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My daughter’s wedding

[image: ]


I held Julia's arm as we walked the aisle. The church was hushed, with light spilling through the stained glass, painting her white dress in vibrant colors. My throat tightened with every step. She had been mine to protect for so long, and now I was giving her away. Pride swelled in me until it hurt. She looked breathtaking, veil floating, cheeks flushed, eyes fixed ahead on Thomas.

The music rose. Family and friends filled the pews, their faces blurred by the sting in my eyes. I caught the faint scent of lilies mixed with wax from the candles, along with the rustle of fabric as people stood when we passed. My girl, my daughter, radiant and grown, was about to become a wife.

Beside the altar, Thomas stood straight-backed, jaw tight, eyes never leaving Julia. He looked every bit the groom he was supposed to be. My hand trembled as I placed hers in his. For a moment, my chest clenched, as if a part of me had been cut free. The vows followed, spoken clearly and with certainty. Rings slipped onto fingers. A kiss sealed it, and the church erupted in applause.

Sunlight hit us hard when we spilled onto the steps afterward. Rice flew, laughter rang, voices rose with cheers. Julia clung to her bouquet and to Thomas's arm, glowing brighter than I had ever seen her. My pride doubled when I saw Ava stepping in close, fixing Julia's veil, guiding her like the mother she never had anymore.

Ava was stunning in her deep green dress, the neckline plunging low, her fat tits pushed up and heavy, deep cleavage drawing every eye. Her ass bounced when she moved down the steps, full and tight under the smooth fabric. Men turned their heads without shame, and I felt the thrill of knowing she was mine. My daughter looked like an angel, and my woman looked like sin made flesh. The two together filled me with a pride so fierce it almost hurt.

In the middle of it, I caught Thomas greeting Ava. He hugged her tighter than the others, his palms pressed at her waist, holding her close a beat longer than necessary. The hug felt out of place, hard to define, though not quite scandalous. The moment slipped away, buried under handshakes, laughter, and applause. Today was Julia's day. Today was perfect.

Cocktail hour buzzed with clinking glasses and bursts of laughter. Candles caught in mirrors, trays of champagne wove through the crowd, the band played soft but steady. Relatives I hadn't seen in years were hugging me, telling me how beautiful Julia looked, how proud I must be. They were right. She glowed at the center of it all, surrounded by friends who cheered her every word, her cheeks pink from excitement. I let the warmth of it sink in, glass in hand, chest swelling every time I caught her smile.

At the bar I saw something odd. Thomas leaned against the counter with a couple of groomsmen, Ava beside him with a glass of wine. He said something low, and she threw her head back in laughter. Her tits shifted high in her dress as she laughed, her hand resting on his shoulder for balance. He grinned widely, closer to her than he needed to be, his arm brushing hers. They looked for a moment like two people sharing a secret instead of a groom and the woman standing in as the bride's mother.

Their shoulders stayed pressed together even after the laugh faded. She touched his sleeve lightly before lifting her glass, and he leaned back toward her as if to say more, lips near her ear. From where I stood, it looked careless. Maybe a tad disrespectful, given the day. Still, the moment felt only peculiar, the sort that doesn't quite fit, though you can't define why.

I took another sip of champagne and shrugged it off. Who cared? Tonight was for celebration. Julia was married, the music was flowing, and if Thomas and Ava wanted to laugh too close at the bar, let them. The night was young, and for the moment, life felt exactly as it should.

Roast beef and red wine filled the ballroom with their rich scents. Plates clattered, silverware rang against china, the sound of glasses filled and refilled blending with the hum of voices. Julia sat at the head table, glowing, Thomas beside her, both of them flanked by bridesmaids and groomsmen. I sat close enough to watch her without being obvious, my chest heavy with pride at every smile she gave.

When the time came, I stood for my toast. The room hushed, eyes turning toward me. My throat caught, but I steadied myself with a sip of wine. I raised my glass.

"When Julia was born," I said, "I thought my life had reached its peak. She was so small, and yet she made me feel like the biggest man alive. Watching her grow into the woman she is now has been the greatest privilege I'll ever know." I looked at her, sitting there radiant, her eyes already wet with tears.

"And Thomas," I went on, "today you take her hand, and you take on the best part of my life. I trust you with it. I trust you with her. My wish for you both is simple, that you laugh often, forgive quickly, and love each other without holding back."

Applause followed, glasses lifted. I sat down with my chest aching, but lightened too.

I should have let it sit there, perfect and unspoiled, but my eyes strayed. Thomas wasn't looking at Julia, or even at the guests raising their glasses. His gaze had drifted to Ava, fixed on the deep line of her cleavage spilling out of the green dress. For a heartbeat, he didn't move, just staring. Then his eyes rose to her face. She was smiling at him, as if they shared something private. He licked his lips. Ava's hand came up and gave his arm a playful punch, quick and light.

I blinked, unsure. What was that all about? Did I say something funny? The table kept buzzing, Julia was laughing with her bridesmaids, and the moment passed as if it had never happened. But it lodged in me, peculiar and out of place, impossible to define.

The band struck up something lively, and the dance floor filled in minutes. Julia was out there in the center with her bridesmaids, skirts lifted just enough to flash shoes and calves as they spun, hair flying, laughter spilling louder than the music. My chest swelled watching her. She looked free, happy, every inch the bride she deserved to be. Guests clapped to the rhythm, couples spilling in after her, the floor alive with color and sound.

Sipping from my glass, I talked with an uncle who hadn't danced in years, caught up in it all, when I noticed Thomas again. He had slipped into the circle of bridesmaids and spun Julia once before stepping aside. The girls swarmed her back quickly, leaving him on the edge of the group. That's when Ava appeared.

She was dazzling in motion, tits heaving in her low-cut dress, her ass bouncing as she stepped into the light. The green fabric clung and shimmered with every turn she made. Heads followed her without shame, men craning from the edge of the dance floor just to get another look. Pride flickered in me again. My daughter was radiant, and my woman was the kind that stole a room without trying.

Thomas took her hand, pulling her into a spin. She twirled with a laugh, tits lifting high, the deep cleavage flashing as she turned. When she landed in his arms, his hands sat lower on her back than seemed necessary. He kept her close, their hips almost touching as they moved with the beat. Ava laughed again, tilting her head toward him, lips near his ear. Guests clapped along, seeing only fun.

Then she broke away, weaving through the crowd until she found me at the edge of the floor. She leaned in and gave me a deep, lingering kiss, her tongue brushing mine, her tits pressing full against my chest. Her eyes shone, almost fevered.

"God, what a night," she breathed against my lips. "They're so cute together, aren't they?"

I nodded, but as I followed her gaze, I realized she wasn't looking at Julia at all. Her eyes lingered on Thomas, standing at the edge of the dance floor, his grin wide, his chest still heaving from the spin.

The music shifted into something faster, the floor heaving with bodies. Julia was still at the center, her bridesmaids circling her, lifting her skirt edges, clapping to the beat. Her laugh cut through the noise, high and bright, the kind that always hit me in the chest. She looked happier than I had ever seen her, glowing with the reckless joy of the night.

I let myself watch her a while, drink in hand, nodding along with the rhythm. Around me, relatives shouted to be heard, servers slid between tables with trays of cocktails, and couples spilled toward the dance floor. Chaos surrounded us, the good kind that makes a wedding feel like it might never end.

When I looked again for Thomas, he wasn't at Julia's side. Not that it mattered. She hardly noticed, twirling with her friends, laughing so hard she nearly dropped her bouquet. Still, I expected to see him somewhere nearby, glass in hand, shoulder tapped by a cousin, caught in conversation.

But there was no sign of him.

I turned my head, scanning the edges of the room. Groomsmen laughed by the bar. Aunts fussed over coffee at the corner tables. No Thomas. I searched for Ava next. She had been just with me, lips still burning against mine, tits pressed to my chest, her breath in my ear. She wasn't there now. Not at the bar, not by Julia's table, not weaving through the crowd with her glass of wine.

The two of them, gone.

A slight itch settled in my stomach. I downed the rest of my drink, set the glass aside, and made a slow circle through the hall. Bar, empty of them. Lobby, clear. Corridors, deserted except for a waiter rolling a cart.

I came back to the ballroom, forced a smile when someone clapped me on the back. Julia was still spinning with her bridesmaids, face red from laughter, hair loose. She hadn't noticed a thing.

The itch grew sharper. I slipped toward the side doors, pushed them open, and stepped into the cool air of the garden. Gravel crunched under my shoes. The music dulled behind glass. The night stretched wide and quiet.

Cool air greeted me outside, heavy with the smell of grass and damp stone. A row of lanterns lit the main path, their glow soft and golden, but most of the garden stretched into shadow. I followed the gravel walkway, slow, listening to the muffled thump of music leaking from the ballroom behind me. For a moment, it was peaceful. My chest loosened. Perhaps Thomas had stepped out for a smoke, maybe Ava had needed some air. Nothing strange in that.

I turned down a side path between hedges. My shoes ground against the gravel, loud in the quiet. The further I went, the less the party followed me. It was darker here, stiller.

That's when I heard it.

Not music. Not laughter. A sound sharper, wetter. A woman's breath breaking into a moan. Short, high, almost choked. Then the low grunt of a man, pushing air through his teeth. Another moan, longer this time, deep enough to echo faintly off the stone walls.

I stopped dead, the hair on my arms rising.

For a second, I thought it had to be another couple, sneaking off into the shadows the way young people do at weddings. But the voice was familiar. I had heard that moan before, softer, in my own bed. Ava.

My throat closed.

Another sound cut through the night. The slap of skin on skin, sharp and rhythmic. The noises layered: Ava gasping, her pitch rising, a man's voice muttering something low and rough, another wet slap.

My heart thudded against my ribs. I stepped closer, gravel crunching softer under my slowed steps. I told myself I must be wrong, that it couldn't be her, that I couldn't have heard Thomas's voice grunting in reply. But the deeper I moved into the shadows, the clearer it became.

Ava's moans filled the garden, rising and falling. The slap of flesh quickened. And threaded through it, low but distinct, Thomas's voice groaning with effort.

I gripped a hedge for balance. The realization slammed into me, cold and hot all at once.

I edged around the hedge, heart hammering, breath shallow in my chest. The lanterns didn't reach this far; the corner was lit only by moonlight and the faint glow spilling from a high window of the hall. At first, I saw only shapes. Then my eyes adjusted, and the scene hit me full in the gut.

Ava was braced against the brick wall, dress hiked high over her hips. Her fat tits swung heavy and bare, milky white where her bikini had shielded them all summer, sharp tan lines cutting across the curves. They bounced with each thrust, pale flesh glowing against the night. Her ass jutted back, round and full, quivering every time Thomas slammed into her from behind. His trousers were around his thighs, his white shirt clinging with sweat, his cock driving into her slick cunt with wet, obscene sounds.

Her palms were flat to the wall, nails scratching the mortar as she moaned, her head tipping back with each thrust. "Yes, God, yes," she gasped, voice breaking. Thomas grunted low, hips smacking against her ass, the slap echoing in the quiet garden.

I froze, rooted to the ground. My mouth went dry, and heat shot through me against my will. Pride and joy, everything I had carried through the day, twisted into something darker as my cock stiffened in my trousers.

Ava cried out again, tits bouncing, pale skin flashing as Thomas hammered her, his hands gripping her waist tight. The sight was raw, brutal, and shameless. They weren't stealing kisses or hiding whispers. They were fucking hard, like they had been waiting all day to tear into each other.

The smell of sex reached me, sharp and animal, mixing with the scent of grass and stone. My knuckles whitened against the hedge. I should have turned away. I should have stormed forward, shouted, and dragged them apart. Instead, I stared, breath caught in my throat, watching the man who had just married my daughter bury his cock in the woman who was supposed to be mine.

I shifted closer, careful on the gravel, every step making my pulse pound harder. I told myself to stop, to turn back, but the sounds pulled me forward like a hook. Ava's moans were louder now, sharp and needy, echoing off the wall. Her tits swung under her, milky white against her tan shoulders, nipples stiff in the cool night air.

Thomas slammed into her with a smack that carried, his voice a guttural growl. "Fuck, Ava... this ass... can't get enough of it."

She gasped, pressing her cheek to the wall. "Harder, God, yes, don't stop. Fill me, Thomas. Fill me up."

The words cut through me like a blade. Ava's voice, begging, urgent, nothing like the casual laughter she gave me at the reception.

Thomas grunted, fingers digging into her hips. "So fucking tight. You're gonna take it all. Every drop."

Her moan rose into a near scream, raw and shaking. "Yes! Give it to me. I want it. I want your cum." Her ass bounced wildly under his thrusts, pale flesh flashing as he drove her forward against the brick.

My cock throbbed in my trousers, precum wetting the fabric. My hand went down before I realized it, pressing against the hardness, stroking through cloth as I stared. I hated myself for it, hated how the sight of Ava, my woman, writhing on another man's cock could make me this hard. But I couldn't stop.

Her words came broken, desperate. "You're ruining me, oh fuck, don't stop, Thomas, don't you dare stop."

He answered with another groan, hips slamming faster, the wet sound of his cock sliding in and out filling the night. Their voices tangled, her begging, him cursing, until I could hardly tell them apart.

The garden spun around me, black with shadow, heavy with the smell of sweat and sex. And still I stood there, jerking myself through my trousers, every filthy word branding itself into me, every cry Ava let out sinking deeper into my chest.

Thomas gripped Ava's waist tighter and drove her harder into the wall. The slap of his hips hitting her ass rang out steady and sharp, louder than the music bleeding from the hall. Her tits swung heavy with every thrust, milky white where the tan lines cut across them, nipples stiff in the night air. Her palms scraped along the brick as if she needed to hold herself up against the pounding.

"Oh God, oh fuck, yes." Her voice broke into a cry, high and desperate. Her legs shook, thighs quivering under him. Her back arched, pressing her ass back to meet him, taking every inch of his cock.

Thomas groaned, teeth clenched, sweat dripping down his temple. "That's it, Ava. Cum for me. Cum on my cock."

Her moan turned ragged, breath tearing from her throat. She tipped her head back, hair sticking to her face, and the sound that came out of her was almost a scream. Her whole body jerked, her ass clamping down around him, her pussy squeezing tight as the orgasm ripped through her.

I couldn't stand it anymore. My hand went to my belt, fumbling with the buckle. The zipper came down, and I pulled my cock out, already slick at the tip. I wrapped my fist around it and started jerking hard, eyes fixed on Ava's trembling body as she came. Precum smeared over my knuckles, hot and wet, every stroke matching the rhythm of Thomas pounding into her.

She gasped between cries, moaning his name, telling him not to stop. Her knees buckled, and he held her upright by her waist, still slamming into her, still pounding like she hadn't just come apart on his cock.

Her ass quivered with every thrust, pale flesh rippling under his grip. She moaned again, softer now, each sound catching in her throat as the aftershocks shook her.

I stroked faster, cock throbbing in my hand, chest tight as I watched my woman fall apart on another man's cock. Wrecked, ruined, and more beautiful than I had ever seen her.

Thomas yanked Ava back by the waist, dragging her away from the wall. She staggered on shaky legs, tits swinging, before he steered her toward a bench tucked under the hedge. He dropped onto it, trousers open, cock jutting slick and hard, glistening in the moonlight. Ava didn't hesitate. She hiked her dress up, straddled him, and sank down in one fierce motion.

Her scream split the night. Her fat tits bounced free of the dress, pale flesh glowing against the shadows, sharp tan lines cutting across them from her bikini. They swung heavy, nipples stiff, as she ground her hips, taking him to the base. Her ass smacked down on his thighs, wet sounds slapping in rhythm.

"Fuck, yes," Thomas groaned, hauling her down harder. "Ride it. Ride me like that."

Ava rode him like she needed it more than air, bouncing up and down, tits hammering against her chest, ass quivering with every slam. The sound of flesh on flesh echoed filthily in the garden. The smell of sweat and sex carried to where I stood, half-hidden by the hedge.

My belt hung open, and my trousers were loose around my hips. My cock jutted out, swollen and slick, my fist pumping it as I watched. Precum smeared over my knuckles, my breath coming in hard gasps. I couldn't stop, couldn't look away. My woman was fucking another man inches away, and she was perfect in her ruin.

Ava threw her head back, hair flying, voice breaking into a scream. "I'm cumming, fuck, I'm cumming!" Her body jolted, pussy spasming around his cock, her ass jerking as she shook apart.

Thomas growled, grinding up into her, holding her ass down hard. "Good slut, cum again. Show me."

Her hips hammered faster, tits bouncing, sweat glistening on her skin. She moaned, eyes closed, mouth open, cumming again as she rode him wild. And I stood in the shadows, fist pumping, cock throbbing, watching her lose herself on his lap.

Ava clung to Thomas's shoulders, tits swinging wild in the moonlight as she rode him on the garden bench. Her fat tits bounced with every slam of her hips, pale flesh glowing, tan lines cutting sharply across the curves. Her ass clapped down on his thighs, each wet slap carrying through the night.

Her cries were ragged, unrestrained. "Oh fuck, yes, yes, don't stop, Thomas!" Her cunt pulsed around him, flooding his lap as she came, then she lifted again, hips grinding, tits flying as she pushed herself back into the rhythm.

Thomas snarled, holding her ass down. "Ride this cock like the dirty slut you are. Show me how bad you need it."

"I need it, I'm your whore, fuck, I'm cumming again!" Ava shrieked, body convulsing. She spasmed on his cock, juices spilling, then moaned through the aftershocks as her ass kept bouncing.

I stood frozen, cock in my fist, pumping furiously as I stared. My Ava, my woman, was riding the groom. Not just some man, not some stranger, but the groom, the man who had kissed my daughter at the altar hours ago. That truth made my cock throb harder. The filth of it, the outrage, twisted into raw heat I couldn't fight.

Ava clawed at his shoulders, tits smashing into his chest as she bounced. "Give it to me, groom, make me your fucktoy. Cum in me on your wedding night."

Thomas groaned, biting her neck. "Take it, bitch. Take the groom's cock. Squeeze it till I blow."

Her body convulsed again, another orgasm wringing her, her scream tearing the air. I stroked harder, precum flying off my tip, my chest heaving. The scene burned into me: Ava cumming over and over, greedy and ruined, on the cock of my daughter's groom. And I was harder for it, pumping myself raw in the shadows, because nothing could be filthier or hotter.

Ava was riding wild, tits bouncing high, sweat shining in the deep line of her cleavage. Each drop of her hips slammed her ass against Thomas's thighs with a wet clap, the garden thick with the sound of it. Her voice cracked into broken screams, her pussy squirting over him as another orgasm ripped through her body.

Thomas's face twisted, jaw clenched. He shot his hands up and grabbed her tits hard, squeezing fistfuls of flesh, almost dragging her down onto his cock by them. Her tits flattened under his grip, pale flesh spilling out between his fingers. The harder he pulled, the deeper he drove into her, making her shriek.

"Fuck yes, use me, oh God, I'm cumming!" Ava wailed, her body shaking. She clawed at his wrists, but not to stop him, only to hold on as he mauled her tits and fucked her harder from beneath. Her nipples were red and stiff between his fingers, her tits bulging as he yanked her down again and again.

Thomas groaned, sweat flying from his forehead. "Take it, you dirty slut, ride my cock on my wedding night. Squeeze me dry with that cunt."

Ava's scream tore through the garden. "Yes, yes, fill me, I'm bad, I'm so fucking bad, fucking you while she dances inside!" Her body convulsed, pussy gripping him like a fist, milking him as she came again.

Thomas thrust up hard and froze, groaning raw from his chest. His cock throbbed, pumping thick streams into her spasming pussy. He squeezed her tits harder, almost crushing them in his fists, dragging her down to the root as he emptied inside her.

Ava's head flung back, hair flying, her moans breaking into sobs of pleasure as another orgasm wracked her. Her whole body shook, tits bouncing free between his fingers, her cunt twitching around his cock as he filled her.

I stroked furiously in the shadows, precum spraying from my tip, my chest heaving. Ava, my Ava, wrecked on another man's cock, her tits mauled and used as handles, her voice crying out betrayal with every orgasm. It was filthy, shameless, and hotter than anything I had ever seen.

I couldn't hold back any longer. My cock jerked in my fist, swollen and slick, precum running over my knuckles. Ava's cries carried across the garden, her voice breaking, her tits crushed in Thomas's hands, her ass clapping as he pumped into her. The sight, the sound, the smell of them, it broke me.

A groan ripped from my throat before I could choke it down. My balls tightened, my fist flying over my shaft. Heat rushed through me, blinding, unbearable. I came hard, spurting across the hedge leaves, thick streams splashing the dirt at my feet. My knees buckled with the force of it, my other hand clutching the hedge to stay upright. Cum dripped from my tip, strands swinging down to stain the gravel.

I stood there shaking, cock still twitching in my hand, chest heaving. The garden was filled with their panting, their soft groans as Ava slumped against Thomas's chest. They were done, spent, ruined, and so was I. My breath hitched, shame tightening in my throat even as the aftershocks ran through me.

I shoved myself back into my trousers, wiping my wet hand on the inside of my jacket. My body buzzed with heat and guilt, the taste of it bitter in my mouth. I staggered back along the gravel path, every sound of their fucking still echoing in my head. Ava's scream. The slap of tits in Thomas's fists. The words, filthy, shameless, etched deep.

The glow of the ballroom cut through the glass doors. I stepped inside, the noise of laughter and music hitting me all at once. My legs felt unsteady, my chest still rising and falling too fast. I headed for the men's room, splashing water on my face, staring at myself in the mirror. My reflection looked wild-eyed, flushed, a man who had just seen too much and spilled too much.

I pressed both hands to the counter, whispering to my own reflection, "What the fuck have you done?"

The call went out for the send-off, and the ballroom emptied in a cheerful rush. Guests grabbed sparklers from boxes, lighters flicked, and soon the walkway outside was a glowing tunnel of fire and laughter. I stepped into line with the others, my grin fixed, though my chest still felt tight with everything I had seen. The hiss of sparklers filled the air, smoke drifting up into the warm night.

Julia appeared in the doorway, veil slipping, cheeks flushed pink from dancing. She clutched Thomas's arm, and they looked every bit the picture people wanted them to be, the new couple, glowing and young, stepping into their first night together. The crowd erupted with cheers, voices rising as the two of them passed under the arc of sparks. Julia's laughter cut through it all, sweet and bright.

Ava slipped to my side. Her tits pressed into my arm as she looped it with hers, her perfume catching under the drift of smoke. The green dress hugged her curves again, the gloss on her lips catching the light. She looked serene, proud, untouched, though my mind still carried the smell of sweat and sex from the garden.

She squeezed my arm, leaned closer, and said softly, "Can you believe it? All grown up now. I can't wait to have them over for Sunday dinners, family parties. It'll feel so different with them here as a couple instead of just kids."

