come.
“You’re really gonna disappoint your fans?” I ask. Voice low, teasing. Dangerous.

One of the women whistles. “Oooh, he’s smooth. You better kiss him or he’ll cry.”
She meets my eyes. 

For a second, it’s just us. The flicker of dying light. The distant sound of wind outside. The ache between her legs she hasn’t touched. The wet spot in her panties no one can see.

I take a step.
And another.
Until I’m in front of her. 

“Goodnight,” she whispers. Her breath smells like wine and want.
I cup her cheek. Brush her hair back. Tilt her face toward mine.

And kiss her.
Slow.
Decadent.
No noise this time. No cheering. Just soft inhales. A muffled giggle. Maybe a sigh.
My tongue parts her lips. She opens for me without hesitation.
It’s not a show anymore. It’s not a joke. 

This kiss is ours. My hand slides to the back of her neck, fingers tangling in her hair. Her body leans into mine before she remembers where she is. She pulls away, face flushed, chest rising.

“I should go,” she murmurs.
“You should,” I agree.
But she doesn’t move.
And neither do I. 

The fire’s gone low. Just embers now, glowing like dying stars. The sound of the movie is a soft background hum—credits rolling, forgotten. Someone snores from a recliner. Someone else is curled under a pile of throw pillows, legs dangling off the armrest like a marionette with cut strings.

I’m still on the couch. Same spot. Still warm from her weight.
And then she stands. 

She stretches —slow and long, like she doesn’t want to—but her bare feet whisper on the wood floor as she gathers her mug and sets it in the sink.

“Think I’m calling it,” she says to the room. Her voice is gentle, calm. Like nothing at all’s happened. 

There’s only five of us still up. Two women, half - dozing. A guy finishing off the dregs of whiskey. Me. And her.

“Oh, come on,” one of the women calls, blinking blearily. “You can’t leave without saying goodnight to your boy.”

I grin. Loud enough for her to hear it behind my teeth. “Yeah. Rude.”
The man chuckles. “He’s not wrong. You’ve been all over each other all night. Let the guy go to bed happy.”

Someone laughs. “One last kiss!”
She stops. Turns. Her cheeks are flushed, but not from the fire.
“I think we’ve had enough of that game,” she says, but her voice doesn’t hold much fight.
I rise from the couch slowly, like I’ve been waiting. Like I knew this would come.
“You’re really gonna disappoint your fans?” I ask. Voice low, teasing. Dangerous.
One of the women whistles. “Oooh, he’s smooth. You better kiss him or he’ll cry.” 

She meets my eyes. For a second, it’s just us. The flicker of dying light. The distant sound of wind outside. The ache between her legs she hasn’t touched. The wet spot in her panties no one can see.

I take a step.
And another.
Until I’m in front of her.
“Goodnight,” she whispers. Her breath smells like wine and want.
I cup her cheek. Brush her hair back. Tilt her face toward mine.
And kiss her. Slow.
Decadent.
No noise this time. No cheering. Just soft inhales. A muffled giggle. Maybe a sigh.
My tongue parts her lips. She opens for me without hesitation.
It’s not a show anymore. It’s not a joke.
This kiss is ours. 

My hand slides to the back of her neck, fingers tangling in her hair. Her body leans into mine before she remembers where she is. She pulls away, face flushed, chest rising.

“I should go,” she murmurs. “You should,” I agree.
But she doesn’t move. And neither do I. 

Chapter2

The silence is thick. Midnight’s long gone. The whole cabin is blanketed in soft, drunken snoring and the distant crack of wood shifting in the cold. Somewhere down the hall, a pipe ticks. Somewhere closer, someone mutters in their sleep.

But I’m not sleeping. I’m not dreaming. I’m moving. 

My footsteps are bare, deliberate, silent as the snow piling up outside the window. I step over limbs in the living room—her husband’s passed out with one arm hanging off the couch, mouth open, reeking of bourbon and cheap beer. Hasn’t stirred in hours.

I slip past him. Past her son. Past every obstacle between me and the room I’ve been thinking about all night.

Her door isn’t locked. I ease it open. 

The room smells like her —soft vanilla and some kind of skin cream she’s been using since I was a teenager. The moonlight bleeds in through a crack in the curtain. Her silhouette rises under a thick quilt, turned to one side, her back to the door.

And for a moment, I just stand there. Watching. 

My cock is hard and aching. My breath is tight in my chest. My fingers flex, hungry to touch. To claim. But I don’t rush.

I strip out of my shirt. Slide out of my sweats. Bare feet on cold floor. Then I step forward and lift the corner of the blanket.

She doesn’t stir. 

I slide in behind her. She’s warm—so fucking warm—and soft. Her ass presses into my stomach. I let the weight of me settle behind her. Let her feel it.

Let her wake up knowing I’m here.
Her breath shifts. Catches. I feel her body go tense.
She knows. Before she turns, before I speak, before my hand even touches her thigh, she knows.
“Shh,” I whisper, mouth brushing the back of her neck. “Don’t wake him.”
Her breath comes out shaky. But she still doesn’t stop me.
My hand slides up under her shirt. Bare skin. No bra. 

She moans, quiet and muffled into the pillow, when I palm her breast.
“You should’ve told me no,” I whisper. “You should’ve stopped this hours ago.”

Her hips shift. Her thighs part. 

I press against her from behind —my cock hard against her ass—and her fingers wrap around my wrist like she wants to push me away.

But she pulls me tighter.
So I kiss the side of her throat. Her pulse flutters against my lips.
And then my fingers are in her panties.
She’s soaked.
I groan against her ear. “You’ve been waiting for this.” She nods. Barely. But it’s enough.
I slide one finger inside.
Then another.
Her legs shake. Her breath hitches.
She’s mine now.
She breathes like she’s drowning in it. 

My fingers are inside her and she’s soaked— slick, hot, pulling me in like her body’s already decided this is happening. Her hand covers mine, but not to stop me. She’s grounding herself. Her wedding ring’s cool against my wrist.
I kiss her shoulder. The curve of her neck. Her throat.

Her hips rock into my palm.
She’s fucking herself on my fingers. 

All the sweet, innocent kisses and cheering and laughs? They’re dead now. Gone. Nothing left but this: the filthy truth sliding down her thighs.

“You’re not gonna say no,” I murmur against her skin, dragging my teeth gently across the line of her jaw. “You had your chance.”

She arches, head tilted back, lips parted—but still silent. 

“You want me,” I growl, pressing my cock between her legs. “Say it.”
She turns her head—barely—and I see her eyes, wide and glassy in the moonlight.

“I want you.”
The sound breaks me. 

I push her panties down. She kicks them off, already trembling. I push her thighs apart under the covers and press forward—slow, heavy, until I feel her stretching for me.

Her body opens like it’s been waiting all this time. 

She gasps. Grabs the pillow. I grip her hip and start to fuck her from behind, deep and slow, savoring every second.

Her moans are breathy, desperate, for me. No one else in the house knows. Not her husband in the next room. Not her son passed out on the floor.

But I know.
And she knows.
This is a betrayal. A surrender. A claim.
I reach forward, wrap my hand around her throat. Not tight. Just there. Just a reminder.
“You’re mine now,” I whisper. “Say it.”
She whimpers. “I’m yours.” 

“Say it louder.” “I’m yours,” she gasps, voice breaking as I slam into her.

She comes —legs shaking, pussy clenching around me—and I don’t let up. I pound her into the mattress, one hand tangled in her hair, the other still around her throat, until I feel myself getting close.

“Take it,” I growl into her ear. “Take all of me.”
And I come inside her.
No condom. No permission.
Just my cum spilling deep where it should never go. And she doesn’t stop me. 

Chapter3

Sunlight streaks across the frost-glazed windows. The cabin smells like cinnamon and coffee and too many hangovers. Someone’s burning bacon already. Slippers shuffle. Chairs creak. That same holiday playlist is back, soft and cheery, like nothing obscene happened just hours ago.

She’s at the stove, hair tied up, wearing an oversized sweater that doesn’t belong to her husband.
It’s mine. 

I watch her stir something in a pan. The swell of her hips. The faint bruise I left on the side of her neck, just barely visible. She thinks no one can tell. She thinks she’s blending in.