Her smile was wide, her tone warm, the picture of pride and belonging. To anyone else, it would sound natural. To me, it rang twisted. Only I knew her cunt was still dripping with the cum of the man walking proudly beside my daughter.

My sparkler burned low, sparks falling at my shoes. The crowd cheered louder as the couple reached the end of the tunnel, confetti bursting into the night. Around me, it was nothing but joy. Inside me, it was the weight of Ava's words, her tits pressed to my arm, and the raw memory of her screams outside in the dark.

The last cheers softened as the car rolled up to the valet stand. Julia hugged her bridesmaids, her face glowing pink from the night, veil slipping sideways. Thomas kept a steady hand on her back, smiling widely for every handshake and hug. The line of guests swelled around them, sparklers burning low, smoke curling into the warm air.

Julia came to me first. She pressed her arms around my neck, whispered, "Thank you, Dad. For everything." My throat closed, but I kissed her cheek, smiled, and let her go. She looked radiant, untouched by the filth I knew was dripping into the night.

Then Ava stepped forward, hugging Julia with warmth that seemed genuine, smoothing her hair back, and telling her how proud she was, how beautiful the whole day had been. She looked the part, tits pushed high, green dress clinging to her curves, smile soft. No one would guess what she had done outside, no one but me.

Thomas moved to me with a quick, polite embrace, a firm handshake, the perfect gesture of a new son-in-law. My jaw ached as I forced myself to nod back.

And then Ava slipped into his arms. She pressed close, her tits flattening against his chest, her lips brushing his ear. Her smile never faltered as she whispered, low enough for only him, and for me, standing close, to hear:

"You have given me more reasons to love family gatherings than anyone else ever has."

Thomas's grin twitched wider, almost hidden, before he guided Julia toward the waiting car. She waved, bouquet clutched, veil sliding, oblivious.

The crowd whooped one last time as the door shut, sparklers dying down, the night dimming with smoke and laughter. Ava returned to my side, slipped her hand around my arm like nothing had happened, her tits pressing warm against me.

"Ready to go?" she asked brightly, eyes on me as if her whisper had never been spoken.

I nodded, my chest hollow, my cock still heavy, the echo of her words burning deeper than anything I'd ever heard.
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A Sunday Roast
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The doorbell rang at three. I wiped my hands on a towel and checked the roast one last time. The smell of garlic and rosemary filled the kitchen, warm and thick. Ava was beside me, adjusting the temperature dial, her blonde hair swept back in a loose ponytail. She wore fitted jeans that hugged her round ass and a soft cream sweater with a neckline that dipped low enough to show the upper swell of her heavy tits.

"Perfect timing," she said, smiling wide. Her eyes were bright, almost glowing. She loved this. Loved hosting, loved having Julia and Thomas over as a married couple now. It felt official, settled, like we had crossed into some new phase where Sunday dinners would be a tradition.

I opened the door. Julia stood on the step with a bouquet of sunflowers, her face lit up, cheeks flushed from the walk up the path. Thomas stood behind her holding a bottle of red wine, his jacket crisp, his grin easy.

"Dad!" Julia threw her arms around me, the flowers crushing between us. I held her tight, breathing in the faint scent of her perfume. When I let go, Thomas stepped forward and shook my hand. His grip was firm, his eyes meeting mine for a beat before sliding past me into the house.

"Smells amazing in here," Thomas said.

Ava appeared in the hallway, arms open. Julia rushed to her, the two of them hugging like they hadn't seen each other in months. Ava kissed her cheek, smoothed her hair, and took the flowers.

"These are gorgeous, sweetheart. Come in, come in. Let me get these in water."

Thomas followed them into the living room. I shut the door and trailed behind, watching Ava move ahead of us. Her ass swayed in those jeans, fabric stretched tight over her curves. Thomas's gaze dropped for a second before he looked away.

We settled in the living room. Julia dropped onto the couch, pulling her phone out to show us something. Ava brought glasses and poured wine, leaning over the coffee table to set them down. Her neckline gaped, the deep line of her cleavage visible, pale skin framed by cream fabric. Her fat tits hung heavy, pressing together as she bent forward.

Thomas sat beside Julia, one arm draped over the back of the couch. His eyes flicked to Ava's chest, lingered, then snapped back to the phone screen Julia was showing him.

"Look at this one," Julia said, scrolling. "From the reception. You can see everyone in the background."

I leaned in to look. The photo showed Julia and Thomas at the head table, surrounded by bridesmaids and groomsmen, everyone laughing. It was a good shot, bright and full of life.

"You looked stunning that night," Ava said, settling into the armchair across from them. She sipped her wine, legs crossed, one heel dangling from her toes. "Both of you did. It was perfect."

Julia beamed. "It really was. I keep looking at the photos and I can't believe it actually happened."

Thomas squeezed her shoulder. "Best night of my life."

Ava's eyes met his for a heartbeat. Her smile didn't change, but something passed between them. Small, quick, impossible to name. Then she turned to me, lifting her glass.

"To family Sundays," she said.

I raised mine. "To family."

We drank. Julia kept scrolling through photos, pointing out details, laughing at candid shots of relatives dancing. The room felt warm, comfortable, exactly how I'd wanted it to feel. Thomas leaned back, relaxed, his gaze drifting between the phone and Ava's legs.

Julia paused on a photo of herself and Ava by the dessert table. "Oh! I forgot to ask. Did you ever find my old yearbooks? I wanted to show Thomas some of the ridiculous photos from high school."

Ava's face lit up. "They're upstairs in your old room. In the closet, I think, or maybe the attic boxes."

Julia stood, tugging my arm. "Come help me look, Dad. You know where everything is better than I do."

I set my glass down and followed her toward the stairs.

The attic stairs creaked under our weight. Julia went first, pushing open the narrow door at the top. Dust hung in the air, lit by the single bulb overhead. Boxes lined the walls, labeled in Ava's neat handwriting. The air was cold, still, the kind of chill that seeped through clothes.

Julia pulled one box open and laughed. "God, look at this stuff. I can't believe you kept all of it."

I crouched beside her, pulling out a stack of old school papers. Her handwriting from third grade, big looping letters in purple crayon. A science project poster, folded and faded. She reached deeper into the box and pulled out a yearbook, the cover scuffed at the edges.

"Yes! Here it is." She flipped it open, scanning the pages. Her face softened as she looked at photos of herself and her friends, frozen at sixteen. "Oh my God, I had the worst bangs."

I leaned over her shoulder, grinning. "You looked great."

She elbowed me lightly. "You have to say that. You're my dad."

Her laugh was bright, easy. I felt something tighten in my chest. She looked so happy, so settled. The wedding had been everything she'd dreamed of, and now she had this whole life ahead of her with Thomas. I wanted to freeze this moment, keep her exactly as she was right now.

She turned another page, pointing at a group photo. "That's the drama club. Remember when you came to see me in that terrible play?"

"You were the best one in it."

"I had two lines, Dad."

"Still the best."

She shook her head, smiling, and kept flipping. Then she set the yearbook aside and pulled out another box, this one filled with ribbons and medals from track meets. Her eyes went wide.

"Oh wow, I forgot about these." She lifted a faded blue ribbon, reading the label. "Third place, two hundred meter. I thought I was going to die at the finish line."

She dug deeper, pulling out a stuffed animal, a stack of old CDs, a framed photo of her and her mother. She held that one for a long moment, her smile softer now. I watched her face, the way memory pulled her back into those years.

The cold bit at my arms. I rubbed my hands together, breath visible in the air.

"It's freezing up here," I said. "Want me to grab us some coffee? Warm us up a bit while you dig through all this."

Julia looked up, nodding. "That would be perfect. Make mine with lots of milk."

"I know how you like it."

She was already turning back to the boxes, pulling out another yearbook, flipping it open. I stood, brushing dust from my knees, and headed for the narrow attic stairs. Her voice carried behind me, talking half to herself about a photo she'd found.

I descended the attic stairs, then took the main staircase down to the ground floor. The house smelled like roast and red wine. The living room was empty, glasses still sitting on the coffee table. Voices drifted faintly from somewhere, low and muffled.

I turned toward the kitchen.

I stepped into the hallway. The voices were clearer now, coming from the kitchen. Low, urgent. A woman's breath catching. I slowed, my shoes silent on the hardwood.

The kitchen doorway came into view. I stopped.

Ava was bent over the island, her jeans shoved down to her thighs. Her fat tits hung free beneath her, swinging with each movement, pale and heavy. Thomas stood behind her, his trousers around his ankles, his cock buried inside her. His hips drove forward, the slap of skin on skin sharp in the quiet house.

My throat closed. My chest seized. I couldn't move.

Thomas gripped her waist, fingers digging into her flesh, pulling her back onto his cock with each thrust. Ava's palms pressed flat against the cold granite, her knuckles white. Her mouth hung open, her breath coming in short gasps. Her round ass bounced with every slam, flesh rippling under the force.

"Fuck," Thomas hissed through his teeth. "So fucking tight."

Ava moaned, biting her lip to muffle the sound. Her tits swung harder as he picked up speed, nipples stiff and dark against her pale skin. The wet sounds of his cock sliding in and out of her cunt filled the room, obscene and unmistakable.

I should have stepped forward. I should have shouted, pulled him off her, done something. Instead, I stood frozen in the hallway shadow, heat flooding my chest and spreading lower. My cock stiffened in my trousers, pressing hard against the fabric.

Thomas leaned over her back, one hand sliding up to fist her hair. He yanked her head back, forcing her spine to arch. Her tits hung lower, bouncing violently as he pounded into her from behind.

"You love this," he growled into her ear. "Love getting fucked while she's upstairs."

"Yes," Ava gasped, voice breaking. "God, yes. Don't stop."

He slammed into her harder, the island scraping forward an inch with the force. Her ass clapped against his hips, the sound echoing. She bit down on her hand, teeth pressing into her knuckles to keep from screaming.

My hand moved without permission, pressing against my cock through my trousers. The pressure was unbearable. I stroked once, slow, my breath shallow. Precum leaked from the tip, soaking into the fabric.

Thomas released her hair and gripped both hips, driving into her with brutal rhythm. His balls slapped against her with each thrust, his face twisted in concentration. Ava's moans rose higher, her body shaking.

"Oh fuck, oh fuck, I'm gonna cum," she whimpered. "Don't stop, Thomas, don't you dare stop."

He didn't. He hammered her, his cock plunging deep, her cunt squeezing around him. Her whole body convulsed, her back arching sharply, her tits swinging wild. She bit her hand harder, her scream muffled as the orgasm ripped through her.

"That's it," Thomas grunted. "Cum on my cock, you dirty slut."

Her legs trembled, her thighs shaking as she rode the waves. Thomas kept thrusting, not slowing, fucking her through it. Her breath came in ragged sobs, her head hanging forward, blonde hair sticking to her sweaty forehead.

I stroked myself harder through my trousers, my fist moving faster. My chest burned. My throat was dry. I couldn't look away.

Thomas pulled out suddenly. His cock glistened, slick with her wetness. He grabbed her shoulder and spun her around, lifting her easily onto the island. Her ass landed on the cold granite, her thighs spreading wide. He stepped between her legs, gripping her hips, and slammed back inside her.

Ava's head fell back, her mouth opening in a silent cry. Her fat tits bounced with every thrust, tan lines stark across the pale flesh. Thomas leaned down and sucked one nipple into his mouth, teeth scraping the stiff peak. She gasped, her hands flying to his head, fingers tangling in his hair.

"Fuck me," she moaned, louder now. "Harder. Make me feel it."

He bit down on her nipple, making her yelp. Then he straightened, gripping her thighs, spreading her wider. His cock drove into her, fast and relentless, the wet slap of their bodies loud enough to carry.

My hand fumbled with my belt. I couldn't stand it anymore. I yanked the buckle open, pulled the zipper down, and freed my cock. It sprang out, swollen and leaking, the tip slick with precum. I wrapped my fist around it and started stroking, my eyes locked on them.

Ava's legs wrapped around Thomas's waist, pulling him deeper. Her tits bounced wildly, nipples red from his mouth. She clawed at his back, her nails digging into his shirt.

"Yes, yes, oh God, yes," she chanted, voice rising. "Right there, fuck, right there."

Thomas grunted, his rhythm faltering for a second before he doubled down, slamming into her with everything he had. The island shook under them, glasses rattling faintly in the cabinets. Ava's moans turned into broken screams, her pussy clenching around his cock.

"I'm cumming again," she gasped. "Oh fuck, I'm cumming."

Her body jerked, legs tightening around him, tits heaving as another orgasm tore through her. Her cunt spasmed, gripping him like a fist. Thomas groaned, his hips snapping forward, burying himself to the base.

I pumped my cock faster, precum flying from the tip, smearing over my knuckles. My balls tightened, heat coiling low in my spine. I bit my lip to keep from making a sound.

Ava's hands slid down to his ass, pulling him deeper. "Cum in me," she panted. "Fill me up, Thomas. I want it. I want your cum."

"Fuck," Thomas groaned. "You want it? You want the groom's load?"

"Yes," she whimpered. "Give it to me. Pump me full."

His thrusts grew erratic, desperate. He slammed into her once, twice, three more times. Then he buried himself deep and froze, his whole body going rigid. His mouth fell open, a guttural groan ripping from his throat.

"Ahh, fuck, take it," he gasped.

Ava moaned, feeling him throb inside her. Her pussy clenched again, milking him, pulling every drop. "Yes, yes, fill me," she whimpered. "Oh God, I can feel it."

Thomas's hips jerked as he emptied himself into her, his cock pulsing, thick streams of cum flooding her cunt. She shuddered, another small orgasm rippling through her, her legs trembling around his waist.

They stayed locked together, panting, his forehead pressed to hers. His cock twitched inside her, still leaking. Cum dripped from where they were joined, sliding down her ass, pooling on the granite.

My fist flew over my cock, slick with precum, my breath ragged. I stared at them, at the wet mess between her legs, at her flushed face and heaving tits. My balls drew up tight, and I knew I was close.

Thomas pulled back slowly, his cock sliding out of her. It was slick, coated in their mixed fluids, still half hard. More cum leaked from Ava's cunt, a thick white stream running down her thigh.

She slumped back on the island, legs still spread, chest rising and falling. Her tits glistened with sweat, nipples dark and swollen. Thomas tucked himself back into his trousers, zipping up, his breathing still heavy.

Ava sat up slowly, reaching for a kitchen towel. She pressed it between her legs, wiping the cum from her thighs. Her hand shook slightly. She glanced at Thomas, and they shared a small, satisfied smile.

I stood in the hallway, cock in hand, watching them clean up. My chest burned with shame and arousal, twisted together so tightly I couldn't separate them. Precum dripped from my tip, landing on the hardwood at my feet.

Then I heard it. A creak from upstairs. The attic door closing.

Footsteps. Julia's footsteps on the attic stairs, descending.

Panic hit me like ice water. My cock throbbed in my hand, still hard, still leaking. I shoved it back into my trousers, fumbling with the zipper, my fingers clumsy and shaking. The buckle clinked too loud in the quiet hallway.

Julia's voice carried down from the upper floor. "Dad? You still getting that coffee?"

I stepped back from the kitchen doorway, silent, my heart slamming against my ribs. I couldn't let her see. Couldn't let her walk into the kitchen and find them. My chest squeezed tight, protective instinct flooding over everything else.

I moved fast, crossing the hallway toward the staircase. Julia appeared at the top, yearbook still in her hand, smiling down at me.

"There you are," she said. "I found so many good ones."

I met her halfway up the stairs, blocking her path down. My voice came out steady, though my pulse hammered in my ears.

"Hey, before we do coffee, can you help me find something in the garage? I think we need a different serving platter for the roast. The big one."

She blinked, surprised. "Oh. Sure, yeah."

I turned, guiding her back down the stairs but steering her toward the side door, away from the kitchen. She followed easily, trusting, chattering about a photo she'd found of her eighth grade science fair project.

We stepped into the garage. The air was cold, smelling faintly of oil and dust. I flicked the light on and moved toward the shelves at the back, pretending to search. My hands still trembled. Precum had soaked through my trousers, a damp spot I prayed she wouldn't notice.

"Which shelf?" Julia asked, stepping beside me.

"Uh, top one, I think. Or maybe the blue bin."

She reached up, pulling down a box. I glanced back toward the door, listening. No sounds from the kitchen. No footsteps. I needed to give them more time.

"Actually, check that other bin too," I said, pointing. "I'm not sure which one Ava used last."

Julia set the first box down and reached for another. She talked as she searched, her voice light and easy, completely unaware of what I'd just seen, of what I was hiding.

My chest ached. My cock was still half hard, pressed uncomfortably against my zipper. I forced myself to focus on her, on keeping her here, on stretching the minutes.

Julia found the platter in the second bin, lifting it with a grin. "Got it."

"Perfect," I said, my voice steadier now. "Let's head back."

We walked through the side door into the hallway. The house was quiet, the smell of roast stronger now. I glanced toward the kitchen. Empty. Ava and Thomas were in the dining room, voices carrying softly as they set the table.

Julia walked ahead of me, platter in hand, turning into the dining room. I followed, my pulse still too fast.

The table was set. White plates, wine glasses filled, silverware catching the light from the chandelier. Ava stood at the far end, adjusting a napkin. Her jeans were back in place, her sweater smoothed down. Her cheeks were flushed, a deep pink that spread down her neck. Her chest rose and fell just a little too quickly, her tits pressing against the fabric with each breath.

Thomas stood beside her, pouring water into glasses. His shirt was tucked in, his hair combed back. He looked composed, relaxed, like he'd been doing nothing but helping set the table the whole time.

"There you are," Ava said brightly, smiling at Julia. "I was starting to think you two got lost."

Julia held up the platter. "Dad needed this for the roast."

"Good thinking." Ava took it from her, setting it on the table. She turned back to the sideboard, arranging serving spoons. No glance toward me. No sign she suspected anything.

We took our seats. Julia sat across from Thomas, Ava beside me at the head of the table. I carved the roast, serving slices onto plates. Steam rose, the smell rich and savory. Ava passed dishes, her movements smooth and practiced.

Thomas reached for the salt at the same moment Ava did. Their fingers brushed. It was quick, casual, nothing anyone else would notice. But I saw it. I saw the way her hand lingered a second too long before pulling back.

Julia lifted her wine glass, smiling. "This is so nice. I love our Sunday dinners."

"Me too," Ava said warmly, squeezing my hand on the table. "It's perfect having you both here."

Thomas raised his glass. "To family."

We clinked glasses and drank. Conversation flowed easily. Julia talked about their apartment, about a new restaurant they'd tried, about Thomas's work project. She was animated, glowing, her laughter bright and unguarded.

I watched Ava across the table. She shifted in her seat, crossing her legs, then uncrossing them. Her hand went to her wine glass, fingers tracing the stem. I knew what was happening. Thomas's cum was still inside her, leaking, wet against her skin. She smiled at something Julia said, nodding along, but her thighs pressed together under the table.

Thomas leaned back in his chair, one arm draped casually over the back of Julia's seat. He looked content, at ease, the perfect son-in-law. But when he reached for his water, his eyes flicked to Ava. Just a glance, quick and loaded, before returning to Julia.

My chest tightened. Guilt twisted in my stomach, hot and sharp. Julia sat there trusting, happy, talking about their future. And I sat there knowing. Knowing what they'd done. Knowing I'd watched. Knowing I'd let it happen.

Ava laughed at something Julia said, reaching for the serving dish. She looked radiant, at ease, the perfect hostess. Nothing in her expression suggested she knew I'd been standing in that hallway. Nothing in Thomas's calm demeanor hinted at awareness. They thought they'd gotten away with it.

And I had let them.

I looked down at my plate, cutting into my roast. My cock stirred again, pressing against my zipper. I hated myself for it. Hated the heat spreading through me. But I couldn't stop it.
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Halloween
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The house looked ridiculous with decorations. Orange lights twisted around the banister, fake cobwebs stretched across doorways, plastic skeletons hung from the ceiling in the living room. I had spent the afternoon stringing it all up while Ava baked cookies shaped like bats and ghosts. The smell of sugar and butter filled every room. By the time the sun started dropping, the first families were already walking up the driveway, kids in capes and masks clutching plastic pumpkins.

I opened the door to a cluster of superheroes and princesses. Their parents stood behind them on the path, waving. I dropped candy into their bags and watched them scatter back down the steps, their laughter echoing into the street.

More guests arrived. Neighbors with bottles of wine, a couple from two doors down with their toddler dressed as a pumpkin. The living room filled quickly, voices rising, glasses clinking. I moved between the kitchen and the front door, refilling bowls, shaking hands, playing the role I always played.

Julia and Thomas arrived just after seven. She came through the door glowing, dressed in a white gown with wings strapped to her back, a halo perched on her head. She looked exactly like what she was supposed to be. Pure, sweet, untouchable. My chest swelled when I saw her.

"Dad!" She threw her arms around me, the wings crinkling against my shoulder. "This is amazing. You went all out."

"Ava did most of it," I said.

Thomas shook my hand, grinning. He wore jeans and a flannel shirt with fake blood splattered across the front, a plastic axe tucked into his belt. He looked relaxed, easy, the kind of son-in-law who fit right in.

"Where is she?" Julia asked, glancing around.

"Getting ready, I think."

Julia wandered toward the living room, greeting neighbors, her wings bobbing as she moved. Thomas followed her, and I turned back to the door as another group of kids rang the bell.

When I looked up again, Ava was standing at the top of the stairs.

My throat tightened.

She wore a black corset that pushed her tits up high, deep cleavage spilling over the top, pale flesh gleaming under the hallway light. The skirt barely covered her ass, black fabric clinging to her hips, ending just below the curve. Fishnet stockings ran down her thighs, disappearing into tall black boots that laced up to her knees. A pointed witch hat sat crooked on her blonde hair, and she held a cheap plastic broom in one hand.

Every man in the room turned to look.

She descended the stairs slowly, her tits bouncing with each step, her hips swaying. The heels of her boots clicked against the wood. She smiled at the crowd, her red lipstick bright against her teeth.

Julia appeared beside me, her face lighting up. "Ava, oh my God, you look amazing!"

Ava laughed, reaching the bottom step. "You think so? I wasn't sure if it was too much."

"It's perfect," Julia said, touching the fabric of the corset. "So sexy. I could never pull that off."

Ava pulled her into a hug, her tits pressing against Julia's angel wings. "You look beautiful, sweetheart. Like you just floated down from heaven."

Julia beamed, then drifted back toward the living room. I stayed where I was, watching Ava adjust her hat, her fingers brushing through her hair. She glanced across the room, and I followed her gaze.

Thomas stood near the kitchen doorway, a drink in his hand. His eyes were locked on Ava's body. Not her face. Her tits, her waist, the line of her thighs in the fishnets. He stared openly, his jaw tight, his chest rising and falling.

Ava met his stare. Her lips curved into a small smile, just a flicker, before she turned away and moved toward the neighbors clustered by the sofa.

I felt my cock twitch in my trousers.

The party swelled. Kids tore through the hallway, their costumes flashing past in bursts of color. A dinosaur chased a vampire into the kitchen. A group of witches huddled by the candy bowl, giggling. Parents leaned against walls with wine glasses, talking about school districts and home renovations. The noise climbed, laughter and music and the doorbell ringing every few minutes.

I refilled the candy bowl for the third time. A neighbor clapped me on the back, telling me this was the best Halloween party on the block. I thanked him, smiled, moved back toward the living room.

Julia stood near the sofa with two of her old high school friends, all three of them laughing at something on her phone. Her halo tilted to one side, her wings catching the orange glow from the string lights. She looked happy. Safe. Exactly where she should be.

I scanned the room for Ava.

She was bending over the coffee table, setting down a tray of drinks. The short skirt rode up, exposing the curve of her ass, the fishnets stretched tight over her round flesh. A man standing behind her stared without shame. His wife elbowed him, and he looked away, grinning.

Ava straightened, her tits bouncing in the corset as she turned. She caught me watching and winked.

My cock stirred.

I moved into the kitchen, grabbing another bottle of wine from the counter. The memory of the last time I stood here flooded back. Ava bent over the island, her jeans around her thighs, Thomas behind her, pounding into her while Julia sat upstairs. The wet slap of his cock driving into her cunt. Her moans, desperate and raw.

I gripped the bottle tighter, heat spreading through my chest.

When I turned back toward the doorway, I saw them.

Ava and Thomas stood close, too close, near the entrance to the hallway. She held a glass of wine, her head tilted back slightly as she laughed at something he said. Her hand rested on his arm, her fingers curling around his sleeve. He leaned in, his lips near her ear, saying something low enough that I couldn't hear.

Her tits rose and fell with her breath, pale and full in the tight corset. Thomas's eyes dropped to her cleavage for a heartbeat before lifting back to her face.

She squeezed his arm, her thumb brushing the fabric, then stepped away toward the living room.

Thomas stayed where he was, watching her walk. His jaw clenched. His hand tightened around his drink.

I told myself to stay alert. To keep my eyes on Julia. To remember what mattered.

But my gaze kept drifting back to Ava.

Thomas set his drink on the counter and moved toward the back door. He called over his shoulder to someone about grabbing more ice from the garage. A guest nodded, laughing about something unrelated. Julia didn't look up from her conversation. She was deep in a story with her friends, gesturing with her hands, her wings shifting behind her.

He stepped outside. The door clicked shut behind him.

My pulse quickened.

I forced myself to stay calm. Maybe he really was getting ice. Maybe I was reading into nothing. I poured wine into two glasses and carried them toward the living room, handing them to a couple near the bookshelf.

Ava appeared at my side, her voice bright. "I need to check the decorations out front. I think one of the lights came unplugged."

I turned to look at her. Her lipstick was perfect. Her eyes were steady. She smiled, casual, like she had said it a hundred times before.

"Want me to do it?" I asked.

"No, no. You're busy. I'll only be a minute."

She slipped past me, her fingers brushing my arm as she moved toward the hallway. The scent of her perfume lingered. I watched her hips sway, the short skirt riding up with each step, until she disappeared around the corner.

My heart hammered in my chest.

I knew. I knew exactly where she was going.

The doorbell rang. A cluster of kids in monster masks stood on the porch, their bags open. I dropped candy into each one, smiling, saying something about their costumes. They thanked me and ran back down the driveway.

I closed the door and stood there, my hand still on the knob.

I could walk to the garage. I could call her back. I could stop this before it started.

Instead, I moved toward the front window, positioning myself where I could see the hallway that led to the side door and the garage beyond. A bowl of candy sat on the table beside me. Another group of trick-or-treaters would be here any second.

I stayed where I was.

A neighbor asked me something about the punch. I answered without looking at him, my eyes fixed on the dark hallway. My cock pressed hard against my trousers, already thickening.

The doorbell rang again. I opened it, handed out candy, smiled at the parents waiting on the path.

My mind raced with what was happening just meters away.

Three minutes passed. Four. The noise from the party pressed against my back, but all I could hear was the blood rushing in my ears.

I set the candy bowl down and slipped into the hallway.

The corridor leading to the side door was dark, lit only by the faint glow spilling from the living room behind me. My shoes made no sound on the carpet. I moved slowly, listening.

A muffled sound reached me. Low, rhythmic. A woman's breath breaking into something sharper.

The garage door stood slightly ajar, a sliver of light cutting through the gap. I pressed myself against the wall and edged closer.

The sounds grew clearer. Wet slaps. A man's grunt. Ava's voice, high and desperate.

I reached the door and peered through the crack.

Thomas sat in an old wooden chair near the workbench, his trousers shoved down around his ankles. His cock jutted up, thick and slick, disappearing into Ava's cunt as she rode him. Her skirt was bunched around her waist, her fishnets torn open at the crotch, the black fabric shredded to expose her pale thighs. Her tits bounced hard in the tight corset with every drop of her hips, flesh spilling over the top, her nipples hidden but straining against the fabric. The witch hat lay on the floor beside them.

She slammed down onto his lap, her ass clapping against his thighs. The sound echoed in the small space, filthy and raw.

"Fuck, yes," Ava gasped, her hands gripping his shoulders. "Oh God, yes, mmm."

Thomas growled, his fingers digging into her ass, pulling her down harder. "This fucking costume. Been staring at these tits all night."

He yanked the corset lower, her tits spilling free, pale and heavy. Her nipples were stiff and dark. He grabbed one breast, squeezing hard, pulling her down onto his cock by it.

"Ah, fuck!" Ava cried out, her voice breaking. "Yes, use them."

"Dressed like a whore for me," Thomas grunted. "Knew I'd fuck you in this, didn't you?"

"Yes, God, yes," she whimpered, bouncing faster. "Wore it for you, mmm, fuck."

Her tits swung wild in his grip, her ass slamming down harder. She moaned into his shoulder, her thighs trembling.

I fumbled with my belt, my hands shaking. The buckle came loose. I yanked the zipper down and pulled my cock out, already hard and leaking. Precum smeared over my palm as I wrapped my fist around the shaft.

"You love this," Thomas hissed. "Fucking me in this slutty outfit while your family's inside."

"Yes, fuck, yes, oh, oh," she whimpered. Her thighs trembled as she ground down onto him, taking him deep. "I'm bad, I'm so fucking bad."

Ava's ass bounced in the dim light, pale and round, rippling every time she slammed down. Her cunt swallowed his cock to the base, wet sounds slapping between them. She moaned into his shoulder, biting the fabric of his shirt to muffle the noise.

"That's it," Thomas groaned. "Take the groom's cock. Squeeze it."

"Oh fuck, the groom, ahh, mmm," Ava cried, her voice breaking. "I'm riding the groom while she's out there."

Her body convulsed, her back arching. She screamed into his neck, her hips jerking as the orgasm tore through her. Thomas held her down, grinding up into her, his cock buried deep.

I stroked faster, my fist flying over my shaft. My breath came in short gasps. Precum dripped from the tip, slicking my knuckles.

Ava lifted and dropped again, still shaking, riding him through the aftershocks. Her tits hammered against her chest, bouncing in his hands. Thomas yanked her down by her ass, his fingers sinking into her flesh, pulling her onto his cock over and over.

"Fuck, you're perfect," he grunted. "Perfect dirty slut in this witch costume."

She moaned, grinding her hips, her cunt squeezing him. "Make me cum again, mmm, please, fuck, make me cum."

My cock was vibrating in my hand, swollen and slick. I bit down on my lip to keep from groaning.

Thomas gripped Ava's waist and slammed her down harder. Her tits bounced violently in his hands, pale flesh jiggling with each impact. She threw her head back, blonde hair flying, her mouth open.

"Fuck, fuck, I'm cumming again," she gasped. "Oh God, ahh, mmm, yes!"

Her whole body shook, her thighs clamping around him, her cunt spasming on his cock. She bit his shoulder to muffle the scream, her nails digging into his neck. Thomas groaned, holding her down, his hips grinding up into her as she came apart.

"That's it, slut," he growled. "Cum on the groom's cock in your slutty witch costume."

Ava whimpered, her hips still jerking. "Yes, fuck, yes, mmm."

Thomas didn't let her rest. He grabbed both her tits, his fingers sinking into the soft flesh, squeezing hard. He lifted her slightly by them, pulling her up off his cock, then slammed her back down.

"Ahh!" Ava cried out, her voice breaking.

He did it again, using her tits as handles, mauling the heavy flesh as he forced her to ride him. Her nipples bulged between his fingers, red and stiff. Her tits stretched under his grip, bouncing wildly every time he yanked her down onto his lap.

"You love it," Thomas hissed. "Love getting fucked like a whore while the family's inside."

"Yes, oh fuck, yes, mmm," she moaned. "I'm a whore, I'm your whore."

He released one tit and brought his palm down hard across it. The slap echoed in the garage, sharp and brutal. Ava's tit bounced from the impact, pale flesh rippling, a red handprint blooming across the curve.

"Fuck!" she screamed into his neck, her cunt clenching around him.

Thomas slapped the other tit, harder this time. The sound cracked through the air. Her breast swung violently, jiggling as she gasped and moaned.

"Take it," he grunted. "Take it while she's looking for me."

"Oh God, oh God, mmm, ahh," Ava whimpered, grinding down onto him. Her tits were red now, marked by his hands, bouncing as she rode him faster.

I stroked harder, my fist flying over my shaft. Precum poured from my tip, slicking my hand. My breath came in ragged gasps.

Thomas grabbed both her tits again, squeezing them together, crushing them in his grip. He leaned forward and bit one nipple through the flesh, his teeth sinking in.

"Fuck, yes, bite me!" Ava cried, her hips slamming down. "Mmm, yes, harder!"

He bit harder, his hands mauling her tits, pulling her down onto his cock by them. Her ass clapped against his thighs, wet sounds filling the garage. She was sobbing now, her voice breaking into incoherent moans.

"Gonna cum," Thomas growled against her tit. "Gonna fill this slutty witch cunt."

"Yes, fill me, ahh, mmm, give it to me!" Ava screamed.

Her body convulsed again, another orgasm tearing through her. She threw her head back, mouth open, her cunt gripping his cock like a fist. Thomas groaned, his hips bucking up, driving deep.

"Fuck, take it, take my cum," he grunted.

His cock expanded inside her, pumping thick streams into her spasming cunt. Ava moaned, grinding down, milking him, her tits crushed in his hands.

I couldn't hold back. My cock jerked in my fist, swollen and aching. Heat exploded through me, blinding and brutal. I aimed down, my hand squeezing hard.

Cum spurted out in thick ropes, splashing onto the hallway floor. My fist pumped faster, more streaming from my tip, my knees buckling. I bit down on my other hand, choking back the groan, my whole body shaking with the force of it.

The orgasm drained me, left me gasping against the wall. Cum dripped from my cock, soaking my knuckles. My chest heaved.

Through the crack I could still see them. Ava slumped against Thomas's chest, her red tits pressed to his shirt, her breath ragged. His hands stroked her back, his cock still buried inside her. Cum leaked from her cunt around his shaft, dripping onto his thighs.

I shoved myself back into my trousers, my hands trembling. The zipper scraped up. My handkerchief came out, and I wiped the floor quickly, smearing the wet streaks until they disappeared into the dark carpet. I stuffed the cloth back into my pocket and straightened, my pulse still hammering in my ears.

I stepped back into the hallway, then into the noise and light of the party.

My face burned. My shirt clung to my back with sweat. I forced a smile and moved toward the living room, grabbing a glass of water from the table.

Julia stood near the sofa, looking around. Her wings shifted as she turned, her brow furrowed slightly. One of her friends had left. The other was checking her phone.

A neighbor stepped up beside Julia, holding a beer. "Where'd your husband disappear to?"

Julia shook her head, her smile uncertain. "I don't know. I've been looking for him."

Cold dread flooded my chest.

I scanned the room. How long had she been searching? How long had I been in that hallway, lost in watching, stroking myself while my daughter wandered the house looking for the man fucking my wife?

My stomach twisted.

Julia glanced toward the kitchen, then back toward the hallway. Her eyes swept past me, still searching.

I had fucked up.

I hadn't been watching her. I had been watching Ava, too caught up in the thrill to realize Julia was free to move, to look, to find them. If she had walked to the garage door instead of staying in the living room, if she had heard the sounds I heard, if she had seen what I saw...

My throat closed.

I cursed myself silently, the words vicious in my head. I couldn't do this. I couldn't lose myself in the voyeurism and leave Julia unguarded. If I wanted to watch, if I wanted to let this happen, I had to control where she was. Every second. Every moment.

She couldn't be free to wander.

I moved toward her, forcing my voice to stay calm. "Hey, sweetheart. You need something?"

She looked up at me, her smile returning. "Just wondering where Thomas went. Have you seen him?"

"I think he stepped outside for a smoke," I lied. "He'll be back in a second."

Julia nodded, accepting the answer without question. Her wings shifted as she turned back toward her friend.

I stayed close to her, positioning myself between her and the hallway. I asked about her week, about work, anything to keep her attention locked on me. She talked easily, laughing about something that happened at the office. I nodded along, my mind racing.

The lesson burned into me. If I wanted this, if I wanted to watch Ava with Thomas, I had to keep Julia controlled. Not suspicious. Not aware. But contained, always within my sight or occupied somewhere safe. I couldn't afford to lose myself again, couldn't let my cock and my need to watch override the one thing that mattered. Keeping Julia blind.

Thomas appeared first, stepping back into the living room from the side hallway. His hair was neat, his shirt tucked in. He grabbed a beer from the kitchen counter and joined a group of neighbors near the fireplace, laughing at something someone said.

Julia saw him and waved. He waved back, his smile easy.

Two minutes later, Ava walked in from the front hallway, as if she had been outside checking the decorations like she said. Her face was slightly flushed, but her lipstick had been reapplied. The corset sat straight, her tits still pushed high. Her legs were bare now, the fishnets gone, her skin pale against the black boots.

A woman near the door noticed. "Ava, where'd your stockings go?"

Ava laughed, lifting one leg slightly. "They ripped on a nail outside. I just took them off. Too torn to keep wearing."

The woman nodded, turning back to her conversation. Ava moved toward the kitchen, grabbing a glass of wine. She took a long sip, her eyes scanning the room. They landed on me for a heartbeat, then moved away.

Guests started filtering out as the night wound down. Kids dragged their parents toward the door, bags full of candy, voices tired and happy. I stood by the entrance, shaking hands, thanking people for coming. Julia and Thomas left together, her wings tucked under one arm, his hand at her back. She kissed my cheek and told me it was the best party.

I watched them walk to their car, my chest tight.

The house emptied. The music stopped. I moved through the rooms, picking up cups and plates, throwing away torn decorations. Ava was in the kitchen, rinsing glasses in the sink, her back to me.

I walked past her toward the trash bin.

Her hand shot out, fingers trailing across my lower back as I passed. The touch was light, deliberate.

I stopped.

She leaned in close, her lips near my ear. Her breath was warm, her voice low.

"You're such a good host," she whispered.

Her eyes held mine, dark and knowing. A small smile played at her lips. She knew. She knew I had been there, watching through the crack. She knew I had let it happen, stayed silent, kept Julia away.

She stepped back and returned to the sink, humming softly.

I stood there for a moment, then turned and walked toward the living room. My reflection stared back at me from the dark window above the sofa. A man who had just spent the night watching his wife fuck another man while his daughter searched for him. A man who had cum in the hallway, then lied to his daughter's face.

A man who would do it again.

Because now I understood. If I wanted to keep watching, if I wanted to protect this twisted thing Ava and I had stumbled into, I needed control. Not of Ava. Not of Thomas. Of Julia. I had to know where she was, what she was doing, who she was talking to. Every moment they were together, I had to be the one keeping her safely away.

Enabler and guardian. Watcher and protector.

That was my role now.
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The highway stretched flat and gray under a sky heavy with November clouds. Rain had fallen earlier, leaving the asphalt slick and dark, the air sharp with cold. I gripped the steering wheel, eyes fixed ahead, the hum of tires on pavement filling the silence between us. Ava sat beside me, legs crossed, one hand resting on her thigh. She wore a fitted black turtleneck sweater that clung to her full tits, the fabric stretched tight across her chest, emphasizing every curve. Below that, a short gray plaid skirt sat high on her waist, ending well above her knees. Her legs were covered in shimmering nude pantyhose that caught the dim light filtering through the windshield, making her thighs gleam. She had pinned her blonde hair back loosely, a few strands falling across her face.

"They're probably right behind us," she said, turning to check the rearview mirror.

I nodded. Julia and Thomas had left the house ten minutes after us, their car trailing somewhere in the gray distance. The drive to my parents' place took about an hour, winding through smaller roads once we left the highway, past bare fields and clusters of trees stripped down to black branches. Thanksgiving with my parents. It had been a tradition for years, even before Ava.

My first wife used to make this drive. Julia's mother. She had been gone for over a decade now, the memory of her softened by time but never fully erased. Cancer had taken her quickly, brutally, leaving me alone with a young daughter who still needed a mother. Ava had come into our lives a few years later, stepping into a role that wasn't hers by birth but became hers through patience and care. Julia had been ten, maybe eleven, when Ava moved in. She had needed someone, and Ava had been there. Warm, steady, present in ways I couldn't be. Over the years, the lines blurred. Ava became the one Julia turned to, the one who knew her moods and her fears, the one who fixed her hair before prom and held her when boys broke her heart.

I glanced at Ava again. Her eyes were on the road, her lips slightly parted, relaxed. She looked younger in this light, softer, though I knew the heat that lived under that calm surface. My cock stirred at the thought, and I forced my attention back to the road.

"Your mom texted me yesterday," Ava said, breaking the silence. "Asked if I needed her to pick up anything from the store. Sweet of her."

"She loves you."

"She loves that you're not alone anymore." Ava smiled, her tone light, but the truth sat heavy between us. My mother had cried when I told her I was marrying Ava. Relief more than joy. Relief that I had someone, that Julia had someone, that the house wouldn't stay haunted by absence.

The exit came up on the right, and I took it, the car slowing as we left the highway. The roads narrowed, trees closing in on either side, branches bare and skeletal. A light rain started again, tiny drops speckling the windshield. I switched the wipers on, their rhythmic swipe filling the quiet.

"Do you think they'll ask about grandkids?" Ava asked, her voice teasing now.

I groaned. "Probably. They ask every time."

"Julia's only been married a few months. Give them time."

"They don't care. They see a married daughter, they want great-grandchildren."

Ava laughed, her hand moving to rest on my knee. Her fingers were warm through the fabric of my trousers, and the touch sent a jolt through me. I shifted slightly, adjusting myself, my cock already half-hard from the proximity of her, the smell of her perfume in the enclosed space of the car.

Her hand stayed there, fingers pressing lightly, and I wondered if she knew what she was doing. She always knew.

The trees opened up, and the road curved past a small church, its white steeple stark against the gray sky. A few more turns, and then I saw the house. My parents' place sat at the end of a gravel drive, a modest two-story with faded blue siding and a wide front porch. Smoke curled from the chimney, rising into the damp air. The flowerbeds along the porch were bare now, the soil dark and wet, but in summer they overflowed with color. My mother's doing. She had always kept them perfect.

I pulled into the drive, gravel crunching under the tires. Julia and Thomas's car appeared behind us moments later, slowing as they followed us up to the house. I cut the engine and sat for a second, staring at the porch. The front door opened, and my mother stepped out, arms wrapped around herself against the cold. She waved, her face breaking into a wide smile.

Ava unbuckled her seatbelt and leaned over, kissing my cheek. "Ready?"

I nodded, though my chest felt tight. The day ahead stretched out in my mind, filled with warmth and laughter and the weight of secrets no one else could see. I opened the door and stepped out into the cold.

My mother rushed down the porch steps, her arms open. "There you are! I was starting to worry."

"We're fine, Mom. Traffic wasn't bad."

She pulled me into a hug, her grip fierce despite her small frame. She smelled like cinnamon and roasting turkey, the scent clinging to her sweater. When she let go, she turned to Ava, her smile widening.

"Ava, sweetheart, you look lovely. That outfit is perfect on you."

Ava laughed, stepping into her embrace. "Thank you. You're sweet."

My mother held her at arm's length, eyes scanning her face, her figure, lingering on the short skirt and her long legs shimmering in the pantyhose. "Doesn't she look lovely?" she said, turning to me.

"She does."

Julia's car door slammed, and I turned to see her climbing out, her face bright with excitement. She wore a soft pink sweater and jeans, her hair loose around her shoulders. Thomas followed, tall and clean-cut in a dark jacket and khakis, his hand already reaching for the trunk to grab the pie Julia had insisted on bringing.

"Grandma!" Julia called, rushing forward.

My mother caught her in a hug, laughing, her hands smoothing Julia's hair. "Look at you. More beautiful every time I see you."

Julia blushed, pulling back. "You say that every time."

"Because it's true every time."

Thomas approached, pie in hand, his grin easy and polite. "Mrs. Davidson, good to see you."

"Thomas, please, call me Margaret. And you're too handsome for your own good. Julia, you did well."

He laughed, shaking his head. "I definitely did better than her, trust me."

My father appeared in the doorway, leaning against the frame, his arms crossed. He was thinner than he used to be, his hair fully gray now, but his eyes were sharp and warm. "Are you all going to stand out there freezing, or are you coming in?"

We moved toward the house, voices overlapping, laughter carrying in the cold air. Ava walked ahead of me, her hips swaying in that short skirt, her legs long and shapely in the shimmering pantyhose, her ass round and high under the plaid fabric. I caught Thomas glancing at her as he climbed the porch steps, his eyes dropping for just a second before snapping back to Julia. My jaw tightened, heat rising in my chest. Pride. Anger. Arousal. I couldn't separate them anymore.

Inside, the warmth hit immediately. The smell of turkey and stuffing filled every corner, rich and thick. The living room was small but tidy, a fire crackling in the stone fireplace, photos lining the mantel. Pictures of Julia as a baby, as a child, her mother holding her in one faded frame. My chest squeezed at the sight of it.

My mother ushered everyone in, taking coats, fussing over seating. Ava moved toward the kitchen, already offering to help. My mother protested, but Ava waved her off, rolling up her sleeves.

"You're a guest, Ava."

"I'm family, Margaret. Let me help."

They disappeared into the kitchen together, their voices soft and easy. Julia followed, chatting about the pie she had brought, her laughter bright. I stood in the living room with my father and Thomas, the three of us awkward in the sudden quiet.

"Beer?" my father offered, already moving toward the fridge.

"Sure," I said.

Thomas nodded. "Thanks."

We settled in, the sounds of the women working in the kitchen drifting through the house. My father asked Thomas about work, about the new apartment he and Julia had just moved into. Thomas answered easily, his voice steady and confident. I listened, nodding at the right moments, but my mind kept drifting to the kitchen. To Ava. To the way Thomas had looked at her on the porch. To the way my cock had hardened at the sight of it.