She’s wrong. Her husband walks over, groggy and smiling like an idiot. He slides up behind her and wraps an arm lazily around her waist. A kiss to her temple.

“Morning, babe,” he says, voice full of cozy affection. “Look at you, all domestic.”
She laughs. Nervous. Tight. Doesn’t lean into him.
He doesn’t notice.
I do.
I push off the counter and walk toward them, slow and casual, like I’m just passing through.
Then I reach between them.
And pull her away from him. Straight into my arms.
She gasps. Her body tenses—but only for a second. She melts against me before she remembers she shouldn’t.
I tilt her chin up, right there in the middle of the goddamn kitchen, and kiss her.
Not long. But real. Just like last night.
Her husband lets out a confused laugh.
“Whoa—what’s this? Round two already?” he teases.
The room bursts out laughing. Her son throws a dish towel. “Jesus, you two are still at it? Get a room!”
I grin, still holding her close. “Hey, I didn’t make the rules.”
“What rules?” her husband chuckles.
I glance up.
Above us.
There it is.
Mistletoe. Still hanging. Still watching.
I gesture to it with my chin. “That right there. Mistletoe made her mine.”
Everyone loses it. 

Her husband doubles over laughing. “Well damn, can’t argue with Christmas law!”
Someone claps. Her son whistles. “You better not let him out of your sight, Mom!”

She’s red. Not from the stove.
I lean down, lips brushing her ear.
“You remember last night every time he touches you now, don’t you?”
She nods. Barely.
My hand slides lower on her back. Almost to her ass. The sweater hides it. No one sees. 

But she feels everything. The kitchen is louder now. Brighter. Sunlight bleeding through the frosted windows, bouncing off every mug, plate, and tired laugh. Someone’s frying potatoes. Someone’s toasting bread. The coffee smells like sin.

And she?
She’s trying to blend in. 

Still in my sweater. Still flushed, no matter how much she pretends it’s just the warmth of the stove. Her husband’s off somewhere grabbing aspirin and orange juice, not paying attention. Her son’s still cracking jokes about “the kiss,” like it was some harmless game.

But I’m watching her. 

Because I remember how she sounded last night with my fingers in her, my cock buried deep in her, her wedding ring clinking on the bedpost while she begged me not to stop.

And now she’s trying to act normal. Too bad there’s not enough chairs. 

I’m already seated— middle of the long bench on one side of the table—and when she hovers near the end with her plate, biting her lip, one of the aunts shrugs.

“No more seats, sweetheart. You’ll have to get cozy.”
“Oh my god, just sit on his lap!” someone else yells from across the room.
More laughter. Someone echoes, “You two did everything but elope last night.”
I lean back and spread my knees, patting my thigh. 

“C’mon,” I say, loud enough for the table to hear, but soft enough to drag her in. “Breakfast tastes better in my lap.”
She hesitates. Just long enough for someone to go, “Awww!”

Then she sits. 

Right down on me, plate in hand, tense as a deer. I wrap one arm low around her waist and pull her back against my chest.

She fits too well.
And now?
Now everyone’s looking.
“Aren’t they just the cutest?” someone gushes.
“You two are dangerous together,” another teases.
“I swear, you look better together than she does with her husband—no offense!”
The whole table bursts out laughing.
I rest my chin on her shoulder and murmur low, “They can tell. Somewhere deep down, they know.”
She cuts her eggs. Doesn’t respond.
But her hand shakes a little.
And under the table, my palm slowly slides along her thigh.
Her body’s tense, but no one notices. 

Everyone’s too busy chewing, laughing, gossiping. There’s a rhythm to mornings like this in a packed cabin—people talking over each other, food getting passed hand-to-hand, that post-snowstorm coziness still lingering in the air. But beneath the tablecloth?

My hand is under her sweater. Palming her hip.
Sliding higher. 

She’s still in my lap, playing the part perfectly. Perfect posture. Casual bites of toast. Soft, quiet smiles at jokes she barely hears. She’s pretending I’m not stroking my fingers up her inner thigh like I own her.

Like I haven’t already filled her.
“God,” someone says between bites of bacon, “you two really are inseparable.”
I glance up, grinning. “Hey, she chose to sit here.” 

“She didn’t have much of a choice,” her son jokes. “Guy takes up three seats with that spread.” “Can you blame her?” a cousin adds. “If I didn’t know better, I’d say they were married.”

The room howls with laughter.
And that’s when it happens. 

Her husband walks back in, finally awake and rubbing his eyes, coffee in hand. He sees her in my lap. Sees everyone laughing. And grins, oblivious.

“Aw hell,” he says. “Did I lose my wife to the mistletoe again?”
He walks to the table. No one makes room.
He stands behind her. Hesitates.
“Looks like I’m the third wheel now,” he chuckles. Someone claps.
“Finally figured it out!”
“Dude, you better fight for her before she runs off with the young stud.”
“You’re not gonna win, man. Look at them.”
I look up at him.
Hold his gaze. 

And then slide my hand a little deeper under the table. Between her legs. Just enough for her breath to catch, for her fork to pause halfway to her mouth.

He laughs. Still not seeing it.
Still not getting it. But she does.
Her thighs clench around my wrist.
I kiss her cheek, loud and mocksweet. “I’ll take good care of her.”
The chair scrapes. Her fork clinks against the plate. She stands too fast, too awkwardly.
“I’m just—gonna wash up,” she mumbles. 

A few voices murmur “Mmhm,” already distracted by toast and gossip. Her husband chuckles, still sipping coffee, none the wiser. He doesn’t see the way her shoulders are tight. Doesn’t see the heat crawling up her neck.

But I do.
She slips down the hallway toward the bathroom. I wait three heartbeats.
Then follow.
I don’t knock.
I just open the door and shut it behind me before she can lock it.
She whirls around, eyes wide. “You can’t be in here—”
“You walked away from me,” I say, stepping forward, closing the space.
“I needed air,” she snaps, but her voice cracks.
“You needed to come,” I murmur, brushing a hand over her waist. “Again.”
Her back hits the sink. “Stop—” 

“Stop?” I echo, leaning down. “You mean stop what I was doing under the table? Or stop what we did last night? Or stop the way you begged for it—”

She slaps her hand over my mouth.
But her other hand grabs my shirt.
Pulls me closer.
“I can’t do this,” she whispers, trembling. Her voice is falling apart. 

“You already did.” My lips graze her palm. “You let me have you in your bed, with your husband down the hall. You moaned into my mouth and told me you were mine.”
Her eyes burn. “You’re younger. You’re my son’s best friend.”

“Say it again.”
Her breath shudders. “You’re my son’s best friend.”
“And I’m the only one who can make you come like that.”
She says nothing.
But she doesn’t move when I slide my hand beneath her sweater again.
She doesn’t stop me when I kiss her.
She kisses me back. Hard.
Needy. 

Fingers tangled in my shirt, body arching off the sink, like she’s desperate to forget where she is, who she is, what she should be doing.

And she whispers—against my lips, against her better judgment—“I don’t know how to stop.”
I smile.
“You don’t want to.”
Her breath’s still shaking when she kisses me. 

But it changes the second I grab her hips —really grab them—and turn her to face the mirror.
Her palms hit the sink with a slap. I see her eyes widen in the glass. My reflection behind her, looming. She’s panting now. No more words.

We’re doing this. 

My hand slides up the back of her sweater, pushes it to her ribs. My other’s at the waistband of her leggings. I hook my fingers and drag them down in one slow, deliberate pull—her panties too—until they’re around her thighs.

She gasps. Bare-assed. Spread. Dripping.
She tries to look back over her shoulder. “Someone could—”
I shove two fingers between her legs.
She nearly chokes on her own breath. “Let them,” I growl. 

I press into her again, slow, deep, curling my fingers just right, watching her eyes flutter in the mirror. She bites her lip, already grinding against my palm.

God, she’s soaked. Her thighs are shaking. Her nails claw at the porcelain edge of the sink.
Then I pull my cock out.
She sees it. Her eyes go wide. She shakes her head— but her ass lifts.
She’s already bracing for it.
“Quiet,” I whisper, grabbing her hair. “Or they’ll know.”
And I slide into her. All the way.
She screams—but I catch it. 