My mother's voice carried from the other room, warm and full of pride. "You've been such a blessing to this family, Ava. After we lost Julia's mother, I didn't know if things would ever feel whole again. But you've given them that. Given her that."

Ava's response was soft, muffled. I couldn't make out the words, but the tone was gentle, grateful.

My father clapped Thomas on the shoulder. "You've got a good woman, son. Take care of her."

"I will, sir."

I sipped my beer, the cold liquid doing nothing to cool the heat building in my chest. The day had barely started, and already I felt the pull of it. The weight of what I knew. The thrill of what I would see. I set the bottle down and stared at the fire, flames licking at the logs, crackling and hissing in the quiet room.

The kitchen was smaller than ours at home, counters crowded with bowls and cutting boards, the stove covered with pots that hissed and bubbled. My mother stood at the sink, peeling potatoes, her hands quick and practiced. Ava worked beside her, sleeves still rolled up, tossing a salad in a large wooden bowl. Julia leaned against the counter nearby, laughing at something my mother had said, her cheeks flushed from the warmth of the room.

I stood in the doorway, beer in hand, watching. The three of them together looked natural, easy, like they had always fit this way. Ava glanced up and caught my eye, her smile soft. She looked perfect standing there, her black turtleneck hugging her tits, her short skirt showing off her long legs, the shimmer of her pantyhose catching the overhead light. My cock stirred again, and I shifted my weight, leaning harder against the doorframe.

"Are you just going to stand there, or are you going to help?" my mother asked, not looking up from the potatoes.

"I'm supervising."

Julia rolled her eyes. "That's code for standing around doing nothing."

"Exactly."

Ava laughed, setting the salad bowl aside. "He's very good at it."

My father appeared behind me, beer in one hand, the other clapping me on the shoulder. "Leave them to it. They've got a system."

I let him steer me back to the living room, but my eyes stayed on Ava a moment longer. She bent to pull a tray from the oven, and the short skirt rode up slightly, the curve of her ass outlined under the fabric. I saw my father's eyes flick toward her, just for a second, before he cleared his throat and turned away.

Thomas sat on the couch, legs spread, one arm draped over the back. He looked relaxed, comfortable, like he had been coming to this house his whole life. My father handed him another beer and settled into the armchair by the fire.

"So," my father said, leaning back, "how's married life treating you?"

Thomas grinned. "It's great. Better than I expected, honestly."

"That's because you married up," my father said, chuckling. "Julia's a gem. You're a lucky man."

"I know, sir. I remind myself every day."

I sipped my beer, listening to them talk, but my mind was elsewhere. The kitchen noises drifted through the house, the women's voices blending together, punctuated by bursts of laughter. I heard Ava's voice rise above the others, teasing Julia about something, and Julia's mock protest in response. My chest tightened. Everything felt so normal, so wholesome, and yet I knew what lived under the surface. I knew what Thomas and Ava did when no one was watching. I knew what I had seen. What I had let happen.

My father stood and moved to the mantel, adjusting one of the photos there. It was an old one, Julia as a toddler, her mother holding her on her lap. Both of them smiling, frozen in a moment that felt impossibly far away now.

"She would have loved today," my father said quietly, his back still to us.

I swallowed, my throat tight. "Yeah."

"She'd be proud of Julia. Of the woman she became."

"She would."

My father turned, his eyes meeting mine. "And she'd be grateful to Ava. For stepping in like she did. For being there when we couldn't bring her back."

I nodded, not trusting myself to speak. Thomas looked down at his beer, giving us space, his expression respectful and quiet.

The kitchen door swung open, and Ava appeared, carrying a tray of appetizers. She set it on the coffee table, her movements graceful, her skirt swishing as she bent down. The shimmer of her pantyhose caught the firelight, her legs long and smooth. She straightened, hands on her hips, and looked at the three of us.

"You're all just sitting here? Really?"

My father laughed. "We're out of the way. That's helping."

"That's the opposite of helping." She turned to me, her eyes sparkling with amusement. "Come set the table. You can manage that, can't you?"

I stood, draining the last of my beer. "I think so."

Thomas rose too. "I'll help."

We followed Ava into the dining room, where the table sat long and bare, waiting. She handed me a stack of plates, her fingers brushing mine, the touch lingering just a fraction longer than necessary. I carried them to the table, setting them down one by one, while Thomas brought out silverware and napkins. Ava moved around us, adjusting chairs, smoothing the tablecloth, her skirt riding up slightly every time she bent or reached. I watched her out of the corner of my eye, unable to stop myself. Thomas watched too. I saw his gaze drop to her legs, to the way the pantyhose shimmered when she moved, before he snapped his attention back to the silverware in his hands.

Julia came in with glasses, humming to herself, oblivious. She set them down carefully, arranging them just so, her movements precise and cheerful. Ava reached over and squeezed her shoulder.

"You're so good at this," Ava said warmly.

Julia beamed. "I learned from you."

My chest squeezed again. The tenderness between them, the ease of it, felt real. It was real. That made everything else worse. Or better. I couldn't decide anymore.

My mother appeared in the doorway, wiping her hands on a towel. "Almost ready. Just need to carve the turkey and we can sit down."

"I'll do it," I said, grateful for something to occupy my hands.

She led me back to the kitchen, where the turkey sat golden and steaming on a platter. She handed me the carving knife, and I set to work, slicing through the breast, the meat falling away in thick, juicy pieces. The smell filled the room, rich and savory. My mother bustled around me, transferring side dishes to serving bowls, her movements efficient and familiar.

"She's really something, isn't she?" my mother said, glancing toward the dining room.

"Who?"

"Ava. She's so good with Julia. Always has been."

I nodded, not looking up from the turkey. "She is."

"You're lucky to have her."

"I know."

My mother paused, studying me for a moment. "Are you happy?"

The question caught me off guard. I looked up, meeting her eyes. "Yeah, Mom. I'm happy."

She smiled, satisfied, and turned back to the stove. I finished carving, arranged the slices on the platter, and carried it to the dining room. Everyone was already seated, waiting. Ava sat across from me, her legs crossed under the table, her hands folded in her lap. Thomas sat diagonal from her, beside Julia, his arm draped casually over the back of her chair. My father sat at the head of the table, my mother at the other end. The room smelled like roasted meat and warm bread, the air thick with anticipation.

I set the turkey down in the center of the table and took my seat. My mother lifted her glass.

"To family," she said, her voice warm and steady.

"To family," we all echoed, glasses clinking together.

I sipped my wine, eyes moving around the table. Julia glowed, her face bright with happiness. My mother smiled, content. My father looked proud, his gaze sweeping over all of us. Thomas sat relaxed, his hand resting on Julia's shoulder, the picture of a devoted husband. And Ava, she looked serene, perfect, her lips curved in a soft smile as she lifted her glass to her lips.

Only I knew what lay beneath it all. Only I carried the weight of it. And as the meal began, plates passed, voices rising in conversation, I felt the heat building in my chest again. The thrill. The dread. The twisted, unbearable arousal of knowing what was coming.

The meal started with a clatter of serving spoons and the scrape of chairs sliding closer to the table. My mother passed the stuffing, my father carved more turkey, and voices overlapped in a comfortable chaos. Julia talked about her new apartment, how they had finally finished unpacking, how Thomas had somehow managed to assemble all the furniture without losing a single screw. Everyone laughed. Thomas shrugged, grinning, his hand still resting on Julia's shoulder.

I sat where I could see both of them. Ava across from me, her legs crossed under the table, her turtleneck stretched tight over her full tits. Julia beside her, glowing and animated, hands gesturing as she told a story about their neighbor's cat. My chest felt tight watching them together, the easy warmth between stepmother and stepdaughter, the way Ava's eyes softened every time Julia laughed.

Thomas sat at the corner of the table, perpendicular to Ava, close enough that if either of them shifted, their knees might brush under the tablecloth. I watched for it. I couldn't help myself. Since Halloween, since I had learned to watch and to act, every gathering had become a performance I observed from the wings. My role was to see what no one else saw. To enable what no one else knew existed.

"More wine?" my father asked, bottle already lifted toward Ava's glass.

"Please," she said, smiling.

He poured, the dark red liquid catching the light from the chandelier overhead. Ava took a sip, her lips pressing against the rim, and when she set the glass down, her eyes flicked toward Thomas for just a heartbeat. He was cutting into his turkey, his focus apparently on his plate, but I saw the slight twitch at the corner of his mouth. A smile he swallowed before it could fully form.

My mother asked Thomas about his job, and he answered easily, his voice steady and polite. Julia chimed in, proud, talking about a promotion he might be up for. My father nodded approvingly, saying something about hard work paying off. The conversation flowed naturally, voices rising and falling, punctuated by the clink of silverware against plates.

I ate without tasting. My cock was already half-hard under the table, anticipation coiling in my gut. I knew it was coming. I didn't know when, but I knew. They couldn't help themselves. The risk made it hotter for them, and I had stopped pretending I didn't want to see it.

Ava leaned forward to reach for the gravy boat, and her turtleneck pulled tighter across her chest. Her tits pressed together, the neckline stretching, and I saw Thomas's gaze drop for a fraction of a second before he looked away. My jaw clenched. Pride flared in my chest, hot and possessive. My wife. My woman. And he wanted her. He was fucking her. And I was letting it happen.

Julia laughed at something my mother said, her hand reaching out to squeeze Ava's arm. "You always say the sweetest things."

Ava squeezed back, her smile warm and genuine. "Because I mean them, sweetheart."

My throat tightened. This was the contradiction I lived in. The love between them was real. The betrayal was real. Both existed at the same time, and I was the only one who saw it.

Plates began to empty. My mother stood to bring out the next course, but Ava rose first, gathering a stack of dirty dishes. "Let me help. You sit."

"You don't have to do that," my mother protested.

"I want to."

Ava moved around the table, collecting plates, her skirt swishing with each step. She leaned over to take mine, and I caught the faint scent of her perfume, sweet and warm. Her fingers brushed the back of my hand as she lifted the plate. Deliberate. I looked up at her, and for a second, our eyes met. Something passed between us. Unspoken. Loaded.

She turned and headed toward the kitchen, plates balanced in her hands. The door swung shut behind her.

Thomas set his napkin on the table and stood. "Excuse me for a second. Restroom."

"Down the hall, first door on the left," my father said.

Thomas nodded and disappeared through the doorway. The house fell into a comfortable hum of conversation, my mother asking Julia about holiday plans, my father refilling wine glasses. I sat still, every nerve in my body awake, listening for the sounds beneath the chatter.

I waited a beat, then stood, grabbing a handful of silverware and the gravy boat. "I'll take these," I said to no one in particular.

My mother waved me off. "You're a good son."

I moved toward the hallway, steps slow and deliberate. The silverware rattled softly in my hands. The dining room noise faded behind me as I approached the kitchen. I slowed further, my breath shallow, my pulse pounding in my ears.

Voices drifted through the door. Low. Urgent. A soft gasp, feminine and breathless.

I stopped just outside, the silverware heavy in my hands. Through the narrow gap where the door didn't quite meet the frame, I could see movement. Shadows shifting. I leaned closer.

Ava stood pressed against the counter, her back arched, her hands gripping the edge. Thomas stood in front of her, his body crowding hers, one hand fisted in her blonde hair, the other cupping her ass through her skirt. Their mouths were locked together, tongues visible between parted lips, wet and desperate. Her tits were crushed against his chest, the turtleneck stretched tight, her nipples hard beneath the fabric. His hand squeezed her ass, pulling her hips against his, grinding into her.

She moaned into his mouth, the sound muffled and raw. Her hands slid up his back, fingers digging into his shirt, pulling him closer. He bit her bottom lip, and she gasped, her head falling back, exposing the pale line of her throat. His mouth moved to her neck, sucking hard, and her eyes fluttered shut.

"Fuck," she breathed, barely audible. "We don't have time."

"I need your hungry pussy," Thomas growled against her throat, his hand sliding under her skirt, pushing the fabric up over her hips. The shimmer of her pantyhose caught the kitchen light, his fingers digging into the soft flesh of her thigh. "It's been too long. I need to feel you cum on my cock again."

Ava whimpered, her hips grinding against his hand. "God, yes. I've been wet all day thinking about it."

"You're such a dirty slut," he muttered, his other hand moving to her tit, squeezing hard through the turtleneck. "Getting wet at your family's Thanksgiving table."

"For you," she gasped. "Only for you."

His fingers found the edge of her pantyhose, pulling at the waistband. "I'm going to fuck you so hard you can't walk straight back to that table."

My cock throbbed, hard and aching in my trousers. I stood frozen, watching, heat flooding my chest. My hand tightened around the silverware, the metal cold against my palm.

Then I heard it. Julia's laugh from the dining room, bright and clear, cutting through the haze in my head.

I stepped back. Two paces. My heart hammered. I turned toward the dining room and raised my voice, loud enough to carry.

"Does anyone want me to grab anything else while I'm up?"

Silence from the kitchen. Then the rustle of fabric, hurried and frantic. I waited a beat, counted to three, and pushed the door open.

Ava stood by the sink, her back to me, rinsing a plate. Her skirt was smooth again, her hair slightly mussed but not obviously so. Thomas leaned against the counter on the opposite side, arms crossed, his face flushed. He looked up when I entered, his expression calm but his breathing still uneven.

"Just bringing these," I said, setting the silverware and gravy boat on the counter.

Ava glanced over her shoulder, her lips still swollen, her cheeks pink. Our eyes met, and for a moment, the air between us crackled. She knew I had seen. I knew she knew. And neither of us said a word.

"Thanks," she said softly, turning back to the sink.

Thomas pushed off the counter. "I should get back."

He walked past me, his shoulder brushing mine, and disappeared into the hallway. I stood there a moment longer, watching Ava's back, the curve of her hips, the way her hands trembled slightly as she set the plate in the drying rack.

Then I turned and followed Thomas back to the table.

I stood there a moment longer, watching Ava's back, the curve of her hips, the way her hands trembled slightly as she set the plate in the drying rack.

Thomas had already disappeared into the hallway. I heard his footsteps, the creak of the floorboards, then the sound of him settling back into his chair in the dining room. Voices rose to greet him, my father asking him something, Thomas responding with an easy laugh.

I counted to five, then turned and followed.

When I slid back into my chair, the wood was cool against my back. The conversation had continued without me, voices overlapping in easy rhythm. My father was telling a story about a fishing trip from years ago, something about a bass that got away. Julia hung on every word, laughing at the punchline I had heard a dozen times before. My mother smiled, shaking her head, refilling coffee cups.

Thomas sat beside Julia, his arm draped over the back of her chair again, his posture relaxed, his face calm. Only the faint flush still lingering on his neck gave anything away, and no one else was looking for it.

Ava came through the kitchen door carrying a tray of pie slices, each one topped with a dollop of whipped cream. She set the tray down in the center of the table, her movements smooth and practiced. Her lips were still swollen, the pink deeper than it had been before. Her cheeks glowed. She looked beautiful and wrecked, and I was the only one who knew why.

"Pumpkin pie," she announced, her voice bright. "And I made extra whipped cream, so don't be shy."

My mother clapped her hands together. "You're a saint, Ava."

Ava laughed, passing plates around the table. When she handed me mine, her fingers lingered on the edge of the plate for a heartbeat longer than necessary. Our eyes met. Hers were dark, pupils wide, her smile soft and knowing. My cock stiffened under the table, still half-hard from what I had seen in the kitchen. The image of Thomas's hand under her skirt, his fingers digging into her thigh, his mouth on her throat, it was burned into my mind, looping endlessly.

I shifted in my seat, adjusting myself as subtly as I could. The ache was unbearable, heat spreading through my groin, precum already dampening my underwear. I picked up my fork and focused on the pie, though I tasted nothing.

Julia took a bite and moaned softly. "Oh my God, this is amazing."

"Ava made it," my mother said proudly. "She has the magic touch."

Thomas nodded, his fork halfway to his mouth. "She really does."

Ava sat back down, crossing her legs under the table. The shimmer of her pantyhose caught the light again, her thighs smooth and long beneath the short skirt. She picked at her pie, taking small bites, but her gaze kept drifting toward Thomas. Quick glances, barely noticeable, but I noticed. I always noticed now.

My father poured more coffee, the rich smell filling the room. Conversation shifted to holiday plans, to Christmas, to whether we would all be together again in a few weeks. Julia was already making lists in her head, I could tell by the way her eyes lit up, the way she leaned forward to ask my mother about recipes.

"Will you make your stuffing again?" Julia asked. "The one with the cranberries?"

"Of course, sweetheart. Anything you want."

Ava rubbed her arms, her shoulders pulling inward slightly. "Is it just me, or did it get colder in here?"

My mother frowned. "The heat might have kicked off. I'll check the thermostat."

"No, don't worry about it," Ava said, standing. "I'll just grab a cardigan or something. I think I left one upstairs."

She moved toward the hallway, her hips swaying, her skirt swishing with each step. I watched her go, my pulse quickening. My cock pulsed harder, the pressure almost painful now.

Julia turned to Thomas, laughing about something, her hand resting on his arm. He smiled at her, kissed her temple, the picture of a devoted husband. My chest tightened. The duality of it, the way he could be so tender with her and so brutal with Ava, it twisted something deep inside me. Arousal and guilt tangled together until I couldn't separate them.

Thomas's phone buzzed on the table. He glanced at the screen, his expression shifting to one of mild annoyance. He picked it up, stood, and sighed.

"I'm sorry, I have to take this. Work thing."

Julia looked up at him, her brow furrowing. "On Thanksgiving?"

"I know. I'll make it quick." He leaned down and kissed her forehead. "Be right back."

He stepped into the hallway, phone already pressed to his ear, his voice low and professional as he moved out of earshot. My father shook his head.

"Poor kid. Can't even have a holiday without work calling."

Julia nodded, her face sympathetic. "He's been so busy lately. I keep telling him to take a break, but he won't listen."

My mother patted her hand. "That's what makes him a good provider, dear."

I sat frozen, my fork gripping the edge of my plate. My heart hammered in my chest. I knew exactly where Thomas was going. I knew exactly what he was about to do. And I knew I was going to follow.

I pushed my chair back, the legs scraping against the floor. "I need to grab something from upstairs. Be right back."

No one questioned it. Julia was already talking to my mother about Christmas cookies. My father was refilling his coffee. I walked out of the dining room, my steps slow and deliberate, my breath shallow.

The hallway stretched ahead of me, quiet and dim. I could hear Thomas's voice fading as he moved toward the stairs. I followed, my pulse pounding in my ears, my cock hard and aching, my mind screaming at me to stop even as my feet carried me forward.

The stairs creaked under my weight. I moved slowly, one hand on the banister, my breath shallow and controlled. Ahead of me, I heard Thomas's voice, still pretending to be on a work call, his tone professional and clipped. Then silence. A door opening. The soft click of it closing but not latching.

I reached the top of the stairs and paused. The hallway stretched in front of me, doors on either side, all of them closed except one. The guest bedroom. The room Ava and I were staying in. The door stood slightly ajar, a thin line of light spilling into the dim hallway.

I heard breathing. Ragged, uneven. The rustle of fabric. A soft gasp, muffled and desperate.

My cock throbbed, hard and thick in my trousers, the ache almost unbearable. I moved toward the door, my steps silent on the carpet. Heat flooded my chest, my pulse pounding in my ears. I stopped just outside, pressing myself against the wall, hidden in the shadows.

Through the crack in the door, I could see them.

Ava lay on her back on the bed, the same bed I would sleep in tonight. Her black turtleneck was shoved up over her tits, the fabric bunched under her chin, exposing her pale flesh. Her tits bounced with each movement, heavy and full, her nipples stiff and dark. Her gray plaid skirt was bunched up around her waist, exposing her. Her shimmering pantyhose dangled from one leg, torn at the crotch, her panties shoved hastily to the side, the wet pink of her pussy visible and glistening.

Thomas knelt between her spread thighs, his trousers open and shoved down to his knees, his shirt still buttoned but untucked. His cock was buried inside her, thick and hard, driving into her with fast, desperate thrusts. The wet slap of skin on skin filled the room, obscene and unmistakable.

Ava's hands clawed at the bedspread, her knuckles white, her head thrown back. Her mouth hung open, her breath coming in short, broken gasps.

"Fuck, yes," she moaned, her voice low and urgent. "Harder, Thomas. We don't have much time."

Thomas grunted, his hips slamming forward, his hands gripping her thighs and spreading them wider. "Your cunt is so fucking tight. God, I've missed this."

"Mmm, yes," Ava whimpered, her back arching off the bed. "I've been aching for your cock all day. Ever since you grabbed me in the kitchen."

"You loved that, didn't you?" Thomas growled, pounding into her harder. "Almost getting caught with my hand up your skirt."

"God, yes," Ava gasped, her hips bucking to meet his thrusts. "We were so close. He almost walked right in on us."

"That's what makes it so fucking hot," Thomas said, leaning down to bite her neck. "Kissing you with your husband just down the hall. Knowing he could catch us any second."

Her tits bounced wildly with each thrust, the pale flesh jiggling, her nipples hard and pointed. Thomas leaned down and sucked one into his mouth, his teeth scraping the sensitive peak. Ava cried out, her fingers tangling in his hair, pulling him closer.

"Ahh, fuck, yes," she gasped. "Bite it. Harder."

He bit down, and she screamed, the sound breaking into a moan as her hips bucked against his. Her cunt squeezed around his cock, pulling him deeper, and he groaned into her flesh.

"We're so fucking bad," Ava whimpered, her voice breathless. "Doing this in his parents' house. On his bed. With Julia right downstairs."

"You're a dirty slut," Thomas said, pulling back to look at her, his cock still buried deep. "Getting wet at the Thanksgiving table. Making me crazy all through dinner."

"I couldn't help it," she moaned. "I needed you inside me. Needed to feel your cock stretching my pussy."

I stood frozen in the hallway, my hand already fumbling with my belt. My fingers shook as I unbuckled it, yanking the zipper down. My cock sprang free, hard and swollen, the tip already slick with precum. I wrapped my fist around it and started stroking, slow at first, matching the rhythm of Thomas pounding into my wife.

My wife. On our bed. Her legs spread wide, her pussy stretched around another man's cock. The man who had married my daughter. The filth of it, the wrongness, made my cock throb harder in my hand.

From downstairs, I heard Julia's laugh. Bright, innocent, carrying up through the floorboards. She was still talking to my mother, completely unaware that her husband was upstairs fucking her stepmother. My chest tightened, fear and arousal colliding, making my breath hitch. I kept one ear trained on her voice, listening for any shift, any sign that she might be moving toward the stairs.

Thomas pulled out suddenly, his cock glistening and slick. "Turn over," he commanded. "I want to fuck you from behind."

Ava scrambled to obey, rolling onto her stomach, her tits pressing into the bedspread. She pushed her ass up, arching her back, presenting herself to him. The pantyhose hung from one ankle, her pussy swollen and wet, dripping with her arousal.

Thomas positioned himself behind her, gripping her hips. He slammed back into her in one brutal thrust, making her cry out.

"Oh fuck," Ava gasped, her face buried in the blankets. "Yes, yes, fuck me like that."

He pounded into her from behind, his hips slapping against her round ass, the flesh rippling with each impact. His fingers dug into her hips, holding her in place as he drove deeper.

"This is so wrong," Ava moaned, her voice muffled. "We're so fucking wrong for doing this."

"I don't care," Thomas grunted. "I'd fuck you anywhere. Anytime. I don't care who's watching."

"God, what if she knew?" Ava gasped, her breath hitching. "What if Julia knew her husband was up here fucking her stepmom?"

"She'll never know," Thomas said, reaching around to grab her tits, squeezing them hard. "Because we're careful. Because we're good at sneaking around."

"We almost got caught," Ava whimpered. "In the kitchen. Your hand was under my skirt. If he'd walked in two seconds earlier..."

"But he didn't," Thomas growled. "He shouted first. Gave us time. And now here we are. Fucking on his bed while everyone sits downstairs eating pie."

"We're terrible," Ava moaned, pushing back against him. "We're such terrible people."

"I don't give a fuck," Thomas said, slamming into her harder. "Your pussy feels too good. I'd risk anything for this."

I stroked myself faster, precum dripping from my tip, my breath coming in short gasps. The image of them in the kitchen flashed through my mind, Thomas's hand under her skirt, their mouths locked together. And now this. Them reveling in the wrongness of it, the thrill of almost being caught, the heat of sneaking around.

Thomas released her tits and grabbed a fistful of her blonde hair, yanking her head back. Her spine arched sharply, her mouth falling open in a silent scream.

"You love being a bad girl, don't you?" he growled into her ear. "Love cheating on your husband with your son-in-law."

"Yes," Ava gasped, her voice breaking. "God, yes, I'm so fucking bad."

"Say it," Thomas demanded, pulling her hair harder. "Tell me what you are."

"I'm a cheating slut," Ava moaned, her hips grinding back against him. "I'm a dirty whore who fucks her daughter's husband."

"That's right," Thomas grunted, pounding into her relentlessly. "And you love every second of it."

"I do," she whimpered. "God help me, I love it."

Thomas released her hair and gripped her hips again, his thrusts becoming faster, more brutal. Ava's tits swung beneath her, bouncing with each impact, her face twisted in pleasure.

"Oh God, oh God, yes," she panted, her voice breaking. "Fuck me, Thomas. Fill me up before she comes looking."

"You love this, don't you?" Thomas growled, his hands sliding up to grab her tits again, squeezing them hard, his fingers digging into the soft flesh. "Getting fucked on your husband's bed while his daughter sits downstairs."

"Yes," Ava moaned, her hips grinding against his. "I'm such a bad slut. Fuck, I'm so close."

"Cum for me," he demanded, pinching her nipples, twisting them. "Cum on my cock like the dirty whore you are."

Ava's body convulsed, her back arching sharply, her thighs trembling. Her cunt clenched around him, spasming, and she let out a choked scream, biting down on the bedspread to muffle the sound.

"Ahh, fuck, fuck, I'm cumming," she gasped, her voice ragged. "Don't stop, don't you dare stop."

Thomas didn't. He pounded into her harder, faster, his cock driving deep with every thrust. Her tits bounced violently, her whole body shaking as the orgasm ripped through her. Her pussy flooded, juices dripping down onto the bedspread, soaking the fabric.

I stroked myself faster, my fist flying over my shaft, precum smearing over my knuckles. The sight of Ava cumming, her face twisted in pleasure, her tits bouncing, her cunt gripping Thomas's cock, it was too much. My balls tightened, heat rushing up my spine.

Thomas grunted, his thrusts becoming erratic, his grip on her hips bruising. "Fuck, I'm gonna cum. Gonna fill this slutty pussy."

"Yes," Ava begged, her voice desperate. "Cum inside me. Give it to me. Fill your wife's stepmom with your cum."

He slammed into her one last time and froze, his body going rigid. His cock pulsed, thick ropes of cum pumping into her, filling her cunt. Ava moaned, her hips grinding against his, milking every drop.

"Oh God, yes," she whimpered. "So much cum. Fuck. So wrong. So fucking wrong."

My own orgasm hit like a freight train. My cock jerked in my fist, cum spurting across my hand, hot and thick, splattering onto the carpet at my feet. I bit down on my lip to keep from making a sound, my knees buckling, my other hand bracing against the wall. Wave after wave of pleasure crashed through me, my cock twitching, cum dripping from my fingers.

I stood there shaking, my chest heaving, my cock still leaking in my hand. On the bed, Thomas pulled out slowly, his cock glistening with their combined fluids. Ava's cunt was red and swollen, cum dripping from her pussy, running down her thigh onto the bedspread. She lay there panting, her tits still exposed, her hair stuck to her sweaty forehead.

Thomas zipped his trousers, tucking his shirt back in, his movements hurried. Ava sat up, wincing slightly, pulling her panties back into place. She grabbed a tissue from the nightstand and wiped between her legs, then pulled her pantyhose up, smoothing her skirt back down over her hips.

I stepped back into the shadows, my hand still gripping my softening cock, cum cooling on my fingers. I wiped myself clean with my handkerchief, tucked myself back into my trousers, and fastened my belt. My hands still trembled.

Thomas opened the door wider and stepped into the hallway. He glanced back at Ava, who was smoothing her turtleneck down over her tits, her cheeks still flushed. Then he turned and headed toward the stairs, phone still in his hand, resuming his fake conversation.

I waited until his footsteps faded, then moved silently down the hallway in the opposite direction, toward the bathroom. I slipped inside, locked the door, and washed my hands in the sink. My reflection stared back at me in the mirror. My face was flushed, my eyes dark, my breathing still uneven.

I dried my hands, straightened my shirt, and stepped back into the hallway. Ava emerged from the bedroom moments later, a light cardigan draped over her arm, her hair smoothed back. She saw me and froze for a heartbeat. Then she smiled, soft and knowing.

"Feeling better?" I asked, my voice steady.

"Much," she said. "Just needed to warm up."

We descended the stairs together, side by side, and returned to the dining room. Julia looked up when we entered, her face bright and happy.

"There you are! We were just talking about Christmas."

Christmas. My chest tightened at the word. Another gathering. Another chance for them to disappear into some hidden corner of the house while I stood guard, watching, protecting Julia from the truth while enabling the very thing that could destroy her. The tree, the presents, the warmth of family around the fire, and somewhere in the shadows, Ava's moans, Thomas's grunts, my cock hard in my hand as I watched. The cycle would continue. I knew it would. And God help me, I wanted it to.

I slid back into my chair, the secret burning in my chest, the smell of Ava's perfume and sex still lingering in my nose. 
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The tree lights blinked in the corner of the living room, red and gold and green washing over the stacks of wrapped presents beneath. The smell of cinnamon rolls drifted from the kitchen, mixing with the sharp scent of fresh pine. I stood by the window with my coffee, watching snow dust the lawn in thin patches, my chest tight with something I could not name.

Ava moved behind me, her footsteps soft on the hardwood. She wore a fitted red sweater dress that clung to every curve, the fabric stretching over her fat tits and hugging her round ass. Black tights wrapped her legs, and her blonde hair fell loose over her shoulders. She looked festive, domestic, beautiful in a way that made my throat ache.

She slipped her arms around my waist from behind, pressing her tits against my back.

"Merry Christmas," she whispered, her breath warm on my neck.

I turned and kissed her, soft and slow, tasting the coffee on her lips. Her hand cupped my jaw, her thumb brushing my cheek. For a moment it was just us, no shadows, no secrets. Just my wife on Christmas morning.

"Merry Christmas," I said back.

She smiled and pulled away, moving to adjust the presents under the tree. I watched her bend, the dress riding up slightly over her thighs, the curve of her ass outlined perfectly. My cock stirred before I caught myself. I looked away and sipped my coffee.

The doorbell rang at ten.

Julia burst through the door with a gust of cold air, her arms piled high with wrapped boxes, her cheeks flushed pink. She wore a cream sweater and jeans, her hair tied back in a ponytail, her smile wide and glowing.

"Merry Christmas!" she shouted, dropping the boxes and throwing her arms around me.

I held her tight, breathing in the faint scent of her shampoo. Pride swelled in my chest, the kind that hurt. My daughter, radiant and happy, home for Christmas.

Thomas followed behind her, carrying a bottle of wine and another stack of gifts. He shook my hand, his grip firm, his smile easy.

"Merry Christmas, sir," he said.

Ava appeared from the kitchen, arms open wide. Julia rushed to her, and they embraced, laughing and rocking side to side. Ava kissed her cheek, smoothed her hair, and took the boxes from Thomas with a warm smile.

"Come in, come in," Ava said. "Let me get these under the tree."

Thomas stepped inside, shutting the door behind him. His eyes followed Ava as she moved across the room, her hips swaying, her ass bouncing slightly with each step. He looked away quickly when Julia turned back toward him.

We gathered by the tree. Ava set up her phone on the mantel, the timer blinking. She positioned us carefully, Julia and Thomas in the center, me on one side, her on the other. The camera clicked. Julia laughed, leaning into Thomas, her hand in his. Ava pressed close to me, her tits soft against my arm. We smiled.

The camera clicked again.

Ava retrieved the phone and scrolled through the photos, showing Julia. They leaned in together, pointing at the screen, laughing at something I could not see. Thomas stood beside me, his hands in his pockets, watching them both.

"Perfect day for it," he said quietly.

I nodded, my jaw tight.

We settled onto the floor around the tree. Ava handed out presents one by one, reading the tags aloud. Julia tore into hers with childlike glee, pulling out scarves and candles and books, thanking us each time. Thomas opened his gifts carefully, folding the paper, stacking it neatly beside him. Ava laughed at something Julia said, her voice bright, her smile wide.

I watched them all, my chest heavy. The warmth of the room, the laughter, the lights. Everything perfect on the surface. Julia glowed, her happiness filling every corner. Ava moved between us, the center of it all, holding everything together.

And the dread crept in, slow and cold, settling deep in my stomach.

The dining table stretched under the weight of the roast, its scent filling the room with garlic and thyme. Candles flickered between serving dishes. Christmas music played softly from the speaker on the shelf, familiar and warm. Julia sat across from me, her face glowing in the candlelight, Thomas beside her. Ava moved between the kitchen and the table, carrying platters, refilling glasses, her hips swaying with each trip.

The red dress clung to her body, fabric stretching over her fat tits, the neckline dipping low enough to show the upper swell of her cleavage. Her ass bounced slightly when she walked, the tights hugging her thighs. Thomas glanced up as she passed, his eyes dropping to her curves before snapping back to his plate.

Julia did not notice. She was talking about the neighbors' decorations, laughing about the inflatable Santa that kept tipping over in the wind.

Ava set down a dish of roasted vegetables and leaned over the table to pour more wine into Thomas's glass. Her tits pressed together, deep cleavage visible from where I sat. Her hand lingered on his shoulder for a moment as she straightened, her fingers brushing the fabric of his sweater.

"Thank you," Thomas said, his voice even.

Ava smiled and moved to refill Julia's glass. Her expression was warm, maternal, nothing out of place.

"This is incredible, Ava," Julia said, gesturing at the table. "You always go all out for Christmas."

"I love it," Ava said, settling into her chair. "Having everyone together like this. It means everything to me."

Her eyes flicked to Thomas for a heartbeat before returning to Julia.

We ate, plates clinking, conversation drifting through memories and future plans. Julia talked about a trip they were planning for the spring, somewhere warm. Then she shifted, her face lighting up.

"I was telling Thomas," she said, glancing at him. "In a few years, when we have kids, Christmas is going to be so different. Can you imagine? Little ones running around, opening presents, making cookies with Grandma Ava?"

My chest tightened. I forced a smile, nodding.

"That will be wonderful," I said.

Ava's smile did not waver. She reached across the table and squeezed Julia's hand.

"I can't wait," she said softly.

Thomas looked down at his plate, cutting his meat carefully.

After dinner we moved to the living room. The fire crackled, the tree lights casting soft colors across the walls. Ava brought out drinks, wine for her and Julia, whiskey for Thomas and me. Julia curled into the corner of the sofa, her legs tucked under her, her head resting against the cushion.

"We brought our bags," she said, stifling a yawn. "I hope it's okay if we stay the night. I don't think I can drive after all this food and wine."

Ava's face brightened.

"Of course!" she said. "The guestroom is all ready. I put fresh sheets on this morning."

Julia smiled, her eyes half closed.

"You're the best."

My pulse quickened. I lifted my glass and drank, the whiskey burning down my throat. Thomas sat in the armchair across from me, his posture relaxed, his eyes drifting to Ava as she settled beside me on the couch. She leaned into my side, her hand resting on my thigh.

The evening stretched ahead of us. The house warm and quiet. Julia and Thomas staying the night.

I swallowed hard and stared into the fire.

Julia's eyes drifted closed. Her head tipped back against the cushion, her breathing deepening. The wine glass sat loosely in her hand, half full, tilting slightly. Ava reached over and took it gently, setting it on the coffee table.

"Poor thing," Ava said softly. "All that food and warmth. She's exhausted."

Thomas smiled, watching his wife sleep. His hand rested on the arm of his chair, fingers tapping lightly.

The fire popped. A log shifted, sending sparks up the chimney. The Christmas music played on, low and familiar.

Thomas stood, stretching his arms over his head.

"I should take our bags up to the guestroom," he said. "Get settled before it gets too late."

"Good idea," I said.

He moved toward the hallway where they had left their overnight bags by the door. He lifted both, slinging one over his shoulder. His footsteps climbed the stairs, heavy and even.

Ava sat still for a moment, her hand warm on my thigh. Then she stood, smoothing her dress.

"I'll bring some extra blankets and towels up for the guestroom," she said. "Make sure they have everything they need."

I nodded, not looking at her.

She left the room. Her footsteps climbed the stairs, soft and deliberate. The house fell quiet except for the crackle of the fire and Julia's steady breathing.

I stared at my daughter. Her face peaceful, her lips slightly parted, her body curled comfortably into the sofa. She looked so young, so trusting. My chest ached.

I knew exactly what was happening upstairs.

I poured myself another whiskey, the bottle clinking against the rim of the glass. My hand was steady. I took a slow sip, letting the burn settle in my throat.

Then I stood.

Julia did not stir. I moved toward the hallway, my steps silent on the hardwood. The stairs stretched upward into shadow. I paused at the bottom, listening. Nothing yet.

My cock stiffened in my trousers, pressing against the fabric. Heat spread through my chest, shame and arousal twisting together.

I climbed the stairs slowly, each step careful, my pulse pounding in my ears.

The hallway stretched dark. The master bedroom door stood cracked open, a sliver of light spilling through. I moved closer, my breath shallow, my hand trailing the wall for balance.

Sounds reached me before I saw anything. A woman's muffled moan. The rhythmic slap of skin on skin. A man's grunt, low and strained.

I stopped at the door. My chest tightened. My cock hard.

Ava was pressed against the wall near the window, her palms flat against the plaster. Her red dress was hiked up to her waist, bunched around her hips. Her black tights and panties were peeled down to her ankles, hanging on one of her legs. Her fat tits spilled over the top of her dress, pulled free from the neckline, bouncing heavy and pale with each impact.

Thomas stood behind her, his trousers open and shoved down his thighs. His cock drove into her from behind, his hips slamming forward, his hands gripping her waist hard enough to leave marks. Sweat gleamed on his forehead. His jaw clenched with effort.

Ava bit down on her hand, teeth pressing into her knuckles, her muffled moans breaking through. Her blonde hair stuck to her neck, her body jerking forward with every thrust.

"Fuck," Thomas grunted. "So fucking tight. So fucking wet."

Her response came broken, whispered through her fingers.

"Yes, oh God, yes."

He leaned closer, his lips near her ear, his voice rough.

"My Christmas slut," he growled. "Taking my cock while your daughter sleeps downstairs by the tree."

Ava whimpered, nodding, her free hand clawing at the wall.

Thomas pounded harder, the slap of his hips against her round ass echoing in the quiet room. Her tits swung wild, nipples stiff, pale flesh glowing in the dim light. Her breath came in short gasps, her body trembling.

"Harder," she whispered desperately. "Please, Thomas, harder."

He obeyed, driving into her with brutal force, his fingers digging into her hips. Her knees buckled slightly, her legs shaking. He held her upright, his cock slamming deep, the wet sounds of him fucking her filling the room.

"Nnngh, fuck," he groaned. "You love this cock, don't you? Dirty whore getting fucked in your husband's house."

She moaned into her hand, her voice muffled and high. Her pussy squeezed around him, her body responding to every word, every thrust.

I stood frozen in the hallway, my cock straining against my trousers. My hand moved down, pressing against the hardness, stroking slowly through the fabric. Precum leaked from the tip, soaking into the cloth. My breath hitched.

Thomas yanked her hips back harder, burying himself to the base. Ava's body convulsed, her back arching, her muffled scream breaking through her fist. Her tits bounced violently, her thighs quivering.

"That's it," he hissed. "Cum on my cock, you filthy bitch. Milk it like the slut you are."

Her legs shook harder, her whole body jerking. She bit down on her hand, her eyes squeezed shut, her orgasm tearing through her.

And I watched, stroking myself through my trousers, my chest burning with shame and heat, knowing my daughter slept peacefully downstairs.

Thomas did not slow. He kept slamming into her, his cock plunging deep through her spasming pussy. Ava's body jerked with aftershocks, her muffled whimpers continuous, her hand still clamped over her mouth. Her fat tits bounced with every thrust, sweat beading between them.

He grabbed her shoulder and spun her around. Her back hit the wall. Her dress stayed bunched at her waist, tights tangled at her ankles. Thomas gripped her thighs and lifted her, spreading her wide. Her legs wrapped around his waist instinctively.

He slammed back inside her.

"Ahh!" The sound muffled into her palm.

Ava's head fell back against the wall, her mouth opening wide behind her hands. She clamped both palms over her lips now, her eyes squeezed shut and desperate.

Thomas drove upward, pinning her against the plaster with each brutal thrust.

"Fuck," he grunted. "Still so tight after you cum. Greedy fucking cunt wants more."

Her body shook, her tits pressing against his chest. Her heels dug into his ass, pulling him deeper. Muffled moans leaked through her fingers, high and needy.

Thomas leaned down, his mouth latching onto one nipple. He sucked hard, teeth scraping the stiff peak. Ava's back arched, her body lifting off the wall. He bit down.

"Mmmmph!" Her cry choked into her palms.

He released her nipple, red and wet, and switched to the other. His thrusts quickened, the wet slap of his cock in her pussy louder now. His balls smacked against her with each drive.

"These perfect tits," he growled against her skin. "Gonna pump you full, you dirty whore. Gonna leave my cum dripping out of you all night."

Ava nodded frantically, her hands pressing harder over her mouth. Her pussy clenched around him again, another orgasm building fast. Her thighs trembled around his waist, her breath ragged behind her fingers.

Thomas straightened, gripping her ass hard, spreading her cheeks. He pounded up into her, relentless, his face twisted with effort. Sweat dripped from his forehead onto her heaving tits.

"Cum again," he hissed. "Squeeze my cock, bitch. Milk it like the filthy slut you are."

Her body convulsed, legs locking tight. She screamed into her hands, the sound choked and breaking. Her pussy spasmed violently, clenching his shaft, juices flooding around him.

"Nnngh, oh fuck, fuck!" Thomas groaned deep, his hips stuttering.

He buried himself to the hilt, holding her pinned hard against the wall. His cock pulsed inside her, pumping thick streams deep into her pussy. Ava shook through her orgasm, her muffled sobs mixing with his grunts. Her pussy gripped him tight, pulling every drop.

They stayed locked together, panting, sweat-slicked and trembling. Thomas lowered her slowly, his cock slipping free with a wet sound. Cum leaked immediately from her pussy, trickling down her inner thigh over the black tights.

Ava bent carefully, pulling up her panties and tights, trapping his cum inside. She grabbed a tissue from the dresser and wiped quickly between her legs. Her hands shook as she tucked her tits back into her dress, smoothing the red fabric down. Thomas zipped his trousers, tucked his shirt, ran a hand through his damp hair.

Neither spoke. Ava grabbed the folded towels from the dresser. Thomas picked up the bags he had dropped by the door.

They left the room separately.

I retreated down the hallway silently, my hand sticky with my own cum inside my trousers. I slipped into the bathroom, cleaned myself quickly with toilet paper, my heart hammering. I flushed, washed my hands, stared at my flushed face in the mirror.

Downstairs, Julia still slept peacefully on the couch.

I sat in the armchair, picking up my whiskey with a hand that did not shake. The fire crackled. Christmas music played softly.

Thomas came down first, moving quietly past the living room toward the guestroom down the hall. I heard the door close softly.

Ava appeared moments later, smiling, blankets and towels still in her arms.

"All set," she said brightly, folding them onto the chair. "They'll be comfortable."

Julia stirred, blinking awake.

"Did I fall asleep?" she mumbled.

Ava laughed softly, stroking her hair.

"Just for a bit, sweetheart. Thomas is in the guestroom. Why don't you rest here a little longer?"

Julia nodded, curling back into the cushions.

Ava sat beside me, her hand finding mine.

Julia woke slowly, stretching her arms above her head. She blinked and looked around, her face flushed from sleep.

"Where did everyone go?" she asked.

Ava smiled, smoothing Julia's hair.

"Thomas went to settle your bags in the guestroom. I just brought down some extra blankets and towels."

Julia nodded, yawning.

"This day has been perfect. I'm so full and happy I could sleep forever."

Ava stood, heading toward the kitchen.

"Let me make us all hot chocolate before you drift off completely."

The sound of pots clanging drifted through the house. The smell of chocolate followed, rich and sweet, mixing with cinnamon and cream. Thomas emerged from the hallway, his shirt tucked neatly, his hair combed. He sat beside Julia on the couch, his hand finding hers.

Ava returned carrying a tray with four steaming mugs. Whipped cream piled high on each, marshmallows melting into the chocolate. She handed one to Julia first, then Thomas, then me. She settled onto the other couch with her own.

"The real stuff," Ava said. "None of that packet nonsense."

Julia took a sip and moaned softly.

"Oh my God. This is amazing."

I lifted my mug. The chocolate was thick and sweet, warming me from the inside. Ava curled beside me, tucking her legs under herself. Her body pressed against my side, soft and warm.

Julia grabbed the remote and scrolled through options.

"Christmas movie?" she asked.

Thomas grinned.

"Absolutely."

She picked one with bells and snow and carols. The opening music filled the room, familiar and comforting. Julia leaned into Thomas, her head resting on his shoulder. His arm draped around her, pulling her close. Her hand rested on his chest, fingers playing with the fabric of his sweater.

They looked perfect together. Young and in love, their future bright and uncomplicated.