My hand clamps over her mouth as I bottom out, buried deep, tight around me like she was made to take it. Her knees buckle. I grip her hips, steadying her, and start to thrust. Hard. Deep. No time to be soft.

She’s coming before I even get into a rhythm.
Just falls apart, eyes rolling back, jaw slack behind my palm.
I don’t stop. 

I fuck her through it. Her hands grip the sink like she’s hanging onto reality. The sound of skin slapping skin muffled by the door, by the blood pounding in her ears. My cock thick and unforgiving, using her like she’s mine.
Because she is.

I pull out.
Turn her.
Lift her onto the edge of the sink.
Her legs wrap around my waist on instinct.
And I slide back in.
This time she moans against my palm. 

I watch her face as I fuck her —red, ruined, beautiful. Her eyes flick up to the mirror behind me. She sees her sweater pushed up. Her hair a mess. My hips slamming into her again and again.
I lower my hand.

“I’m gonna come in you again,” I whisper. “Want that?”
She nods.
Whimpers.
“Say it.”
“I want it.”
“Who’s pussy is it?”
“Yours.” Then I grab her throat.
And I fucking take it.
She doesn’t meet my eyes when she unlocks the bathroom door. 

Her sweater’s tugged back down, but not well. One side’s still rumpled. Her mouth is swollen. The inside of her thighs? Still wet with me.

She walks ahead of me. Each step a silent, shame-laced echo. Her hips shift like her muscles don’t want to hold her weight.

The kitchen is still loud.
No one notices we were gone. 

The TV’s playing something inane. Coffee’s flowing. Bacon’s crackling. Her husband’s talking with someone at the counter, waving a spatula like he’s the king of domestic bliss.

I step back into the room, pull her chair out.
She flinches—but sits.
Across the table, her son raises his mug. “Hey, there she is! Thought we lost you to the bathroom forever.”
She fakes a laugh. “Just needed a minute.”
“She always gets overheated when she’s cooking,” her husband adds, oblivious.
I sit beside her, relaxed, biting into a piece of toast.
She can’t meet my gaze. She can’t look anyone in the eye. Not with what’s leaking down her thigh. 

Chapter4

The living room’s quiet now— half the house has taken a walk outside to look at icicles or dig snow tunnels or whatever else people do when they’re trying to burn off too much breakfast. Her son’s arguing about sled speeds. Her husband’s passed out on the c ouch again. Nobody’s in the kitchen.

Except her.
And me. 

She doesn’t hear me come in. She’s bent at the waist, sliding a tray of cookies into the oven. The sweater’s stretched tight across her ass. One foot lifted slightly behind her like she’s trying to balance on her toes.

My fingers flex.
I don’t say a word. Just lean in.
And press against her from behind.
She gasps—body jolting—then glances back with wide, warning eyes.
“Don’t,” she whispers.
“I’m not doing anything,” I murmur, already curling my hands around her hips. “Just helping you bake.”
“You can’t keep touching me.”
I slide one hand between her thighs and grin. “I already did a lot more than touch.”
She shudders. Heat rolls off her skin. The oven beeps. “I’ve got cookies in,” she says, breathless.
“So do I,” I whisper against her ear.
The oven ticks behind her. 

She’s bent just slightly, hips back, fingers braced against the counter like she knows what’s coming and doesn’t dare move.

“I mean it,” she breathes. “They could walk in.”
“Then you better come fast,” I murmur, dragging my hand up between her legs.
She’s not wearing panties again. 

God, she’s wet. Bare and swollen and still aching from what I did to her this morning. I slide two fingers into her slow, knuckles deep, and she whimpers so quietly it’s barely audible over the fan of the oven.

Her hips press back into my palm like she needs it. Like her body forgot how to say no. 

“That’s it,” I murmur, curling my fingers just right. “You love this. Getting fucked like a slut while your cookies rise.”

Her breath shudders. The tray timer ticks down from 7 minutes. 

I fuck her with my fingers harder. Deeper. Her body jolts with each curl of my wrist. Her knuckles whiten on the stove.

“Want them to smell you instead?” I whisper. “Want the whole house to know what you’re baking for me?”
She shakes her head—but rocks back into me. “Then be quiet.”
Her eyes flutter. Her thighs tremble.
I feel her clench around me. 

I lean in, lips brushing her ear. “Come for me again. Right here. While they’re all asleep or outside, thinking you’re just sweet little you.”

And she does. 

One hand flies to her mouth. Her whole body jolts against the oven door. I feel her fall apart around my fingers, soaking them, gasping into her wrist.

I slide out, slow.
She sags against the counter. Wrecked.
I bring my fingers to her lips.
She sucks them clean.
The oven timer ticks down to five minutes. 

My fingers slide out of her slow, coated in slick, and she lets out this tiny broken sound—somewhere between a gasp and a plea. Her thighs are trembling, her body flushed from the oven heat and everything I’m doing to her.

Five minutes on the timer.
Not enough for forever. 

More than enough for this. “Open,” I murmur, and she does—mouth slack, tongue out—and I push my fingers past her lips.

She sucks them greedily, moaning around them, like she’s starving.
“You’re filthy,” I whisper, grinding my hips against her ass.
“You made me,” she breathes, and fuck, if that doesn’t make my cock throb. 

I pull her sweater up and shove it over her shoulders, bare her back to the heat and my hands. She’s gripping the oven handle now, holding herself up while I drop to my knees behind her.

No teasing. No mercy. 

I bury my face between her thighs. She jerks forward like she’s been struck. Her hips hit the stove.

My tongue finds her clit and I devour it —flat, slow pressure at first, then faster, tighter, focused, until she’s panting into her arm. My hands grip her hips, keeping her in place. She can’t move. She can’t stop me.

“Please,” she whines.
Two minutes left. 

I slide two fingers back inside her and curl, tongue never stopping, and she sobs. Body curling in, coming undone over the oven like she’s being melted from the inside.

She comes again.
Quieter this time. Head down. Shoulders shaking. Her whole body limp as I lick her clean.
One minute.
I rise, pull her back up against my chest, and kiss her neck.
“You taste better than anything you’re baking.”
Beep.
She yanks the tray out of the oven with shaking hands, cheeks flushed, still catching her breath.
No one walks in.
She plates the cookies with red hands and a ruined heart.
She’s holding the tray with trembling fingers, cookies still steaming, when the door swings open.
Voices spill into the kitchen.
Laughter.
Snow boots stomping.
Someone yells, “We brought back more firewood—and we didn’t die!”
She flinches. The tin tray rattles softly in her grip. 

I step back like nothing happened. Like I wasn’t just on my knees devouring her while cinnamon burned in the oven. I grab a mug, take a sip of coffee.

She’s still trying to breathe. 

“Look at her,” someone laughs, stripping off gloves. “She’s blushing again. You sure that oven heat didn’t get to you, girl?”
Her son walks in behind the others, ruffling snow from his hair, eyes bright. “Or maybe it’s just lover boy over here keeping her warm.”

I flash him a grin. “She did say I run hot.”
He rolls his eyes. “Don’t encourage her.”
Someone snatches a cookie off the tray.
Then someone else says it.
“You two gonna kiss again, or what?”
More laughter.
“Oh come on, give us one! You’re basically engaged after that lap stunt this morning.”
“Couples who bake together stay together.”
“Yeah, come on—give us the mistletoe moment, round three!”
Her eyes meet mine for a split second.
Panicked.
I step in. 

Slide behind her like before, slow, easy, possessive as hell. My hand on her waist again. She doesn’t resist. Can’t. Her breath hitches when I lean down and press my lips to hers.

Soft.
Sweet. Just a kiss.
But we know what it means. 

And so does her body. She presses into it, just barely, her fingers curling into my sweater like she’s drowning and needs something to hold.

The room claps and whistles.
“God, you guys need to get a room,” someone says, walking off with a cookie in each hand.
I whisper in her ear, low and mean:
“You already did.” 

She drops the tray on the counter, cheeks scarlet, knees just barely steady.
She’s still got that kiss on her lips, her mouth soft and parted like she doesn’t know whether to breathe or fall apart. Her fingers are gripping the counter behind her, knuckles pale. The tray of cookies sits untouched now.