My chest tightened watching them.

Ava shifted closer to me. She pulled the blanket from the back of the couch and spread it over our laps. Her hand slipped beneath it, resting on my thigh. She squeezed once, firm and deliberate.

I glanced at her. Her eyes stayed on the screen, her expression calm. But her fingers pressed into my leg, a silent acknowledgment of what had happened upstairs.

The movie played on. Laughter and music, the fire crackling, tree lights blinking softly. Julia laughed at something on screen, her voice light and carefree.

Ava's hand stayed on my thigh, warm and still.

The credits rolled. Julia stretched, yawning wide, her eyes barely open.

"I'm done," she said, laughing softly. "That food, the wine, this couch. I can't move."

Thomas stood, offering his hand.

"Come on. Let's get you to bed."

She took it, pulling herself up. She turned to us, her smile sleepy and warm.

"Thank you both so much. This has been the best Christmas."

She crossed the room and hugged me first, her arms tight around my neck. I held her, breathing in the faint scent of her shampoo.

"I'm glad you're here," I said.

She kissed my cheek and moved to Ava, embracing her just as tightly.

"I love you," Julia whispered.

Ava stroked her hair, her voice soft.

"I love you too, sweetheart. Sleep well."

Ava led them down the hallway toward the guestroom. I heard her voice, light and motherly, pointing out the fresh towels on the dresser, the extra blankets folded at the foot of the bed. Julia's laughter drifted back, muffled and tired.

"Goodnight," Thomas said from the hallway.

"Goodnight," Ava replied.

The guestroom door clicked shut.

Ava returned, her face calm. She turned off the living room lights, leaving only the glow of the tree. The fire had burned low, embers glowing faintly. We climbed the stairs together, her hand brushing mine on the railing.

In the bedroom, she unzipped her red dress and let it fall to the floor. She stepped out of her tights, peeling them down slowly. Her body was bare except for black panties, her fat tits swaying as she moved. She crawled under the covers, sliding toward the center of the bed.

I undressed and joined her. The sheets were cool, her body warm against mine. She pressed close, her tits soft against my chest, her leg hooking over mine.

She kissed me, slow and tender, her lips lingering.

"I love Christmas with family," she whispered. "Having everyone here together. It's everything I want."

Her voice sounded genuine. Her hand rested on my chest, her breathing evening out.

I held her, my arm around her waist. The house settled into silence. The guestroom down the hall was dark. Julia and Thomas were safe, asleep, unaware.

Ava's breathing deepened. Her body relaxed, melting into mine.

I closed my eyes, thinking it was over. That the night had ended.

I drifted into sleep, her warmth surrounding me, the faint glow of the tree still visible through the doorway.

I woke to darkness. The room was cold, the covers pulled back on one side. I reached for Ava, my hand sliding across the sheet.

Empty.

The fabric was cool under my palm. She had been gone long enough for her warmth to fade.

I blinked, my eyes adjusting. The clock on the nightstand glowed faintly. 12:47 AM.

The house was silent. No footsteps. No water running. Just stillness pressing in from all sides.

Then I noticed the faint glow seeping under the bedroom door. Tree lights, still on downstairs.

My heart kicked against my ribs.

I knew.

I sat up slowly, the sheets sliding off my chest. My cock stirred, thickening despite the cold air. Heat spread through me, shame and arousal tangling tight.

I swung my legs out of bed, my feet touching the cold floor. I stood, moving toward the door. My hand gripped the handle. I opened it quietly, stepping into the hallway.

The guestroom door down the hall was closed. Dark. Silent.

Julia sleeping.

I moved toward the stairs, barefoot, each step careful and deliberate. The wood was cold under my soles. I paused at the top of the landing, my hand on the railing.

A sound drifted up from below. Soft, but unmistakable.

A woman's moan. Low and breathy, muffled but clear.

The creak of couch springs. Rhythmic. Steady.

A wet sound, flesh moving against flesh.

My pulse pounded in my ears. My cock hardened fully, pressing against my boxers. I gripped the railing tighter.

I descended the stairs, one step at a time, my breath shallow. The sounds grew louder with each step. Moaning. The slap of skin. A man's grunt, rough and strained.

I reached the bottom. The living room stretched ahead, lit only by the colored glow of the Christmas tree.

And I saw them.

Ava straddled Thomas on the couch, completely naked. Her fat tits swayed with each slow roll of her hips, pale skin glowing in the colored lights from the Christmas tree. Her blonde hair cascaded down her back, shifting as she moved. Her round ass rose and fell in a steady rhythm, grinding down onto his lap with deliberate pressure.

Thomas sat beneath her, his trousers and boxers discarded on the floor beside the couch. His shirt hung open, exposing his chest. His hands rested on her waist, guiding her movements gently. His fingers traced her curves, sliding up to cup her tits, then back down to grip her hips.

She lifted slowly, his thick shaft sliding almost free, glistening with her wetness. Then she sank back down, taking him deep, her body shuddering. Her head tipped forward, blonde hair falling around her face. A soft moan escaped, quickly muffled by her hand pressing over her mouth.

"God, Ava," Thomas whispered. "We have time now. All night."

She nodded, her hips circling, grinding. Her tits pressed against his chest as she leaned forward, her lips near his ear.

"I want what she talked about," Ava breathed, her voice barely audible. "A baby. Your baby. Before she does."

Thomas's hands tightened on her waist. His eyes locked on hers, dark and intense.

"You want me to put a baby in you?" he whispered.

"Yes," she moaned softly into her palm. "Fill me. Breed me. Make me pregnant with your child."

He pulled her down slowly, his cock buried deep. She gasped, her body trembling. The tree lights flickered across them, red and green and gold painting their skin.

Thomas guided her into a slow, steady rhythm. Up and down, her pussy gripping him tight, her wetness coating his shaft. Each movement deliberate, deep, intimate. His hands explored her body, stroking her back, cupping her ass, sliding up to massage her heavy tits.

"So beautiful," he murmured. "So perfect."

Ava's breathing quickened. She rode him slowly, savoring every inch, her body rolling like waves. The couch creaked softly beneath them. The wet sounds of their joining filled the quiet room, steady and rhythmic.

I stood frozen at the base of the stairs, hidden in shadow. The scene burned into me. My wife, naked and glowing, making love to my daughter's husband under our Christmas tree. Slow, tender, intense. Her whispered confession about wanting his child echoing in my ears.

My cock pulsed painfully in my boxers. I reached down, gripping myself through the fabric. Precum soaked through already.

Ava's pace increased slightly, her hips grinding harder. Her muffled moans grew more frequent, her body trembling.

"Want you so deep," she whispered desperately. "Want your seed. Want to carry your baby."

Thomas groaned low, his hands gripping her ass, pulling her tight against him.

"Gonna give it to you," he breathed. "Gonna breed you tonight. Fill this pussy until it takes."

She shuddered, her tits bouncing faster now, the slow build intensifying.

And I watched, hand stroking my cock, my chest hollow and burning.

Ava's pace quickened. Her hips bounced harder, her tits flying with each drop onto his cock. The slow, tender rhythm broke into something more urgent. Her muffled moans grew continuous, high and needy behind her palm.

"Fuck, yes," Thomas groaned. "So tight. Your pussy feels so perfect."

She rode him faster, her ass slapping down onto his thighs. Her free hand clawed at his chest, nails dragging across his skin. Her breathing came in short gasps, her body trembling.

Thomas gripped her waist and lifted her off him. His cock slipped free, slick and hard. He laid her back on the couch, her head against the armrest. Her legs spread wide, knees bent, feet planted on the cushions.

He knelt between her thighs and drove back inside her.

"Ahh!" Ava's hand slammed over her mouth, her scream muffled.

Thomas leaned over her, his hands gripping the back of the couch. He thrust deep, slow at first, then faster. Her tits bounced with every slam, the tree lights flashing across her pale skin.

"Gonna put a baby in you," he whispered harshly. "Gonna breed you tonight. Fill you until you're dripping."

Ava's eyes rolled back, her head pressing into the cushion. She nodded frantically, her muffled voice breaking through her fingers.

"Yes, yes, please. Breed me. Make me pregnant."

He pounded harder, his hips snapping forward. The couch rocked beneath them. Her legs lifted higher, wrapping around his waist, pulling him deeper.

"Want it so bad," she whimpered. "Want your baby. Want you to knock me up."

Thomas groaned, his thrusts brutal now. Her pussy squelched wetly around him, juices leaking onto the couch. Her whole body shook.

He pulled out suddenly. Ava gasped at the emptiness. Thomas grabbed her hips and flipped her over, guiding her onto her hands and knees. Her fat tits hung heavy beneath her, swaying. Her ass jutted back, round and perfect.

He positioned himself behind her and slammed back inside.

"Mmmph!" Her face buried into the cushion, muffling her cry.

Thomas gripped her hips hard, pulling her back onto his cock with each thrust. His balls slapped against her wet pussy, the sound loud in the quiet room. Her ass bounced and rippled, flesh quivering.

"Fuck, this ass," he grunted. "Gonna breed you like this. Gonna pump you full from behind."

Ava's muffled sobs came continuous now, her body rocking forward with each impact. Thomas reached forward, his fingers tangling gently in her blonde hair. He pulled, arching her back, forcing her spine to curve.

"Imagine it," he whispered. "Your belly swelling. My seed taking root. You pregnant with my baby before Julia even tries."

"Oh God, oh God," Ava moaned into the cushion. "Yes, fuck, yes. I want it. Want your baby."

Her pussy clenched around him, another orgasm building fast. Her thighs trembled, her arms barely holding her weight.

Thomas released her hair and gripped her waist with both hands. He pounded into her relentlessly, his cock driving deep, hitting something inside her that made her body convulse.

"Gonna cum," she whimpered desperately. "Gonna cum on your cock."

"Do it," he growled. "Squeeze me. Milk my cock while I breed you."

Her body jerked, her face pressing harder into the cushion. Her scream muffled completely, her pussy spasming violently around him.

I stood in the shadows, my hand inside my boxers now, stroking my cock hard and fast. Precum slicked my palm. My chest heaved.

And they kept fucking, her orgasm wracking her body, his cock never slowing.

Thomas pulled out of her, his cock slick and throbbing. Ava gasped at the emptiness, her body still trembling. He turned her over again, laying her back on the couch. Her blonde hair spread across the cushions, her chest heaving, her fat tits rising and falling.

He grabbed her legs and lifted them high, pushing them back toward her chest. Her knees pressed near her shoulders, her pussy exposed and glistening. He stepped closer, his cock lined up with her entrance.

He drove in hard and deep.

"Nnngh!" Ava's hand flew to her mouth, teeth biting into her palm.

Thomas leaned forward, folding her in half, his weight pressing her legs back. His cock plunged deeper than before, hitting something that made her whole body arch. He held her thighs, pinning her open, his hips snapping forward with brutal rhythm.

"This is it," he grunted. "Gonna breed you now. Gonna fill this pussy until it takes."

Ava's eyes locked on his, wild and desperate. She nodded frantically, her muffled voice breaking.

"Please, please, yes. Breed me. Put your baby in me."

The tree lights blinked across them, painting their sweat-slicked bodies in red and green. His cock hammered into her, the wet sounds obscene. Her tits bounced violently with each thrust, her nipples stiff and dark.

"Gonna knock you up on Christmas," Thomas groaned. "Gonna pump you so full of cum you'll be pregnant by morning."

"Yes!" she sobbed into her hand. "I want it. Want your seed. Want to carry your baby."

His pace quickened, his face twisted with effort. Sweat dripped from his forehead onto her stomach. His balls slapped against her ass, his cock driving relentlessly.

"Say it," he demanded. "Tell me what you want."

Ava's hand dropped from her mouth for a heartbeat, her voice raw and desperate.

"Breed me! Knock me up! Make me pregnant with your child!"

Her hand clamped back over her lips, but the words hung in the air.

Thomas groaned deep, his body tensing. He buried himself to the hilt, holding there, grinding against her. His cock harder inside her, swelling.

"Fuck, I'm cumming," he grunted. "Take it. Take every fucking drop."

His hips jerked, his cock pumping thick streams deep into her pussy. Ava's body convulsed beneath him, her legs shaking in his grip. Her pussy spasmed around him, milking him, another orgasm tearing through her. She screamed into her hand, the sound choked and breaking.

"Oh God, oh fuck, yes!" Her muffled sobs mixed with his groans.

He kept pumping, holding himself deep, emptying completely inside her. Her legs wrapped around him, ankles locking behind his back, pulling him impossibly deeper. She wanted every drop, her body desperate to take it all.

I stood in the shadows, my fist flying over my cock. The sight of him breeding her, the sound of her begging, the words about carrying his baby. It broke me.

My cock jerked in my hand, cum spurting onto the floor in thick streams. My knees buckled, my other hand gripping the stair railing for support. Wave after wave of release, my chest heaving, my breath ragged.

Thomas collapsed onto Ava, his cock still buried inside her. Her legs stayed wrapped around him, holding him there. Both of them panting, trembling, completely spent.

The tree lights blinked softly. The room smelled of sex and sweat and Christmas pine.

They stayed locked together, Thomas still inside her, both of them breathing hard. Ava's legs loosened slowly, her feet sliding down his back. He lifted his head, kissing her softly.

I moved before they could stir. My feet silent on the cold floor, retreating up the stairs. Each step careful, deliberate. My heart pounded in my ears.

I reached the top and slipped into the bathroom. I cleaned myself quickly, wiping the cum from my hand and cock with toilet paper. My reflection stared back from the mirror, flushed and hollow-eyed. I flushed, washed my hands, and returned to the bedroom.

The sheets were still cool where Ava had been. I slid under them, pulling the covers up to my chest. My pulse still raced. The image of her beneath him, legs wrapped tight, begging to be bred, burned behind my eyelids.

I lay on my side, facing her empty space, waiting.

Minutes passed. The house remained silent. Then I heard it. Soft footsteps on the stairs. Water running briefly in the bathroom down the hall. The click of the door.

The bedroom door opened quietly. Ava slipped inside, her naked silhouette visible in the faint glow from the hallway. She moved to her side of the bed and slid under the covers.

Her body was warm, almost hot. The smell of sweat and sex clung to her skin. She pressed against my back, her soft tits flattening against me. Her arm draped over my waist, her hand finding mine.

She kissed my shoulder, her lips lingering.

"I love you," she whispered, her voice tender and genuine.

Her fingers laced with mine, squeezing gently. Her breathing slowed, deepening. Within moments, she was asleep, her body relaxed and content against mine.

I lay awake, staring into the darkness. Her warmth surrounded me. Thomas's cum was still inside her, trapped between her thighs. Julia slept peacefully down the hall, unaware of everything.

Ava's hand squeezed mine again in her sleep, a quiet acknowledgment of gratitude she would never speak aloud.

I squeezed back, accepting it. Accepting all of it.

I held my wife close, her breathing soft and steady, and closed my eyes.
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A New Year
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The house buzzed with voices and laughter, every room glowing with string lights I had hung that afternoon. Glasses clinked in the kitchen. Music pulsed from the living room. Neighbors filled the hallway, coats piled high on the bench by the door. The smell of wine and perfume mixed with the sharp scent of champagne waiting in ice buckets.

I stood near the fireplace, watching the crowd. Julia moved through the room with a tray of appetizers, her face bright and flushed. She wore a simple black dress, elegant and modest, her hair swept back in a loose bun. Thomas followed close behind her, carrying champagne flutes, refilling glasses, playing the attentive husband. He looked relaxed in his dark suit, smiling at guests, shaking hands.

Ava descended the stairs just after eight.

The room shifted. Conversations paused mid-sentence. Heads turned. She wore a silver dress that clung to every curve, the fabric shimmering under the lights. The neckline plunged low, her full tits pressed high and together, deep cleavage on display. The dress ended high on her thighs, her long legs bare and smooth, her heels clicking against the hardwood as she reached the bottom step. Her blonde hair fell in soft waves over her shoulders, and her red lips curved into a smile as she surveyed the room.

Every man stared. Wives elbowed husbands. Eyes followed her as she moved toward the kitchen, hips swaying, the dress catching light with each step.

I watched Thomas.

His gaze locked on her the moment she appeared. His hand froze mid-pour, champagne nearly spilling over the rim of the glass. His jaw tightened. His eyes traced the line of her body, lingering on her tits, dropping to her thighs, rising back to her face. Julia said something beside him, and he blinked, turning back to her with a forced smile.

Ava moved through the crowd, greeting guests, kissing cheeks, laughing at jokes. A neighbor complimented her dress, and she spun once, the fabric flaring slightly, exposing more of her thighs. Men watched without shame. She caught my eye across the room and winked.

Julia appeared at my side, balancing an empty tray. Her cheeks were pink from the warmth of the crowded house.

"This is so fun," she said, beaming. "Everyone's having such a good time."

"You did great setting up," I said.

She leaned against me, her head resting briefly on my shoulder. Pride swelled in my chest, sharp and painful. My daughter, radiant and trusting, surrounded by friends and family, safe in her happiness.

Thomas crossed the room toward the kitchen. Ava stood near the island, pouring herself a glass of wine. He stopped beside her, reaching for a bottle. Their hands brushed. She smiled at him, lips parting slightly, and said something I could not hear. He leaned closer, his mouth near her ear. She laughed, light and easy, the sound blending into the noise around them.

Julia turned toward the door, waving at another couple arriving. I stayed where I was, eyes fixed on the kitchen. Ava stepped away from Thomas, carrying her glass toward the living room. He watched her walk, his gaze dropping to her ass, the silver fabric stretched tight over her round curves.

I moved toward Julia, positioning myself beside her. Midnight would come soon. Opportunities would follow. I needed to stay close, stay aware, keep her occupied and blind.

The countdown started at five minutes to midnight. Someone turned the music down. Voices rose, excited and slurred from champagne. Guests filled the living room, spilling into the hallway, glasses raised. Julia stood beside Thomas near the sofa, her arm looped through his. Ava appeared at my side, her body warm against mine, her perfume filling my lungs.

"Ten! Nine! Eight!"

The room roared with voices. Ava's hand slid around my waist, pulling me close. Her tits pressed against my chest, soft and heavy through the thin fabric of her dress.

"Three! Two! One! Happy New Year!"

Ava turned and kissed me. Her mouth opened, her tongue sliding against mine, deep and slow. Her hand cupped my jaw, holding me there, the kiss lasting long enough that guests around us cheered and whistled. When she pulled back, her eyes locked on mine, dark and knowing. She smiled.

"Happy New Year," she whispered.

Beside us, Julia kissed Thomas. She threw her arms around his neck, laughing, her face glowing. Friends surrounded them, clapping, shouting, champagne corks popping. Thomas kissed her again, then pulled back, smiling down at her.

Ava stepped away from me, moving toward a group of neighbors. She hugged them, kissed cheeks, her laughter blending into the noise. I watched her work the room, the perfect hostess, her dress catching light with every turn.

Three minutes passed. Thomas set his glass on the mantel and leaned toward Julia, saying something in her ear. She nodded, turning back to her friends. He moved toward the stairs, his steps casual, unhurried. I tracked him as he climbed, his hand trailing the banister, his figure disappearing down the upstairs hallway.

My pulse quickened.

Ava slipped toward the kitchen moments later. I heard her voice, bright and apologetic, telling someone we were running low on ice. She grabbed a bucket from the counter and moved toward the side hallway, the one leading to the garage. Her hips swayed, the silver dress shimmering as she disappeared from view.

Julia stood near the sofa, laughing with two friends. Then her eyes scanned the room. Her brow furrowed slightly. She turned, looking toward the kitchen, then toward the stairs.

"Have you seen Thomas?" she asked her friend.

My chest tightened. I crossed the room in three strides.

"Hey, sweetheart," I said, stepping beside her. "Everything okay?"

She smiled, but her eyes still searched. "Yeah, I just don't know where Thomas went."

"Probably the bathroom," I said quickly. "It's packed up there tonight. Come on, let's get some air. The neighbors are setting off fireworks out back."

Julia hesitated, glancing once more toward the stairs. I touched her elbow gently, steering her toward the back door.

"You'll freeze out there," her friend said, laughing.

"Just for a minute," I said, opening the door. "You have to see them."

Julia followed me outside.

Cold air hit us as we stepped onto the back porch. The wood creaked under our feet. The noise from the party dulled behind the closed door, replaced by distant pops and crackles from fireworks a few streets over. Julia wrapped her arms around herself, her breath forming small clouds in the freezing air.

"There," I said, pointing toward the sky where red and gold sparks bloomed and faded.

She smiled, watching them burst and fall. "They're pretty."

I positioned myself where I could see the upstairs hallway window. The curtains glowed faintly from the light inside. Shadows moved behind them, two figures close together. My pulse hammered in my throat.

Julia shivered beside me. "It's freezing, Dad."

"Here." I shrugged off my jacket and draped it over her shoulders. "Give it another minute. They'll do the big finale soon."

She pulled the jacket tight around her, laughing. "You're going to freeze now."

"I'm fine. How's work been? You said your boss was being difficult."

She launched into a story about a project deadline, her voice animated despite the cold. I nodded along, my eyes flicking back to the window. The shadows shifted. One figure stepped away from the other. My chest tightened.

"Dad, are you even listening?"

"Of course," I said quickly. "Your boss sounds like a nightmare. You should talk to HR."

Julia tilted her head, studying my face. "You okay? You seem distracted."

"Just tired. It's been a long night."

She nodded, her gaze drifting back to the fireworks. Another burst lit the sky, green and white, the colors reflecting in her eyes. My beautiful daughter, oblivious, trusting, standing in the cold while her husband fucked my wife upstairs.

The back door opened. A neighbor leaned out, holding a glass of wine.

"There you are," she said, looking at me. "I was looking for Ava. Someone spilled wine on the carpet."

Ice flooded my veins. I forced my voice to stay calm. "She went to grab more supplies from the garage. Check there."

The woman nodded and disappeared back inside. I counted the seconds. Ten. Fifteen. Julia shifted beside me, rubbing her arms.

"I'm going back in," she said. "I'm freezing, and I still need to find Thomas."

"Just one more minute," I said. "Look, there's another one."

She sighed but stayed, watching the sky. I glanced at the window again. The shadows were gone. The light inside looked still and empty.

The back door opened again. Thomas stepped out, his face flushed, his hair slightly disheveled. He smiled when he saw us.

"There you are," he said to Julia. "I was looking everywhere for you."

Julia laughed, stepping toward him. "I was looking for you. Where were you?"

"Bathroom line," he said smoothly. "It's crazy up there."

They walked back inside together, her hand in his. I stayed on the porch, my breath shallow, my heart still racing.

Two minutes later, Ava appeared in the doorway. She held the ice bucket, now full, her lipstick freshly applied. Her cheeks were pink, her eyes bright. She smiled at me.

"Come inside," she said. "You'll catch cold."