People are laughing. Moving on. Grabbing mugs and spreading out across the kitchen and living room again, just casual, harmless noise.

Then her husband walks in. 

He’s rubbing the sleep from his face, dragging the edge of his sleeve across his mouth, voice still thick with drowsy humor.

“Damn,” he says. “Walk in for ten seconds and already you two are at it again.”
Her shoulders lock up.
He walks behind her, still chuckling. “Y’know, maybe I should be worried.”
And then he touches her.
Just a hand on her lower back. Light. Easy.
But she flinches. 

Not violently. Not loud. But enough. Enough for me to see the way her spine stiffens, the way she presses her lips together like she might cry.

He doesn’t notice.
But I do.
I step in immediately. 

Slide between them like I belong there. My hand finds hers, and I pull her softly into me, into my chest, tucking her beneath my arm like she’s mine and the world can’t have her.

Her eyes flick up.
Wide. Glassy.
I lean down and kiss her hair.
Soft. Sweet.
But possessive.
She leans into me—body betraying her all over again— head tilting just enough for me to kiss her temple.
“Easy,” I whisper. “I’ve got you.”
She breathes in like it’s the first real breath all day. Her husband grins, stepping back, totally unaware. 

“God,” he laughs, pointing at us. “Look at you two. You’re gonna have to send me a bill for the wedding photos at this point.”

More laughter from the others.
Someone shouts, “You better not leave them alone too long, man—he’s moving in!”
He shrugs. “Eh, let him. I’ll get more sleep.”
They laugh.
We don’t.
Because she’s holding onto me just a little too tightly now.
And I’m not letting go. 

Chapter5

It starts on the couch. 

She sits on the far end, feet tucked under her, mug of tea in both hands like a shield. Her eyes are locked on the fireplace, watching flames like they’ll burn away the guilt crawling under her skin.

I’m on the other end.
I don’t stay there. 

People are lounging all around us —sprawled across cushions, sharing blankets, half-asleep with food comas and wine buzz. The music’s low. Laughter drifts now and then like smoke. No one’s really paying attention.

So I move closer. Just one seat.
She doesn’t react.
Then another. 

Now I’m beside her. Our legs touch. I drape my arm over the back of the couch, just behind her neck. Casual. Friendly. Exactly the way they all expect me to touch her.

And no one bats an eye.
“Back again?” someone chuckles, tossing a pillow at us. “You’re like magnets.” 

“Or glue,” someone else laughs. “That boy hasn’t left her side since breakfast.”
More chuckles. One of the aunts leans over with a mockwhisper, “Honestly, they’re adorable. Why aren’t you two a thing?”

“We’ve been asking that all weekend,” her son calls from the floor. “At this point it’d be weirder if they weren’t together.”

The room laughs.
She doesn’t.
I lean in close to her ear. “Hear that?” I murmur. “They want you to be mine.”
She exhales like she’s trying not to.
My hand falls to her knee. 

No one notices. I slide my fingers just under the hem of her sweater dress, palm slow, warm. Still casual. Still invisible to the room.

But she tenses.
I feel it.
My thumb rubs circles into her inner thigh. 

Someone says something —another tease, another joke—but I don’t hear it. All I hear is the stutter in her breath when I lean closer, mouth brushing the edge of her cheek.

“You’re so warm,” I say softly. “Still soaking from earlier?” 

Her legs press tighter together, but she doesn’t push my hand away.
The couch shifts as someone gets up. I move with the motion, letting my thigh press against hers, hand higher now. Just under the edge of her panties. Just enough for her body to know where this is going.

No one sees.
They’re still talking. Laughing. Playing cards. Passing mugs of cider.
And I’m slipping one finger inside her.
She jolts. Eyes wide. Her head snaps slightly in my direction. But she doesn’t speak.
She can’t.
My lips brush her ear again. “You’re letting me.” She breathes in too fast. Then nods—barely. 

I keep my hand there. Deep. Still. Letting her feel every inch of it. Letting her sit there full of me while the room pretends she’s untouched.

No one suspects. 

Someone drops a spoon. Another person laughs so hard they snort. One of the aunts pulls out an old album and starts flipping through it.

She sits there, tense, blinking too fast.
I curl my finger once.
She nearly chokes on a sound. 

My arm around her shoulder pulls her in tighter, makes it look sweet. She’s curled into my chest now like she wants to be here.
Like she belongs.

I whisper, “You’re so good like this.”
She doesn’t answer. Her hand is clamped around her mug like it’s the only thing keeping her upright.
But she doesn’t move away.
She’s curled into me like it’s a choice. 

Like she’s just a tired woman lounging beside a man who isn’t ruining her under the blanket. Like we’re just the adorable couple everyone’s pretending we are.

Her face is buried in my chest. Her hands wrapped around a halfdrunk mug of tea that’s gone cold.
She’s flushed. Breathing shallow. And my fingers haven’t stopped moving.
Not once. 

Just a slow, steady motion inside her —subtle, deliberate, enough to make her feel every second. The curve of my finger pressing against the spot she’s too ashamed to admit drives her wild.

She’s been on the edge for minutes. 

The others are still talking —sharing old stories, passing baby photos, laughing too loud to notice that the woman in my lap is about to fall apart.

I whisper, “Breathe.”
She whimpers into my shirt. “Take it.”
Her thighs clench. Her toes curl inside her socks. I feel the tremor before it even happens.
And then—
She comes.
Hard.
Silent. 

Her whole body shudders —shoulders twitching, chest pressing against mine, face buried so deep she might suffocate. Her fingers tighten around the mug like it’s the only thing tethering her to earth.

But her pussy squeezes around my fingers —hot, wet, pulsing with every tiny wave—and I don’t stop. I hold her close. Let her ride it out while the room laughs around us.

They still think it’s cute.
Someone says, “You two are seriously disgusting. I swear you’re made for each other.”
Someone else calls out, “What’s with the face? You okay over there?”
I grin. Kiss her hair.
“She’s just a little tired,” I say. “Too much sweetness all at once.”
She lets out a sound. A broken, high-pitched breath against my chest.
No one hears it. But I do.
I press my fingers just a little deeper, one final time.
Just enough to remind her.
You’re mine.
She’s still pressed into me. 

Quiet. Breath hitched. Muscles tight as piano wire under her sweater. If I pushed her even once more, she’d shatter again—too soft, too full of me, too fucked to think straight.

Everyone’s still talking. 

Photos on a phone. Someone tells a story about a disastrous Christmas tree falling over. Her son’s laughing. Her husband’s making a joke about eating all the cookies.

They don’t notice.
So I move.
I slide my fingers out of her.
Slowly.
Her body flinches. Barely.
She doesn’t look. 

She can’t. They glisten, just faintly, as I raise my hand—casual, loose, like I’m scratching my cheek—and pause at my lips.

She notices.
Her eyes widen.
My smile does too.
And then I suck her off my fingers.
One by one.
Tongue slow. Deliberate. I moan low in my throat. Like I’m just tasting honey from my knuckles.
Like I’m not licking her orgasm off my skin. Her hand clamps tight around her mug.
She shifts in my lap like she doesn’t know whether to run or grind back down onto me.
Someone on the other end of the room catches it.
“Dude, do you love tea that much?” a cousin teases.
I grin. “Can’t help it. Some things are just too sweet.”
Laughter. Another joke flies.
She looks at me, eyes burning.
I lean in, voice low. “Next time I’ll let you clean me up.” 

Chapter6

The moment lingers between us. 

My fingers still shine faintly where she watched me suck her off them, slow and smug. Her body hasn’t moved—still soft against me, still tense in that raw, post-orgasm way that makes every breath feel stolen.

The noise around us softens. The fire’s crackling. Someone yawns.
Blankets shift. 

A few people settle deeper into the couch. No one’s leaving. The energy’s all drowsy comfort now—postlunch, post-sugar, post-holiday haze.
Perfect.

I lean down, murmur into her ear. “You’re shaking.”
She says nothing.
“You need warmth.”
She knows what I’m doing.
But she doesn’t stop me. 

I take the throw blanket draped over the couch and pull it higher—wrap it tight around our shoulders until we’re cocooned. Then I press my hand to her hip and guide her gently up—

Right onto my lap. Straddling me.
She stiffens for a heartbeat, her weight hovering like she’s still deciding. 

But then she lowers herself —slow, careful—until she’s seated fully on top of me, legs tucked under the blanket, arms loosely wrapping my neck like we’re just getting cozy.

Just a sweet holiday cuddle.
No one blinks.
“Oh my god,” someone says, laughing sleepily from the armchair. “You guys are insufferable.”
“They’re warm,” someone else calls out. “Leave ’em alone. It’s cute.”
Her son doesn’t even look up from his phone.
And she? 

She’s flushed. Silent. Trembling just enough for me to feel it through every inch of her. Her thighs are pressed tight around mine. Her hands rest against my chest, not pushing, not pulling. Just there.

I settle one hand low on her back. My other brushes her hair over her shoulder. I tilt my head and press a kiss beneath her jaw.

She melts.
Just slightly.
And I smile.
Because now she’s sitting on my lap, under a blanket, in a room full of people who think this is adorable. Who think we’re a love story.
And I haven’t even begun to show her how far I’ll take this.
She breathes like the room isn’t real anymore. 

Her body’s slack but perched. Straddling me. Her sweater dress rumpled between us, blanket draped over our shoulders, and no one’s paying attention.

They think we’re just cuddling.
And inside her? 

I haven’t moved. Not since I slid in, slow and deep, with the same pressure I use when I press my palm against her mouth to keep her quiet.

No one saw. No one knows.
Her hands are resting on my chest. Her forehead brushes my collarbone. Her breath is shallow.
And then—
She moves.
Just a twitch.
A slow, delicate shift of her hips.
Her thighs tighten around me. She rolls her pelvis, soft, subtle, enough to press me deeper.
My breath catches.
She does it again.
Barely any movement. But it ripples through her. Through me.
My hand drifts to the small of her back. Holds her there.
No push. No demand.
Just an acknowledgment.
I feel you. 

The room is a low hum around us. Voices fading into murmurs. The fire pops. Someone changes positions on the couch nearby and pulls a blanket higher.
No one knows she’s grinding down on me.

No one knows I’m buried in her.
She gasps against my neck—so soft, so broken it sounds like breath.
“You’re playing a dangerous game,” I murmur, lips brushing her hairline.
She doesn’t answer. 

Just rocks again. Slow. Smooth. Like her body has decided this is how she’ll survive the guilt. The need. The ache.

I shift my hips up once in return.
And she shudders. Her nails dig into my sweater. Her head drops lower.
She’s trying not to come.
And I’m just sitting there.
Letting her.
She’s trying so hard to keep still.
But I feel it. 

The tension in her back. The way her hips are rolling in tiny, involuntary movements, like her body’s seeking friction she knows she shouldn’t want. Like she can’t stop.

I’m buried in her. Still.
Deep. 

Still wrapped up in this blanket cocoon while the world dozes and buzzes around us. Someone is sipping hot chocolate beside the fire. Another voice calls out about a rematch of cards later. Her son? Laughing at a video. No one’s watching her face.

But I am.
Because I feel her breath catch. Her thighs begin to tremble.
And I know it’s coming.
My hand moves to the back of her neck. My thumb brushes her nape.
“You’re gonna come again,” I whisper. She lets out a sharp, quiet breath against my collarbone.
“Don’t,” she whispers, barely audible. “I can’t—”
But her hips are still moving. 

And she’s gripping my sweater tighter. One hand clutching the fabric like it’s the only thing grounding her.

“Look at me,” I say.
She doesn’t.
So I press my lips to her ear and murmur, “Come for me. Right now. Just like this.”
Her whole body tightens. And then she shudders. 

Once. Twice. Full-body. A quake rolling through her spine as she goes silent—utterly still except for the involuntary twitch in her thighs, the wet heat pulsing around me, soaking me all over again.

She hides her face in my neck. I unload deep into her.
Her breath comes out in shaky, staccato gasps.
I hold her close. Rock her once.
She’s finished.
But I’m not letting go.
And still—nobody knows. A cousin passes by with a blanket.
“Jesus, you two are still snuggled up over there?” he laughs.
I stroke her back with one hand and kiss her temple.
“Just keeping her warm,” I say.
She’s not moving.
Not a breath wasted. Not a twitch left in her body. 

Her head stays on my shoulder, cheek pressed to my collarbone, her hair spilling across the front of my sweater. Her arms, once tight around me, go limp. The tension’s gone. She’s gone.

She’s asleep. Right on my lap. Still full of me. Still flushed from the heat and the risk and the release.

And no one suspects a thing. 

She breathes soft against my chest, lips parted, chest rising slow and steady. I slide my hand up her spine— soothing. Lazy. Possessive. Like I’ve been holding her like this for years.

No one notices how quiet she’s gone.
No one notices how still. 

Her husband’s off in the kitchen, laughing about how he forgot to bring extra batteries for something. Her son’s stretched out on the floor again, shoes kicked off, nodding along to a story someone’s telling about a sled wipeout.

The room is full. And she’s mine.
“Aw, look at her,” someone says from across the room. “She’s out cold.” 

“She deserves it,” another voice chimes in. “That woman’s been baking and smiling for all of us since the minute we arrived.”

I smile softly. Hold her a little tighter.
“Think she likes being taken care of for once,” someone murmurs.
If only they knew. 

I glance down at her. Her lashes flutter slightly. Her mouth moves with a whisper I can’t hear. Maybe she’s dreaming. Maybe she’s not.
But either way—she’s not leaving my lap.

Not yet.
She’s still asleep. 

Heavy in my arms, her cheek resting against my chest, her body slack and soft and completely spent. I haven’t moved her. I don’t want to.

I’m still inside her.
And no one knows. 

Her thighs are warm, pressing around mine. The blanket covers everything, hides the truth. She’s safe like this—hidden and undone and mine. Her hair’s clinging to her forehead in soft curls, a faint sheen at her hairline. Her skin still hums with heat.

Then — “God, that’s adorable,” someone murmurs across the room.

I barely turn my head.
It’s her cousin, phone already up.
Click.
Snap.
“Sorry, but you two are disgustingly cute. Look at this—she’s out.” 

I smile —too sweet. Too practiced. I adjust my arm around her and let my chin rest against the top of her head.

“Hope you got my good side,” I say. She stirs a little at the sound. Doesn’t wake.
The cousin grins. “Honestly, if this doesn’t end up on a Christmas card, I’ll riot.”
They walk off, showing the photo to someone else, the moment already passed.
But I know what’s in that frame.
The intimacy.
Her flushed cheek.
The sweat at her hairline.
The way she’s curved into me like something she couldn’t let go of even in sleep.
And my hand on her thigh.
Then—
I hear footsteps.
Slippers on wood.
“Hey, look who passed out,” her husband says with a laugh as he steps into view. “Wore her out, huh?”
My spine goes still.
I keep my voice calm. “She’s been going nonstop.” 

He chuckles. “Yeah, she’s always doing that. Can’t help herself.”
Then he drops onto the couch beside us. The cushion shifts under his weight. My body tightens.

She stirs again. Breath catches. She shifts in my lap just slightly—and I feel her clench around me in her sleep.
I don’t move.
Her husband leans over, brushes a hand through her hair. “Poor thing.”
She flinches.
Just barely.
He doesn’t notice. 

But I do. He keeps petting her hair, and murmurs, “You’re good for her, man. She hasn’t looked this relaxed in years.”

I look at him.
Hold the smile.
“Glad I can help.”
She doesn’t stir. 

Still curled in my lap, head resting under my jaw, mouth slightly open. Her breathing’s deep now—real sleep. I feel the weight of her against me, the heat still lingering where we’re joined, where her body hasn’t let me go.

I don’t want to move.
But I want to carry her. So I do. 

I shift under the blanket, slow and smooth. One arm slips under her knees, the other supports her back. She murmurs something soft against my chest but doesn’t wake.

Still connected.
Still mine.
And I rise.
Lift her off the couch like she’s weightless.
The blanket drapes behind us, still half-wrapped around her shoulders.
I hear it right away: “Awww,” someone says. “Look at that!”
“He’s taking his girl to bed.”
“She’s seriously out cold.” 