I followed her back into the warmth.
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Six weeks passed. Winter settled deeper, snow piling along sidewalks, the air sharp and brittle. Valentine's Day arrived on a Friday. I made reservations weeks in advance at an upscale place downtown, the kind with white tablecloths and candlelight, where couples leaned close and spoke in hushed voices.

Ava wore red. The dress hugged her curves, the neckline cut low enough to showcase her full tits, the fabric clinging to her waist and hips before ending mid-thigh. Her blonde hair fell loose, and her lips matched the dress perfectly. She looked stunning. Men turned their heads when we walked through the restaurant. I felt the familiar surge of pride mixed with something darker.

We were seated near the back, a corner table with roses and flickering candles. The room glowed warm and golden, filled with couples holding hands across tables, glasses of wine catching light. I ordered for both of us. Ava sipped her champagne, her eyes soft as she looked at me.

"This is perfect," she said.

I reached across and took her hand. Her fingers were warm, her skin soft. For a moment it was just us, no shadows, no secrets. Just my wife on Valentine's Day.

Then her eyes drifted. Over my shoulder, her gaze fixed on something behind me. Her smile froze for a heartbeat before returning, brighter but different.

I turned slightly in my seat.

Julia and Thomas were being led to a table across the room. Julia wore a soft pink dress, her hair pinned up, her face glowing. Thomas walked beside her, his hand at her back, both of them laughing at something the hostess said.

Julia spotted us immediately. Her eyes widened, and she grabbed Thomas's arm, pointing. They changed direction, weaving through tables toward us.

"Dad! Ava!" Julia threw her arms around me, laughing. "What are the odds?"

"We didn't know you'd be here," Thomas said, shaking my hand. He leaned down and kissed Ava's cheek. "You look beautiful."

Ava smiled up at him. "So does your wife."

Julia beamed. They chatted for a minute, jokes about great minds thinking alike, about the restaurant being the only good place in town. Then they returned to their table, settling in across the room where I could see them clearly if I turned my head.

Ava's attention drifted again. I watched her eyes slide past me, lingering somewhere over my shoulder. I did not need to turn around. I knew she was looking at Thomas, not at Julia.

Our meals arrived. We ate slowly, talking about small things, about work and the weather and plans for the spring. But Ava's gaze kept slipping away, her focus somewhere behind me.

She set her fork down and pressed her napkin to her lips. "I need to use the restroom."

She stood. Her hand came down on my shoulder, squeezing firmly. She leaned close, her breath warm against my ear.

"I truly love you," she whispered. Her voice was steady, sincere, the words wrapping around me like a promise and a confession at once.

She walked toward the back hallway, hips swaying, the red dress catching light with every step.

I turned in my seat. Thomas was leaning toward Julia, saying something. She nodded, laughing. He stood, kissed the top of her head, and moved toward the same hallway Ava had just disappeared down.

My chest tightened. My cock stirred despite the panic rising in my throat.

Julia sat alone now, finishing her wine. She set the glass down and glanced around the room. Her eyes drifted toward the back hallway. If she decided to go to the bathroom herself, if she walked down that corridor and heard sounds or saw them together, everything would shatter.

I could not let that happen.

I stood, crossed the restaurant, and slid into the seat across from her. She looked up, surprised, then smiled.

"A beautiful woman can't sit alone for even a minute on Valentine's," I said.

She laughed, setting her napkin down. "You're sweet. Where's Ava?"

"Bathroom. Thought I'd keep you company while we wait."

Julia leaned forward, her eyes bright. "This place is amazing. Thomas got us reservations months ago. He's been so romantic today. Flowers at work, a card this morning. I'm so lucky."

I nodded, forcing myself to focus on her words. She talked about her day, about a coworker who got engaged, about plans for the weekend. I asked questions, kept her engaged, my mind racing with what was happening in that back hallway. My cock pressed hard against my trousers, heat spreading through me despite the fear.

Fifteen minutes crawled past. Julia checked her phone once, glanced toward the hallway, then back at me. I steered the conversation toward her upcoming work trip, anything to keep her attention locked on me.

Thomas appeared first. He walked calmly back to the table, his shirt still tucked, his face composed. He smiled when he saw me sitting there.

"Stealing my wife?" he said, his tone light.

I stood, shaking his hand. "Just keeping her entertained."

I returned to my table. Ava slid back into her seat moments later. Her cheeks were flushed pink, her lipstick perfect, not a hair out of place. She reached across the table and squeezed my hand, her fingers warm and firm.

"Thank you for being the best husband ever," she said.

Her eyes held mine. The words hung between us, layered with meaning only I could hear.

We finished dinner in comfortable silence. I paid the check while Ava touched up her lipstick in the dim light. Julia and Thomas waved from across the room as we left, their table littered with dessert plates and empty wine glasses.

The drive home stretched quiet and dark. Streetlights passed overhead, casting brief flashes of yellow across the windshield. Ava's hand rested on my thigh, her fingers warm through the fabric of my trousers. She did not move it. The pressure stayed constant, deliberate, her palm spreading heat up through my leg.

My cock had never fully softened. It thickened again under her touch, pressing against my zipper. She had to feel it. Her fingers shifted slightly, moving higher, her thumb brushing closer to the bulge.

I pulled into the driveway and cut the engine. The house sat dark and empty. We stepped inside, and I locked the door behind us. The silence felt heavier here, no background noise from strangers, no safe distance.

Ava turned and kissed me. Her mouth opened, her tongue sliding against mine, slow and deep. Her full tits pressed to my chest, soft and heavy through the red dress. Her hands cupped my face, holding me there, the kiss lasting longer than it should have for a simple goodnight.

When she pulled back, her eyes locked on mine.

"I meant what I said," she whispered. "I love you. You're everything to me."

My throat tightened. I understood now what she was really saying. My role had crystallized over the months, sharpened by every moment I steered Julia away, every second I bought them. I was enabler and guardian both. I protected Julia's innocence while granting Ava her freedom. The two could not exist without each other. Without me.

Her hand slid down my chest, over my stomach, and pressed against the bulge straining my trousers. Her fingers traced the shape of my hard cock through the fabric. She smiled, her red lips curving.

"You deserve this," she said softly.

She dropped to her knees in front of me. Her hands moved to my belt, fingers working the buckle open with practiced ease. The leather slid free. She pulled the zipper down, the sound loud in the quiet hallway. Her hand slipped inside, wrapping around my cock through my boxers, feeling the heat, the hardness, the precum already soaking through the fabric.

She pulled my cock free. It sprang out, swollen and thick, the tip glistening wet. Her fingers wrapped around the shaft, stroking once slowly from base to tip. Precum leaked over her knuckles.

Her eyes lifted to mine, holding my gaze as she leaned forward. Her lips parted. Her tongue flicked out, the tip brushing the head of my cock, tasting the precum beading there.
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The plane touched down hard on the runway in Port of Spain, the jolt running through the cabin. I felt the heat the moment we stepped into the jetway. Thick, wet air pressed against my face, filling my lungs with moisture. My shirt clung to my back before we reached baggage claim. Sweat formed along my hairline, dripping down my temples.

Julia walked ahead, her ponytail swinging, her carry-on bouncing against her hip. She turned back to smile at me, her face bright with excitement.

"I can't believe we're actually here!"

Thomas walked beside her, his hand resting on the small of her back. He looked relaxed in his polo shirt and khaki shorts, the kind of son-in-law who fits anywhere.

Ava moved beside me, her sandals clicking on the tile floor. She wore a loose white linen dress that ended mid-thigh, her tanned legs bare and smooth. The fabric shifted with each step, clinging briefly to her full tits before falling away. She pushed her sunglasses up onto her blonde hair and glanced at me, her lips curving into a small smile.

"This heat is something else."

I nodded, unable to form words. My throat felt dry.

The hotel sat near the center of the city, close enough to hear everything. Our room had a balcony that overlooked a street lined with bars and restaurants, their doors open, music spilling out into the humid evening. Soca rhythms thumped from speakers mounted on lampposts, the bass vibrating through the railing. Palm trees stood in silhouette against the orange and pink sky, their fronds hanging limp in the still air.

Ava set her suitcase on the bed and unzipped it slowly. She pulled clothes out, setting them on the dresser in neat stacks. Then her hand dipped deeper, pulling out something bright and glittering.

She held up the carnival costume, turning it to catch the light. The top was nothing more than a sequined bikini, triangles of turquoise and purple fabric covered in tiny mirrors and beads. The bottom was worse. Strings of beads hung from a thin waistband, barely long enough to cover anything, swaying freely when she moved it. Feathers and jeweled strands dangled from the waistpiece, meant to frame her hips.

Her eyes gleamed.

"I still can't believe we're actually wearing these."

My cock stirred in my shorts. I stared at the scraps of fabric, imagining her wearing them in public, her body on display for thousands of strangers.

"It's small."

She laughed, the sound light and carefree.

"That's carnival. We knew what we were signing up for when we picked this section with Tribe."

A knock came at the adjoining door. Ava opened it, and Julia bounced in, her face flushed with excitement. She carried an identical costume in her hands, the same turquoise and purple sequins catching the light.

"Okay, I'm officially nervous. This looked way less revealing in the photos on the website."

Ava grinned, pulling Julia into the room.

"We chose it together, remember? You were so excited about the wings and the feathers."

Julia held the costume against her body, checking her reflection in the mirror. The sequined triangles looked impossibly small against her chest.

"I know, I know. But looking at it now..." She trailed off, laughing nervously. "You're going to look amazing in this. I'm not sure I can pull it off."

Ava waved her hand dismissively.

"You'll look beautiful. Come on, let's try them on. We need to make sure everything fits before parade day."

Julia disappeared into the bathroom. The door clicked shut behind her. Ava turned to me, her eyes bright and mischievous. She pulled her dress over her head in one smooth motion, dropping it onto the bed. She wore nothing underneath. Her full tits hung heavy and pale against her tanned skin, her nipples already stiff in the air-conditioned room. Her hips flared wide, her ass round and firm, her thighs thick and soft.

She picked up the sequined top and held it against her chest. The triangles barely covered her nipples. She tied the strings behind her neck, then behind her back, adjusting the fabric. Her tits spilled over the edges, pale flesh bulging out from every side. She turned to face me, her hands on her hips.

"Well?"

I swallowed. My cock pressed hard against my shorts, throbbing with each heartbeat.

"Everyone's going to stare."

She smiled, slow and knowing. She picked up the beaded bottom and stepped into it, pulling it up over her hips. The strings hung just low enough to cover her ass, but any movement made them sway and part, exposing her skin underneath. She attached the side pieces with their dangling jeweled strands, the beads clinking softly as they settled against her thighs.

The bathroom door opened. Julia stepped out wearing the same costume. The sequined top sat flat against her smaller chest, the triangles loose and gaping slightly where her tits didn't fill them. The beaded bottom hung the same way, but on her slimmer frame it looked playful, almost innocent. She looked pretty. Cute. Like a girl dressed up for a festival.

She looked nothing like Ava.

Julia stood beside her stepmother in front of the mirror, both of them studying their reflections. Ava's body demanded attention, every curve pronounced and sexual. Her full tits threatened to spill out of the tiny top with each breath. Her round ass and thick thighs made the beaded fringe look obscene. Julia's slimmer build transformed the same costume into something completely different.

Julia laughed, shaking her head.

"See? You look like you belong in the photos they use to advertise. I look like I'm playing dress-up."

Ava wrapped an arm around her shoulders, squeezing gently.

"You look perfect. Thomas won't be able to take his eyes off you."

Julia beamed, turning to check herself from another angle. Ava caught my gaze in the mirror. Her lips curved into a smile that Julia couldn't see.

The restaurant sat right on the beach, wooden tables scattered across the sand under strings of lights that swayed in the breeze. Waves crashed against the shore a few meters away, the sound constant and rhythmic. The air smelled like salt and grilled fish. Other tables were full of tourists and locals, their voices mixing with the music playing from speakers mounted on the bar.

Ava had changed into a thin white sundress that ended high on her thighs. The fabric was almost sheer, clinging to her curves. She wore nothing underneath. I could see the outline of her nipples through the material, dark circles pressing against the white cotton. When the breeze picked up, the dress flattened against her body, showing everything.

Julia sat across from her, talking rapidly about the parade route she had mapped out on her phone. She wore a simple yellow sundress, her hair pulled back in a loose braid, her face still flushed with excitement from the day.

Thomas sat beside Julia, a beer bottle in his hand. His eyes weren't on his wife. They were fixed on Ava's chest, watching the fabric shift and cling with each gust of wind. His jaw was tight, his knuckles white around the bottle. He lifted it to his lips and drank without looking away.

Ava leaned forward to look at Julia's phone, her tits pressing together, the neckline of her dress gaping open. Thomas's eyes dropped lower. His throat moved as he swallowed.

Julia didn't notice. She kept talking about meeting points and timing, her finger tracing the route on the screen.

The food came. Grilled snapper with rice and plantains, fresh mango slices on the side. I ate without tasting anything. My attention stayed on Ava, on the way she shifted in her chair, on the small smile playing at her lips when she caught Thomas staring.

After dinner we walked along the beach. The sand was cool and damp under my feet. Julia and Thomas walked ahead, her hand in his, the two of them stopping occasionally to look at something washed up on the shore. The moon hung low and full over the water, casting a silver path across the waves.

Ava lagged back beside me. Her hand brushed my arm, her fingers trailing down to my wrist before falling away. She leaned close, her voice low.

"I need to use the restroom. There's a bar up ahead."

I glanced at the wooden structure set back from the beach, its tiki torches flickering in the dark. Music and laughter spilled out through the open sides. I nodded.

Ava walked ahead, her hips swaying, her dress lifting slightly in the breeze to expose the backs of her thighs. She climbed the wooden steps and disappeared inside.

Julia crouched near the water, examining something in the wet sand. Thomas stood beside her, his hands in his pockets, watching her. Then he straightened, said something I couldn't hear, and turned toward the bar.

"Just getting another beer," he called to Julia.

She waved without looking up, her attention on whatever shell she had found.

Thomas climbed the steps and vanished into the bar.

My cock stirred in my shorts. I knew. I knew exactly what was happening inside that building. My pulse quickened, heat spreading through my chest despite the ocean breeze.

I moved closer to Julia, positioning myself where I could see both her and the bar entrance. She held up a pink conch shell, her face bright with delight.

"Look at this one, Dad. It's perfect."

I took it from her, turning it over in my hand, pretending to examine it. My eyes kept drifting to the bar. The hallway leading to the restrooms was visible through the open side, a narrow corridor lit by a single dim bulb.

Two minutes passed. Three. Julia moved further down the beach, crouching to sift through more shells.

My cock pressed hard against my shorts now, throbbing with each heartbeat. I imagined Ava pressed against the bathroom wall, her dress shoved up over her hips, Thomas's hand over her mouth.

Julia called out, holding up another shell. I walked toward her, forcing my voice to stay steady, my mind racing with what was happening just meters away in that dark hallway.

The hotel room smelled like coconut oil and glitter. Bottles and tubes covered the dresser, gold shimmer powder dusting every surface. Julia stood in front of the mirror in her carnival costume, leaning close to apply false eyelashes. Her hands shook slightly with excitement.

"Hold still," Ava said, her voice warm and motherly. She stood behind Julia, adjusting the straps of the sequined top, making sure everything sat right.

Ava wore her own costume already. Her full tits pressed against the turquoise triangles, threatening to spill out with every breath. The beaded bottom barely covered her ass, the strings swaying with each small movement. She had rubbed gold shimmer oil all over her body. Her thighs gleamed under the lights, her stomach and arms catching the glow, every curve highlighted and pronounced.

Julia turned, checking herself one more time. The same costume hung differently on her slimmer frame. Pretty and festive, but modest by comparison.

"Okay, I think I'm ready. As ready as I'll ever be."

Ava picked up the headdress from the bed, a towering creation of feathers and jewels in shades of turquoise and purple. She secured it to Julia's head, then did her own, the weight of it making her stand straighter.

"Let's go show the boys."

We met them in the hotel lobby. The space was crowded with other Tribe participants, many already wearing their costumes. Thomas stood near the entrance with our wristbands and water bottles. He turned when we approached, and his eyes locked onto Ava. His gaze traveled down her gleaming body, over her full tits straining against the sequins, down to her thick thighs and the beaded strings barely covering her ass. His jaw clenched. He swallowed hard.

Julia rushed up to him, her headdress bouncing.

"What do you think?"

He tore his eyes away from Ava, forcing a smile for his wife.

"You look amazing."

The street outside was chaos. Our section gathered around a massive flatbed truck decorated in turquoise and purple, speakers stacked high on both sides. Hundreds of people wore the exact same costume as Ava and Julia. Everywhere I looked, the same sequined tops and beaded bottoms, the same towering headdresses. Bodies pressed together, all jumping and grinding to the soca music blasting from the truck.

The crowd was a sea of identical feathers and jewels.

Drums pounded so loud I felt them in my chest. Whistles shrieked. People waved flags and bottles of rum, their bodies already glistening with sweat and shimmer oil. The heat was brutal. Sweat ran down my back within minutes, soaking through my shirt. The air smelled like sunscreen and alcohol and bodies pressed too close together.

The truck started moving. The whole section surged forward with it, dancing and jumping. Ava disappeared into the crowd immediately, swallowed by dozens of women in identical costumes. I caught glimpses of her headdress, then lost it again as people moved between us.

Julia stayed close to me at first, dancing and laughing, her phone out to capture everything. Thomas moved ahead, saying something about getting closer to the truck for better music.

The parade route stretched endlessly. Bodies packed tighter as we moved. Strangers pressed against us from all sides, everyone wearing the same turquoise and purple, making it impossible to distinguish individuals unless you were right next to them. The music pounded relentlessly, drowning out everything else.

An hour passed. Maybe more. Time blurred in the heat and noise and chaos.

Julia grabbed my arm, shouting over the music.

"Have you seen Ava? I want to get a photo of us together."

I scanned the crowd. Dozens of women in identical costumes danced around us. Same headdresses, same beaded bottoms, same gleaming skin. I couldn't pick out Ava's face in the mass of bodies.

"She's probably up ahead near the truck. You know how she loves the loud music."

Julia nodded, accepting this. She turned back to dancing.

I looked for Thomas. Couldn't find him either. My pulse quickened. They could be anywhere in this chaos. Ten feet away or fifty. Hidden by hundreds of people wearing the same costume, impossible to track.

My cock stirred in my shorts.

Julia shouted something about needing water. I nodded, steering her toward the side of the route where vendors lined the street. My chest felt tight. My mind raced with where they might be, what they were doing, how easily they could vanish in this sea of identical bodies.

I bought two bottles of water from a vendor, handing one to Julia. She drank deeply, her face flushed and sweaty, her headdress slightly crooked. The parade continued to flow past us, the truck moving slowly down the route, music pounding, bodies jumping in rhythm.

"I'm going to look for them," I said, keeping my voice steady. "Stay here where it's cooler."

Julia nodded, already scrolling through the photos on her phone, reviewing shots of the crowd and the decorations.

I moved back toward the parade route, scanning the mass of identical costumes. The street was lined with old buildings, their paint faded and peeling, narrow gaps between them leading to back alleys. Most were blocked with trash bins or chains, but one stood open about twenty meters ahead.

Movement caught my eye in the shadows. A flash of turquoise sequins. A headdress tilted at an angle.

My pulse jumped. My cock thickened in my shorts. I walked faster, weaving through people on the sidewalk, my eyes locked on that dark gap between buildings.

The alley was narrow and filthy. Trash bags piled against the walls, broken bottles scattered across the concrete, the smell of rot and piss hanging in the stagnant air. The noise from the parade echoed off the brick, muffled but still loud enough to cover other sounds.

Ava was pressed against the wall ten feet in, her back flat against the brick. Her sequined top was shoved aside, both full tits exposed and bouncing violently. Her beaded bottom hung loose on one hip, the strings pushed to the side. Her right leg was hooked over Thomas's arm, spreading her wide, her cunt fully exposed.

Thomas stood facing her, his board shorts pulled down just enough to free his cock. He gripped her thigh with one hand and braced against the wall with the other, driving up into her with brutal force. His cock slammed into her cunt over and over, the wet sounds loud in the enclosed space.

Her headdress scraped against the brick behind her, feathers trembling with each impact. Her mouth hung open, gasping for air.

"Ahh, fuck, yes, mmm," she moaned.

People walked past the alley entrance. Tourists with cameras. Locals carrying shopping bags. A woman laughed at something her friend said, passing within three meters of where Thomas was pounding into Ava against that wall.

I pressed myself into a recessed doorway just inside the alley entrance, hidden in shadow. My hand moved to my cock through my shorts. The fabric strained against my erection. Precum leaked from the tip, soaking into the material.

Movement at the far end of the alley caught my attention. An old black man appeared from the opposite street, walking slowly, carrying a plastic bag. He stopped when he saw them. His eyes went wide. Then a grin spread across his weathered face.

He set his bag down quietly against the wall. His hand went to his fly.

Thomas leaned in closer to Ava, his face near hers, his hips snapping forward with punishing rhythm. Her tits bounced between them, pale flesh jiggling with every thrust. He hadn't seen the old man. Neither had Ava, her eyes squeezed shut.

"Anyone walking by could see you," Thomas growled. "Getting fucked like this during carnival."

"Yes, oh God, ahh, yes," Ava whimpered.

The old man pulled his cock out, already half hard. He wrapped his wrinkled hand around the shaft and started stroking slowly, his eyes locked on Ava's bouncing tits and spread legs.

Thomas slammed into her harder, lifting her slightly off the ground with each upward thrust. Her leg trembled in his grip, her thigh muscle flexing. The gold shimmer on her skin caught the dim light filtering into the alley.

"Julia's right out there looking for you," Thomas hissed. "Your stepdaughter. My wife."

Ava's head fell back against the brick, her eyes squeezing shut. Her cunt clenched around his cock, visible in the way her whole body tensed.

"Fuck, mmm, don't stop, please don't stop."

I squeezed my cock through my shorts, stroking slowly, my breath coming faster. The old man pumped his cock faster at the other end of the alley, his grin widening, completely unashamed. A group of teenagers walked past the alley entrance near me, their voices loud and carefree, completely unaware.

Thomas shifted his grip, both hands grabbing her ass now, holding her up, driving into her with desperate rhythm. His cock plunged deep, his balls slapping against her with each thrust. Ava bit down on his shoulder, teeth pressing into his skin through his thin tank top, trying to muffle the sounds.

Her leg started shaking. Her tits bounced wildly between them, her back arching away from the wall. Her body went rigid.

"Cumming, ahh, I'm cumming," she gasped against his shoulder.

Her cunt spasmed around Thomas's cock, gripping him tight. Her whole body convulsed, her nails digging into his back. Thomas held her up, never slowing, fucking her through the orgasm.

The old man's hand flew over his cock, his breathing heavy, his eyes fixed on her convulsing body.

"That's it, take it, mmm, fuck," Thomas grunted.