I smirk, adjusting her slightly, making sure her legs cross at the ankle so nothing shifts between us. “She’s not gonna get any sleep with you all cooing over her.”

More laughter.
“So protective,” someone teases.
“Honestly just propose already.”
“She looks so peaceful, though.” Then it comes.
The baby comment. 

“You keep carrying her off to bed like that, we’re gonna have a Christmas baby announcement in nine months.”

The room explodes with laughter.
I just smile and keep walking. 

She shifts slightly in my arms. Her brow furrows, but she still doesn’t wake. My hand presses to her thigh, calming, grounding, right where we’re still joined.

“She deserves the rest,” I say over my shoulder. “Don’t worry—I’ll take care of her.”
More teasing. “Bet you will!”
“Better not wake her up too fast, loverboy!”
“She’s so lucky.”
No one hears the way I exhale through my nose.
No one sees what I just did to her.
I carry her down the hall. Quiet. Steady.
Not to let her sleep. But to own her again the second she stirs. 

Chapter7

The door clicks shut behind us.
And everything changes. 

The silence is immediate —thick, heavy, humming with the weight of what we didn’t say in front of them. What we couldn’t say.

I’m still holding her. Her arms are still around my neck, her cheek pressed to my shoulder, breath soft, legs wrapped loose.

She hasn’t looked at me yet. 

But she doesn’t let go. I carry her across the room. Set her down on the bed like she’s breakable—but we both know she isn’t. Not after what we’ve done. Not after what I’ve taken from her.

She clings for a second—refusing to leave my chest— and then, slowly, I ease her down onto the mattress.
Still connected.
Still buried inside her.
She gasps as her back hits the sheets, her hips arching up without meaning to, dragging me deeper.
“Fuck—” she whispers.
I hover above her. Hands planted on either side of her. Face close. Breath closer.
“Finally,” I murmur. “You’re mine again.”
She nods.
That’s all. 

I slide out, slow —so slow—and press back in just as slow, just as deep, watching her eyes flutter, her lips part.

A sound catches in her throat.
No one’s watching now.
No one’s here to cheer or laugh or say how cute we are.
Just me. 

And her. And the way her body opens under me like it’s been waiting all day.

I start to move —steady, unhurried. The kind of rhythm that builds and builds. That forces her to feel every inch. That tells her I’m not done with you yet.

Her hands rise to my shoulders. Then my chest. Then my neck.
Fingertips brushing my jaw like she can’t believe it’s real.
“Say it,” I breathe.
She blinks up at me.
I thrust deeper. She gasps.
“Say you’re mine.”
“I’m yours.”
Again.
“I’m yours.”
Again.
She cries it out this time.
I bury myself to the hilt, holding her there, rocking her through it.
She shatters. Right there beneath me.
No one hears it but me.
And I kiss her like I’m never letting her come back from it. 

She’s still trembling. Still flushed. Her chest rising too fast beneath me, breath catching with every small aftershock still rolling through her.

But I’m not done.
Not even close. 

I slow my hips, let the motion settle into a stillness that hurts, that makes her clench around me instinctively. She shivers. Whispers something soft I don’t quite catch—maybe a plea, maybe a thank you.
Then I take her by the waist.

“Roll over.”
She blinks up at me, dazed.
“Now.”
She obeys. 

Slower than usual. Her legs are weak. Her body’s loose, boneless. But she turns under me, face pressed to the mattress, hair spilling across the pillow. Her hips lift instinctively, the way they’ve done every time I’ve claimed her.

I push her down gently, hand between her shoulder blades. 

Keep her there. “You know what you look like right now?” I ask, sliding one hand over the curve of her ass.

She doesn’t answer.
“Mine.”
And then I move again.
Press into her from behind, the angle deeper, tighter, making her gasp into the sheets.
Her fists grip the fabric. Her legs twitch. Every sound she makes is muffled—but I hear all of it.
I thrust.
Hard. She moans, face still buried in the pillow.
I lean forward, mouth at her ear, hand wrapping around her throat from behind—not squeezing. Just holding.
Just reminding.
“You’re not getting up until I say.”
She nods against the pillow.
And I fuck her like I mean it.
Like I’m branding every inch of her from the inside. 

Because I am. Her body’s stretched out beneath me, back arched, hips raised, face pressed into the sheets like she’s hiding from how much she wants this.

I see everything.
I feel everything—how slick she is, how tight, how every small breath makes her tremble.
She’s trying to stay quiet.
Trying to take it like a good girl.
But I want to hear her.
So I raise my hand—
And bring it down across her ass. Crack.
She gasps—loud—and her whole body jolts forward.
“Stay still,” I growl, dragging my hand over the new red bloom spreading across her skin.
She whimpers.
I spank her again.
Harder.
The sound is sharp, obscene, swallowed by the mattress and the shut door. 

She moans into the pillow. “Keep your legs open,” I say, gripping her hip with one hand, keeping her tilted just how I want.

Another slap. Her ass bounces under my palm. My name escapes her lips in a broken whisper.
“Say it again.”
“Yours—”
Crack.
“Say my name.”
She chokes it out. Again. Louder. Begging.
And I keep going. 

Until her skin glows with heat. Until she’s crying and clenching around me, every nerve lit up and screaming mine.

Until she comes apart again.
She’s wrecked beneath me. 

Red, soaked, trembling. Her face buried in the pillow, her moans choked down into silence, her back slick with heat. My handprint blooms bright across her ass, pulsing with every heartbeat. She’s clenching around me, body begging even after she’s already come.

And I haven’t let go.
Not yet.
I grip her hips, anchor her to me, and thrust once— deep.
She cries out.
Again. Again.
I lean forward, mouth at her shoulder, dragging my teeth across her skin.
She shudders.
“Tell me,” I growl.
“Yours,” she breathes.
I move faster. Harder.
Everything in me tightens.
Her body ripples around me, like she knows what’s coming.
And then—
I bury myself to the hilt.
Hold.
And come inside her. 

A low groan leaves my throat. Not loud. Just deep. Final. Like something pulled from the center of me and poured into her.

Her body goes still.
Then soft.
She breathes like she’s floating. And I stay there.
No rush. No pullout. No hiding.
Just her. Full. Exactly the way she was meant to be. 

Chapter8

I wake up before her. 

She’s curled under the blanket, hair tangled, one hand resting on my chest like it belongs there—like it’s always belonged there. The sheets smell like us. Her thighs are still sticky from everything we didn’t clean up.

I stay there a while.
Listening to her breathe.
Then I reach for my phone.
First thing I see? 

That photo. The one her cousin took while she was asleep on my lap. The one with the blanket pulled around us, her face tucked against my neck, my arm wrapped around her waist like she’s my wife and the rest of the world doesn’t exist.

It’s been posted.
Public.
Cute little caption:
“Find someone who holds you like this💕 #cabinweekend #cozyseason #couplegoals”
Tagged.
Me.
Her. I stare at the screen.
Hundreds of likes already. Comments from family, mutuals, distant relatives, strangers.
“Omg I didn’t know they were together!! When did that happen??”
“THE CUTEST couple I swear😭😭”
“You two better be invited to my wedding, you’re lucky charm energy.”
And right at the top?
Her son liked it. 

So did her husband. The cabin smells like coffee and syrup and melting snow. Someone’s playing music again. Low volume. The soft stuff with acoustic guitars and little bells that make it sound like everything’s fine.

But everything is not fine.
Because I’m on the couch, and she’s in my lap again.
In daylight.
Public. 

Her legs are over mine. My hand rests on her thigh — bare, this time. No blanket to hide under. My fingers make slow circles against her skin as she leans back against my chest, sipping coffee from my mug.

I kiss the side of her neck. “Morning,” I murmur.
She smiles like I handed her the moon.
And no one blinks.
Not even when I slide my hand up her sweater to rest at the warm skin just under her ribs. 

Not even when she turns and kisses me —mouth to mouth—slow and soft and unapologetically the way you kiss someone you’ve already fucked in five different positions.

“Oh my god,” someone groans playfully. “You two. I swear.”
Her fingers drift into my hair. I grin against her lips.
“Get a room,” another laughs. “Please don’t,” someone else teases. “I like watching.”
Her son chuckles from the kitchen. “If you guys get married, I’m not calling him Dad.”
But he’s not laughing the same way anymore.
And her husband?
He walks into the room, holding a plate of pancakes.
Stops.
Looks at us.
Too long. His mouth opens. Closes.
Then—forced chuckle.
“You two are really leaning into this whole couple thing, huh?”
She doesn’t look at him.
She just turns back toward me, kisses my jaw, and says, “We’re just being honest.”
The room laughs. 

But he doesn’t. The kitchen’s full—plates clinking, chairs scraping, voices carrying in that warm, lazy post-breakfast way. Snow still dusts the windows. Music hums from someone’s phone. Everything looks normal.

But she’s on the counter.
My girl. 

Legs hooked around my waist. Her sweater’s pushed up over her chest. My hand’s under it—palming her breast, thumb brushing over her nipple until she moans against my mouth.

And I’m just standing there between her legs, kissing her like the room doesn’t exist.
I hear their voices. I feel their eyes. 

But I don’t stop. Her arms wrap around my neck, pulling me closer, her breath hot and needy, her lips parting like she’s ready to take all of me right there.

And I let her.
“Jesus Christ,” someone laughs from the doorway, “you guys are gonna burn the pancakes.”
Someone else—voice gleeful, phone definitely out— goes, “No way, this is going on the family group chat.” 

I dip my head. Mouth at her throat. She gasps, fingers threading into my hair, grinding into me like there aren’t a dozen people in earshot.

Her laugh is breathless. Dizzy. Addicted. 

I tug her sweater higher. Thumb flicks her nipple again. She bites my bottom lip, and we’re both smiling into the kiss.
“Do we… do we even say something?” her son asks.

His voice is tight.
Someone cackles. “Mistletoe law. Too late now.”
The room erupts. More teasing. More laughing. More cheering.
“I swear to god,” her husband says, “am I seriously the only one—”
“She kissed him first,” someone cuts in.
“They’ve been glued together since day one.”
“Look at them! That’s love, bro.” 

I don’t even look at him. I press her harder against the counter, kiss her deeper, let my other hand slide up under her thigh, grip her ass like I’ve already done it a hundred times.

Because I have.
Her moan against my mouth is low, breathy, wrecked.
The room fades.
My hand moves between her legs—right there. She gasps.
And still?
The crowd just cheers louder. 

She’s gasping into my mouth when I decide we’re done pretending.
Her legs are locked around me, back arched on the counter, and my hand is definitely under her skirt. She’s too far gone to care. Her lips are swollen, cheeks flushed, chest rising and falling like she’s already coming undone again.

And still—
They’re cheering.
Phones out. Laughter echoing. One cousin’s literally chanting.
“Take her! Take her!”
Someone else:
“God, just elope already!” 

So I do. I wrap my arms around her, grip under her thighs, and lift her off the counter, up into my chest. She gasps— one hand flying to my neck, the other knotting into my shirt.

“W-What are you—”
“Getting us out of here,” I growl.
And I start walking.
Straight through the crowd. 

Still inside her sweater. Still flushed from being groped in front of her family. Still breathless from the way I kissed her like nothing else mattered.

The moment her legs wrap tighter around me, the room erupts.
“AWWW—”
“YOU GUYS!!”
Someone yells, “Don’t come back without a ring!”
Another: “Or a baby!”
The whole room is laughing, clapping, filming.
Except two people.
Her son, arms crossed in the corner, eyes narrow. 

And her husband —silent now, not laughing, not even smiling. Just standing there with a paper plate of eggs in his hand, staring like the joke finally stopped being funny.
I don’t look at either of them.

I carry her out, like I own her.
And the moment we clear the hallway?
Her breath rushes out of her like she’s been holding it in since breakfast.
She buries her face in my neck.
And whispers, “Don’t stop. Please.” 

She’s breathless in my arms as I kick the bedroom door open—don’t even bother closing it all the way. No one follows. They don’t need to. Everyone knows where this is going.

And we don’t care if they hear. She’s already clinging to me like she can’t get close enough, her fingers tangled in my hair, her mouth hot on mine, kissing me like she wants to crawl inside me and never come back out.

I throw her down onto the bed.
She bounces once, breath hitching, legs already spread before I even touch her.
Still dressed.
Still flushed.
Still mine.
And I don’t waste time. 

I climb over her, grab the hem of her sweater, and pull it up—not even off, just enough to bare her chest, to see those perfect tits rise and fall with her gasping breath. My mouth crashes to hers.

She moans. 

And I palm both her breasts, squeezing, kneading, dragging my thumbs across her nipples until she arches off the bed into me, whimpering.

“You want them to hear?” I breathe against her lips.
She nods—frantic. 

So I shove her skirt up. Slide her panties aside. And push into her in one smooth, punishing thrust that makes her cry out loud enough to echo down the hall.

And the door’s still open.
Let them listen. Let them know.
She’s under me. 

Nails dragging down my back, breath punching out of her lungs, her legs locked around me like she needs me inside her or she’ll die.

And I’m giving her everything.
My hand wraps around her throat—gentle, claiming— while I slam into her again, and again, and again.
“You like this?” I growl into her ear. “Like getting fucked while your family’s down the hall?” 

She moans —helpless, nodding, lips parted like she’s trying to say yes but can’t.
I squeeze her throat a little tighter. Not enough to hurt. Just enough to remind her who owns her now.

“Say it.”
She gasps. “Y-Yes…”
I slam into her.
“Say it louder.”
“Yes—fuck, yes—”
My other hand slides between her thighs, finds her clit, rubs tight little circles until her body jerks beneath me.
“This pussy’s mine now,” I whisper, dragging my teeth down her neck.
She chokes on a cry, back arching hard.
I keep moving. Deep. Filthy. Loud enough that the headboard rattles.
“You think they can hear you?” I murmur. “Your son? Your husband?”
She whimpers. Her hands grab at the sheets. Her hips grind up into mine like she’s trying to come apart.
“Let them hear,” I growl. “Let them hear who you belong to now.”
She shatters.
Loud. Wild. Wrecked. 

And I don’t stop. I keep pounding into her while she’s still twitching, still begging, still trying to pull me deeper.

I kiss her mouth. Bite her lip. Taste her sweat.
“You’re never going back to him,” I whisper. “You’re mine now. Say it.”
She says it.
Screams it.
“Yours—fuck—I’m yours, I’m yours—”
I finish deep inside her.
Letting out a groan so low and guttural it doesn’t sound human.
And I don’t pull out.
I stay there.
Right where I belong.
We’re still tangled. 

Sheets half-off the bed. Her hair a mess across my chest. Her thigh twitching over my hip as she tries to remember how to breathe.

She hasn’t opened her eyes.
I’m still inside her.
And the door? Still cracked open.
Then— A voice.
From the hall.
“OKAY. Y’all are INSANE.”
Another: 

“I SAID don’t come back without a baby, but DAMN—didn’t think you’d start one in the kitchen and finish it in surround sound.”

Laughter. Loud. Echoing.
And then, the worst thing:
A second voice, teasing, singsong, triumphant:
“I got the whole thing. Audio’s crispy.”
My head turns.
Her breath catches.
She looks at me like she’s waiting to die.
And then the cheering starts.
Actual cheering. Applause.
Whoops. Whistles.
Someone bangs a pot like it’s New Year’s Eve.
I look down at her—wrecked, flushed, wide-eyed—and grin.
“Guess they liked the performance,” I murmur.
She slaps my chest, face buried in her hands, groaning.
But she doesn’t move off me.
Doesn’t cover up.
She stays right there.
In my arms.
Where she belongs. 

She’s still flushed, chest rising fast, legs trembling— but I feel it. The way she presses closer. The way her hips twitch against mine.
She hears the cheering too.

The laughter.
The voices outside the door practically daring us.
“Don’t slow down on our account!”
“She’s not even limping—do better!”
She buries her face against my neck.
“Do you want them to hear it this time?” I murmur, hand sliding up her thigh.
She doesn’t answer.
She just lifts her hips. And I laugh.
“Good girl.” 

I grab her waist, flip her over again —face down this time, ass up, thighs wide, the way she gave herself to me in the kitchen.

And I take her again.
No pretense. No hiding.
The bed slams the wall once—twice.
The door creaks further open.
And someone out there howls. I press her face to the mattress. “They can hear you.”
She moans into the sheets, body rocking back into me harder.
“Say my name.”
She screams it.
And the room out there erupts.
Someone yells, “You better name that baby after me!”
Another voice—closer now, right outside the door— calls out, “Is it safe to come in or is she still full?”
I thrust deeper.
And she comes apart again. She’s still shaking.
But I’m not slowing down. 

My hands are locked on her hips, dragging her back into every thrust, her thighs slick and open, her moans not even trying to be quiet anymore.

The bed frame slams the wall. The rhythm loud, brutal, on purpose.
Every time I hit deep, she cries out.
Every time she cries out, the voices outside get louder.
More laughter. Someone knocks—knocks—on the door like they’re trying to join in.
“You two charging tickets or what?”
Another voice, too casual:
“Leave ’em be. You don’t interrupt soulmates midritual.”
Her fingernails claw the sheets. Her spine arches like she’s begging for more.
I grab a fistful of her hair, yank her head back, mouth to her ear. 

“You want them to see you like this?” I growl. “You want them to know I made you come like a fucking animal?”

She chokes on a moan. Can’t speak.
So I spank her again. Sharp. Loud. And then again.
Crack. Crack.
The door creaks further open. 

I can see the hallway now. Someone’s still recording. The phone lens catching her body bouncing back against mine. My hand around her throat.

My grip tightens. 

Her body’s twitching beneath me, thighs trembling, hair a mess, face flushed and damp against the sheets. She’s so fucking open. So fucking loud. And still begging.

She moans again, desperate, raw. 

And I snap. My hips slam forward—once, twice—deep and brutal, until I’m buried all the way inside her.

And I let go.
Right there.
Filling her. 

So deep she gasps and arches, her mouth falling open, back bowing like she can feel every drop of me painting her from the inside.

I growl through gritted teeth. One hand on her ass, the other in her hair. Holding her still while I come hard, hips jerking, my body pressed tight against hers until there’s nothing left.

And it’s loud.
Her moan as I fill her? That’s what gets them.
“OH MY GOD—”
“HOLY SHIT—DID YOU HEAR THAT?!”
“YEAH WE HEARD IT, THE WHOLE LAKE HEARD IT.”
Applause again. Actual clapping.
Someone throws a sock at the open door.
“MADE YOU A FLAG, YOU WIN.”
Her body collapses.
I let her fall gently into the pillows, sliding out slow— so slow—and we both groan at the mess.
She’s shaking.
Covered.
Breathing like she just survived something bigger than sin.
And I lay down behind her.
Door still open. My arm wrapped around her waist like a victory ribbon. 

Epilogue

Laughter fills the living room. 

The tree’s lit, ornaments twinkling like little secrets. Wrapping paper litters the floor. A fire cracks in the hearth. Everyone’s passed around gifts, cider, stories they’ve told a hundred times.

But she hasn’t given hers yet.
Not that one. 

She stands slowly from the couch, still flushed from the last round of teasing, hair half-tamed, wearing one of my shirts she pretended was hers.

She walks to the tree. 

Everyone watches. Her husband, still trying to smile. Her son, slouched beside him, arms crossed.

She crouches—slow, graceful—pulls a wrapped box from beneath the branches.
“I almost forgot,” she says, too casual. “This one’s for my husband.”
Her husband sits up straighter.
“Oh?”
She smiles. Walks forward. Steps past him.
Doesn’t even look.
Steps right past her son too. And sits in my lap.
The room goes silent.
Then—her hand lifts.
She presses the gift into my hands.
“I just didn’t want to wait,” she whispers.
And she kisses me.
Long. Warm. Deep. 

Not a tease. Not a joke. A kiss you give to the man who ruined you in bed and saved you anyway.

Her husband stares.
Mouth open.
Eyes wide.
“No,” he says, flat, quiet.
Her son stands up. “Mom—what the hell—”
Someone across the room laughs.
“Oh, come on. It’s been obvious for days.”
Another: “You guys thought they weren’t together?!” I smile against her mouth.
Pull her in closer.
“Open it,” she says softly.
And I do.
Her mouth’s still on mine. 

Hot, open, claiming me with no hesitation. My hand slides up her back, fingers tangled in her hair, pulling her closer as I kiss her like the rest of the room doesn’t matter.

But they’re all watching. The room’s gone quiet again—just the sound of the fire crackling, paper rustling, someone’s cider fizzing in their forgotten mug.

And still?
I don’t stop. 

My hand slips under the hem of her shirt —my shirt— and palms her thigh, high and tight. She shifts in my lap, straddling me now, making a sound low in her throat that only I recognize.

I break the kiss just enough to murmur against her lips:
“Only present I want to unwrap tonight is you.”
Her eyes flutter.
The room gasps—half scandal, half laughter. I grin.
Stand up—lift her into my arms, just like before.
And walk her out.
Straight through the stunned silence.
Her husband?
Frozen.
Her son?
Standing, fists clenched, but no one says a word.
Not anymore. Because she’s not just mine.
She’s choosing to be. 

And as I carry her past the twinkling tree, past the couch, past every jaw-dropped relative and phonecamera held too still—I hear someone mutter:

“Best Christmas ever.”
The door closes behind us.
And she’s already pulling her shirt over her head.
She’s still in my lap.
Still warm. Still soft. Still mine.
Everyone’s watching. 

Her kiss lingers on my lips —slow, open-mouthed, her arms draped around my neck like she didn’t just hand me a present but handed me her.

I hold her tight. Lean close. Mouth brushing her ear.
“You know,” I say, voice low, “the only thing I want to unwrap this year is you.”
Her breath catches.
Her husband shifts, opens his mouth—nothing comes out.
Her son’s frozen, lips parted, trying to compute the math he’s ignored all weekend.
And I don’t wait. 

I slide my arms under her thighs, grip her back, and stand up, holding her against my chest like she’s always belonged there.

She gasps, then laughs—flushed and breathless and glowing.
“Excuse me,” I announce to the room. “My present needs to be opened somewhere more… private.”
The room erupts.
Howls. Teasing. Laughter. Cheers.
“Oh my god—”
“HE’S INSATIABLE—” “I swear if I hear the bed hit the wall again—”
Someone shouts, “At least wrap it before you tap it!”
But I’m already walking.
Carrying her out of the room like she weighs nothing.
She clings tighter to me. Her lips brush mine again.
And behind us?
Only silence from her son.
Only silence from her husband.
And the door shuts. The door clicks shut behind us.
We don’t speak. 

Her lips crash into mine —needy, messy, breath already hot like she knew what was coming the second I picked her up under that Christmas tree.

I don’t lead her to the bed.
I shove her back against the wall. 

She gasps as her spine hits it, legs wrapping around my waist again like her body’s memorized me—because it has. Arms around my shoulders, hips grinding forward, and I’m already dragging her sweater up, baring skin I’ve touched a thousand times and still n eed more of.

“I told you,” I growl into her mouth, “the only present I wanted was you.”
She moans, head tipping back as my mouth finds her throat, hands cupping her tits, squeezing through the fabric, thumbs brushing her nipples until she’s whimpering, legs trembling around my waist.

I press closer. Grind into her.
“I should unwrap you slow,” I murmur, lips at her ear, “but I don’t have the patience.”
Her laugh is breathless.
“Then don’t.”
So I don’t.
I rip the panties. 

One hand shoves her skirt up. And I take her right there, pinning her to the wall like she’s mine and I’m never letting her go.

The first thrust makes her cry out—loud. Unguarded.
She grabs for my hair. My shoulders. Anything to keep from shattering instantly.
And I don’t let up.
Every thrust is sharp. Fast. Possessive. 

The tree lights from the window blink red and gold across her bare thighs, her head tipped back, lips parted, moaning into my mouth every time she tries to catch her breath and I take it from her.

“You’re my gift,” I groan against her skin. “I’m gonna spend all night unwrapping you.”
She comes apart—shaking, crying, body wrecked and loud.

And I keep holding her up against the wall like I’m the only thing keeping her from falling.
Because I am.
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