His rhythm faltered. His hips snapped forward once, twice, three more times. Then he buried himself deep and froze, his whole body going rigid. His cock pulsed inside her, pumping his cum into her cunt while tourists walked past just meters away and a stranger jerked off watching from the shadows.

Ava whimpered, feeling him throb and release. Her leg trembled in his grip.

Thomas pulled out fast, lowering her leg. His cock glistened with their mixed fluids. He shoved it back into his shorts, yanking the waistband up, his hands moving quickly.

Ava straightened against the wall, wincing, pulling her beaded bottom back into place. She adjusted her sequined top, tucking her tits back inside, smoothing the fabric. She fixed her headdress, wiping sweat from her face with the back of her hand.

Thomas finally noticed the old man at the far end. He froze for a second, his jaw tightening. Then he turned and walked quickly toward the opposite end of the alley, disappearing into the crowd on that side.

The old man tucked himself back into his pants, picked up his bag, and shuffled away down the street, still grinning.

Ava emerged from the near side of the alley, passing within inches of where I stood hidden in the doorway. She didn't look in my direction, rejoining the parade.

I waited a moment, then stepped out from the shadows, my cock still hard and throbbing in my shorts, and walked back toward where I had left Julia.
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The next morning we took a taxi to Maracas Beach. The drive wound through green hills, the road narrow and lined with dense vegetation. Julia sat in front, chatting with the driver about the best food stalls. Thomas and Ava sat in the back on either side of me, their bodies swaying with each curve.

The beach stretched wide and pristine when we arrived, white sand meeting turquoise water, waves rolling in with steady rhythm. Palm trees clustered at the edges, their trunks leaning at angles. Vendors lined the parking area, selling fried shark sandwiches and cold drinks, the smell of oil and spices heavy in the humid air.

We claimed a spot near the water. Julia spread towels out in a neat row, arranging bags and sunscreen bottles. She wore a pastel blue bikini, the top fitting snugly over her modest chest, the bottoms sitting high on her hips. She looked fresh and pretty, like every other young woman on the beach.

Ava pulled her cover-up over her head. Her bikini was bright red string, the triangles cut small and positioned to barely contain her full tits. The sides of her breasts bulged out, pale flesh spilling past the edges of the fabric. When she moved, the undersides of her tits were visible, the string struggling to hold everything in place. The bottoms tied at her hips with thin strings, sitting low enough to show the curve where her ass met her thighs.

She had rubbed oil on her skin again, her body gleaming in the harsh sunlight.

Men walking past slowed their pace. Eyes locked onto her from every direction. A group playing football in the sand stopped mid-game to stare. She bent to adjust her towel, and her tits shifted in the tiny triangles, threatening to slip free entirely.

Thomas sat on his towel, sunglasses on, his jaw tight. His eyes never left her body.

Julia settled onto her towel with a book, already absorbed in the pages. She looked content and relaxed, oblivious to the attention Ava drew.

An hour passed. The sun beat down relentlessly. Sweat ran down my back despite the ocean breeze. Julia read steadily, occasionally glancing up to watch the waves.

Thomas stood, brushing sand from his legs.

"I'm going to grab drinks from the bar. Anyone want anything?"

Julia looked up, smiling.

"Something cold. Surprise me."

Ava sat up, pushing her sunglasses onto her head. Her tits bounced with the movement, the red triangles shifting.

"I'll help carry them."

She stood, the undersides of her tits visible as she rose, her ass swaying as she walked across the sand toward the cluster of palm trees where the beach bar sat. Thomas followed a few steps behind.

My cock stirred in my swim trunks.

I stayed on my towel, watching them disappear into the shade. Julia turned a page in her book, completely absorbed.

I pointed toward the water.

"Look at that boat out there. Think it's a fishing charter?"

Julia glanced up, shading her eyes with her hand.

"Maybe. It's pretty far out."

I kept talking, asking questions about her book, pointing out other boats on the horizon, anything to keep her attention focused away from the bar. My pulse hammered in my chest. My mind raced with what was happening behind those trees.

Five minutes passed. Seven. Ten.

Julia marked her page and set the book down, reaching for the sunscreen.

"Want me to get your back?"

I turned, letting her apply the lotion, my eyes scanning the tree line.

Finally they emerged. Ava walked ahead, carrying four drinks in a cardboard holder. Her hair was messier now, strands sticking to her neck and shoulders. A faint flush colored her chest, spreading down between her tits. The red bikini top sat slightly crooked, one triangle higher than the other. Thomas followed behind, his expression calm and satisfied.

Ava handed Julia a bright pink drink with a paper umbrella.

"They had frozen ones. Much better in this heat."

Julia took it gratefully, sipping through the straw.

"Perfect. Thanks for getting it."

Ava settled back onto her towel. She adjusted her bikini top, straightening the triangles over her tits. She crossed her legs, then uncrossed them, shifting her weight. I watched her tug at the bikini bottom slightly, repositioning it. Her thighs pressed together.

Thomas's cum was inside her. Leaking. Wet against her skin.

He sat down on his towel beside Julia, one arm draping casually over her shoulder. He kissed the top of her head, murmuring something that made her smile.

I drank from my bottle, the cold liquid doing nothing to cool the heat spreading through my chest.
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The market sprawled across several blocks in the center of town, stalls crammed together under tin roofs and canvas awnings. Vendors called out in patois, their voices blending with reggae music crackling from old speakers. The air smelled like ripe mangoes and curry spices and sweat. Tourists and locals moved through the narrow aisles, examining handmade crafts and jewelry spread across wooden tables.

Ava wore a short yellow sundress, the fabric thin and clinging to her curves in the humidity. The neckline dipped low, showing the swell of her tits. The hem ended high on her thighs, swaying with each step. She wore sandals that made her hips roll as she walked, her ass moving beneath the cotton.

Julia walked beside her, examining a display of carved wooden bowls. She wore denim shorts and a loose tank top, her hair pulled back in a ponytail, comfortable and practical.

Thomas followed behind them, his eyes fixed on Ava's ass, watching the yellow fabric shift and cling.

We moved deeper into the market. The crowds thickened. Bodies pressed close in the narrow passages between stalls. A vendor thrust a carved turtle at me, shouting a price. I waved him off and kept moving.

Julia stopped at a stall selling straw hats and woven bags. She tried one on, laughing at her reflection in a small mirror propped against a box.

"Dad, look. Do I look like a local?"

I smiled, watching her adjust the wide brim.

"Very authentic."

Ava drifted toward the back corner where fabric hung from metal frames. Bright tapestries and sarongs swayed in the breeze from overhead fans, creating a curtain of color. Thomas moved in the same direction, pretending to examine wooden carvings on a table near the fabric display.

My pulse quickened.

Julia set the hat down and picked up another one, this one with a ribbon around the crown. She held it up for my opinion.

I glanced toward the back. Ava had disappeared behind the hanging fabrics. Thomas was gone too.

The tapestries swayed slightly, more than the breeze warranted.

My cock thickened in my shorts.

I turned back to Julia, forcing my voice to stay casual.

"That one looks good. Hey, I want to grab some fruit from that vendor over there. Come help me pick them out."

I pointed toward a stall on the opposite side of the market, as far from the fabric display as possible. Julia nodded, setting the hat down, following me through the crowd.

The fruit vendor had mangoes and papayas and something purple I didn't recognize piled in wooden crates. I picked up a mango, pretending to examine it closely.

"How ripe are these? We're leaving in a few days."

The vendor launched into an explanation, squeezing fruit to demonstrate. I asked more questions, nodding along, my mind racing with what was happening behind those swaying tapestries.

Julia wandered to the next stall, looking at spices in glass jars.

My cock pressed hard against my shorts. I shifted my stance, trying to adjust myself without drawing attention.

Five minutes passed. Six.

Ava appeared at my elbow, slightly breathless. She held a bright scarf in her hand, turquoise and orange fabric bunched in her fingers.

"Found this. Isn't it beautiful?"

Her lipstick was smudged at one corner. A faint pink mark on her neck that hadn't been there before.

Thomas emerged from the crowd moments later, joining Julia at the spice stall. His fly sat slightly crooked, the zipper not quite aligned. He said something that made Julia laugh, his hand resting casually on her lower back.

I paid for mangoes I didn't want and followed them deeper into the market.

We returned to the hotel in the late afternoon. The sun still burned overhead, the heat oppressive even in the air-conditioned lobby. Julia looked exhausted, her face flushed pink despite the sunscreen.

"I'm going to take a nap," she announced, yawning. "Too much sun."

Thomas nodded, following her toward their room. Ava and I continued to ours.

I grabbed a beer from the mini fridge and stepped onto the balcony. The city noise rose from below, soca music and car horns and voices shouting in patois. The heat was still brutal, the concrete radiating warmth. I sat in one of the plastic chairs, taking a long drink.

Ava joined me a few minutes later. She wore a loose white cover-up, the fabric sheer enough to show her body underneath. She had nothing on beneath it. Her nipples pressed against the thin cotton, her tits swaying freely as she moved.

She sat in the chair beside me, crossing her legs. The cover-up rode up, exposing her bare thighs. She poured herself a glass of wine from the bottle on the small table.

We sat in silence. The noise from the street filled the space between us.

The adjoining balcony door opened. Thomas stepped out, closing it quietly behind him. The partition between our balconies was only waist-high, ornamental metal with gaps large enough to see through clearly.

He looked at Ava first. Then at me. His eyes held mine for three long seconds.

My chest tightened. My pulse hammered in my ears.

He was waiting. Testing. Asking a question without words.

I should have stood up. Should have said something. Should have stopped what was about to happen.

I stayed in my chair. I took another drink of beer. I didn't look away.

His jaw relaxed. A small nod. Understanding.

Ava turned her head toward me. Her eyes met mine, dark and knowing. She waited too, watching my face.

My cock was already hard in my shorts. She could see it pressing against the fabric. I made no move to hide it.

She smiled. Slow and deliberate.

She stood, walked to the partition, and climbed over it without breaking eye contact with me.

The cover-up rode up as she lifted her leg, exposing her bare ass completely. Her tits swung free under the fabric. She landed on his balcony, steadying herself against Thomas's chest. Still watching me.

My throat went dry. My hand tightened around the beer bottle.

Thomas grabbed her hips and pulled her into the corner where the balcony met the building wall. Hidden from the street below but fully visible to me. Every angle. Every detail.

He yanked her cover-up up over her ass, bunching it around her waist. His shorts dropped to his ankles. His cock jutted out, already hard and thick.

He bent her forward over the railing. Her hands gripped the metal bars, her knuckles white. Her tits hung free, heavy and pale, swaying. Her ass pushed back toward him, her thighs spreading.

Thomas lined his cock up with her cunt and drove in with one brutal thrust.

Ava's head snapped back, her mouth opening in a silent gasp. Her whole body jerked forward against the railing.

She turned her head. Looked directly at me. Held my gaze while Thomas pulled back and slammed into her again.

My beer bottle hit the table. My hand went to my cock, squeezing through my shorts. I couldn't stop myself. Couldn't pretend I wasn't watching.

Thomas fucked her hard and fast, his hips snapping forward with brutal rhythm. The railing creaked under the force. Her tits bounced violently, swinging and jiggling with each impact. The wet slap of his cock driving into her cunt carried across the gap between balconies.

She kept her eyes on me. Her mouth hung open, gasping. Her tits hammered against her chest. She didn't look away.

"Ahh, fuck, yes, mmm," she moaned, loud enough for me to hear clearly.

Thomas grunted, one hand fisting her hair, yanking her head back. His other hand gripped her hip, pulling her onto his cock with each thrust.

I fumbled with my zipper. Pulled my cock out. Started stroking, my fist moving fast, my eyes locked on her face.

She watched me jerk off to the sight of her getting fucked by our son-in-law. Her lips curved into a smile even as Thomas pounded into her from behind.

"Yes, fuck, harder, mmm," she gasped, her voice breaking.

Thomas slammed into her with punishing force, his cock plunging deep, his balls slapping against her. Her cunt made obscene wet sounds, squelching around his shaft.

Her legs started shaking. Her back arched. Her tits swung wild.

"Cumming, oh God, I'm cumming," she moaned, still staring at me.

Her body convulsed, her cunt clenching around Thomas's cock. Her eyes squeezed shut for just a second, then opened again, finding mine.

Thomas groaned, his rhythm faltering. His hips snapped forward twice more, then he buried himself to the base and froze. His whole body went rigid.

"Fuck, take it," he grunted.

His cock pulsed inside her, pumping cum into her cunt. Ava whimpered, her body shaking, still watching me stroke my cock.

My fist flew over my shaft, precum flying. My balls tightened. Heat exploded through me. I came hard, cum spurting onto the balcony floor, my hand squeezing and pumping until I was empty.

Thomas pulled out slowly. His cock glistened, dripping. He yanked his shorts up, breathing hard.

Ava straightened, wincing. She pulled her cover-up back down over her ass. She climbed over the partition, landing on our balcony.

She sat down in her chair. Picked up her wine glass. Took a long sip.

She looked at me, at my cock still out and dripping in my hand, at the cum on the floor.

"Should we make dinner reservations tonight? There's that place Julia wanted to try."

Her voice was steady. Casual. Like she was asking about the weather.

I tucked myself back into my shorts, my hands shaking.

"Sure. Sounds good."

She smiled. Reached over and squeezed my hand.

"Perfect."

––––––––
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That night in the hotel room, Ava stood in the shower for a long time. Steam poured out when she finally opened the bathroom door. She stepped out with a towel in her hands, rubbing it over her wet skin as she walked toward the bed. Water droplets clung to her shoulders and ran down between her tits. She dried her arms, her stomach, her thighs, the towel moving slowly over her curves.

I lay on top of the covers, naked. My cock already half hard, resting against my thigh. My mind replayed the week. The alley. The beach bar. The market. The balcony. At least six times they had snuck away. Maybe more I hadn't caught. Quickies in bathrooms and alleys and hidden corners. Always fast. Always risky.

It had become normal. Expected. Part of the rhythm of the vacation.

Ava dropped the towel on the floor and crawled onto the bed beside me. Her damp hair fell across her shoulders. Her hand moved to my chest, fingers tracing patterns over my skin.

"It was a perfect week."

Her voice was low. Intimate.

I turned my head to look at her. Her eyes were dark, pupils wide in the dim light.

"Was it?"

She smiled. Her hand slid lower, over my stomach, down to my cock. Her fingers wrapped around the shaft, feeling it thicken in her grip.

"You know it was."

She stroked me slowly, watching my cock swell and harden under her touch.

"Julia had a good time too. All those beautiful photos. The beach. The dancing. The memories she'll keep forever."

Her hand squeezed gently.

I swallowed hard. My voice came out rough.

"Aren't you afraid? Of what could happen if she finds out?"

Ava's grip tightened. She pumped my cock, her fist moving steadily, her eyes locked on mine.

"That's your job."

She stroked me again, slow and deliberate.

"To make sure we're never found out."

Her thumb brushed over the head of my cock, smearing precum.

"You did well this week. Kept her busy. Kept her looking the other way."

My breath came faster. My hips lifted slightly, pressing into her hand.

She leaned closer, her lips near my ear, her tits pressing against my side.

"You knew every time we disappeared. Every alley. Every bathroom. Every corner."

Her hand kept stroking, faster now.

"And you made sure she never noticed."

I groaned, my hands gripping the sheets.

Ava shifted, her body moving over mine. Her wet hair brushed my chest. Her hand released my cock and moved to my face, cupping my jaw.

She grinned down at me.

"We both know you love this."

Her teeth caught my nipple, biting down hard. Pain shot through me, mixing with the ache in my cock.

She released my nipple and moved lower, kissing down my chest, my stomach. Her blonde hair dragged across my skin, still damp and cool.

She stopped just above my cock. Looked up at me.

"I need you to eat me out."

Her voice was steady. Direct.

She moved up the bed, positioning herself over my face. Her thighs spread on either side of my head. Her cunt hovered inches above my mouth, pink and swollen. Wet. Not just from arousal.

Thomas's cum was still inside her. From the balcony. Hours ago. Leaking.

She lowered herself onto my face.
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Fourth Of July
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The backyard looked like a postcard. Red and blue streamers hung from the fence posts, white lanterns swayed in the late afternoon breeze, and the grill sent smoke curling into the sky. I flipped burgers with a spatula in one hand, beer in the other, playing the role I always played. The visible host. The father. The man who had everything under control.

Neighbors filtered in through the side gate, kids clutching sparklers, parents carrying casserole dishes and bottles of wine. Laughter rose from the picnic tables. Someone turned the music up. The Johnsons brought their new puppy. Mrs. Henderson asked about the potato salad. Everything felt normal, warm, exactly what a Fourth of July barbecue should be.

But my mind was calculating.

I knew when the fireworks would start. I knew which guests would cluster near the porch for the best view. I knew how long it would take Julie to get absorbed in conversation if I positioned her right. Every detail mapped itself out in my head, not by accident but by design.

I was no longer reacting to stolen moments between Ava and Thomas. I was creating them.

The realization settled in my chest, heavy and hot. My cock stirred in my shorts.

Julie arrived just after six, her white sundress bright against the green lawn. She glowed, cheeks flushed from the walk up the driveway, her hair pulled back in a loose braid. Thomas followed behind her carrying a cooler, his shirt sleeves rolled up, his grin easy. He looked every bit the good son in law, helpful and relaxed.

Ava stepped out from the kitchen with a tray of drinks. Her white tank top clung to her full tits, the fabric stretched tight across her chest, the neckline low enough to show the deep line of her cleavage. Her short denim cutoffs hugged her round ass, the frayed edges sitting high on her thighs. Her blonde hair fell loose over her shoulders. Every man in the yard turned to look.

Pride flared in me, the same pride that always came when other eyes followed her. But underneath it something darker twisted. I watched her set the tray down, watched Thomas's gaze drop to her ass as she bent forward. I watched the way she smiled at him when she straightened, her fingers brushing his arm as she took the cooler from him.

Julie rushed to me, throwing her arms around my neck.

"Dad! This looks amazing."

I hugged her tight, breathing in the scent of her perfume.

"Your stepmom did most of it."

She pulled back, her face bright with happiness.

"Where is she? I need to say hi."

"Right behind you."

Ava appeared, pulling Julie into a warm embrace. They talked quickly, voices overlapping, something about a new recipe and weekend plans. Thomas shook my hand, his grip firm, his eyes meeting mine for a heartbeat before sliding past me toward the grill.

"Need help with anything?"

"I've got it covered," I said. "Go grab a drink."

He nodded and drifted toward the cooler. I flipped another burger, my pulse steady but my mind already moving ahead. Carol Henderson sat alone near the porch, a glass of lemonade in her hand. Her daughter had just had a baby. Third grandchild. She loved talking about it.

I wiped my hands on a towel and walked over to Julie.

"Hey, sweetheart. Carol's been dying to tell someone about her new grandbaby. You should go ask her about it. She's got a thousand photos."

Julie's face lit up.

"Oh, I love babies. I'll go say hi."

She drifted toward Carol, her sundress swaying, and within seconds they were deep in conversation. Carol pulled out her phone, swiping through pictures, and Julie leaned in close, her attention locked.

I returned to the grill. My cock thickened in my shorts, pressing against the fabric. I adjusted myself, keeping my movements casual, my face neutral.

Ava moved through the yard refilling drinks, laughing with guests, playing the perfect hostess. Thomas stood near the fence talking to one of the neighbors about something I couldn't hear. They looked relaxed, separate, innocent.

But I saw the moment it shifted.

Ava glanced toward the garden shed at the back of the yard. Thomas's eyes followed. She set her tray down on the picnic table and excused herself, her voice bright and easy as she told Mrs. Johnson she needed to grab more napkins from the shed.

Thomas waited two minutes. Then he set his beer down and drifted toward the back gate, saying something about checking the propane tank.

No one else noticed. The yard buzzed with conversation, kids chased each other with sparklers, the music played.

But I noticed.

My chest tightened. My cock was fully hard now, leaking into my shorts. I glanced toward Julie. She was still absorbed in Carol's photos, laughing at something, her whole body angled toward the older woman.

I had arranged this. I had positioned her exactly where she needed to be. I had cleared the path for them.

I set the spatula down and wiped my hands again.

I glanced back toward Julie. She was leaning over Carol's phone, her hand on the older woman's shoulder, completely absorbed. Carol was swiping through photos, talking animatedly about nursery colors and sleep schedules. Julie nodded along, her face bright with interest.

Perfect.

I grabbed a fresh beer from the cooler and turned toward the yard. A neighbor asked me something about the marinade. I answered without thinking, my eyes already drifting toward the back gate. The shed sat in shadow beyond the fence line, half-hidden by hedges and the fading light.

"I need to grab more charcoal," I said to no one in particular. "Be right back."

No one looked up. The yard hummed with conversation, laughter rising and falling, kids shrieking as they chased fireflies. I walked across the grass, my shoes silent on the thick lawn. The noise of the party faded behind me with each step.

My pulse hammered in my ears.

The back gate creaked as I pushed it open. The shed stood twenty feet away, its weathered wood dark against the deepening blue of the sky. A single dusty window sat high on the side wall, the glass clouded and streaked. Light leaked through the cracks around the door frame.

I stopped halfway across the yard, my breath shallow.

Through the window I caught movement. Shadows shifting. The faint sound of fabric rustling, a woman's breath hitching.

My cock pressed hard against my zipper. Precum leaked from the tip, soaking into my shorts.

I had done this before. I had stood outside in the dark, hidden by hedges and shadows, watching through cracks and listening to muffled sounds. I had jerked off in hallways and behind garage doors, always careful, always concealed.

But tonight was different.

Tonight I had arranged it. Tonight I had positioned Julie exactly where she needed to be, distracted and safe. Tonight I had cleared the path for them, and they had taken it because they knew I would.

I walked toward the shed, my shoes crunching on gravel. The sounds grew clearer. A low grunt. The wet slap of skin. Ava's voice, breathless and rising.

I reached the door and stopped, my hand on the handle.

I could still walk away. I could turn back to the grill, flip burgers, pour drinks, play the host. I could pretend I didn't know what was happening inside.

But my hand was already turning the handle.

The door opened with a soft creak. Warm air spilled out, thick with the smell of sweat and sex. My eyes adjusted to the dim light filtering through the dusty window.

And I stepped inside.

Ava was bent over the workbench, her denim cutoffs bunched around her ankles. Her white tank top was shoved up over her heavy tits, the pale flesh swinging beneath her with each thrust. Thomas stood behind her, his trousers around his thighs, his cock buried deep inside her cunt. His hips drove forward, the slap of his body against her round ass echoing in the small space.

They both turned their heads as the door opened.

Ava's eyes met mine. Her mouth hung open, breath coming in short gasps, her blonde hair stuck to her sweaty forehead. Thomas glanced over his shoulder, his face flushed, his jaw tight.

Neither of them stopped.

Thomas grinned, slow and knowing, and drove into her harder. Ava moaned, her tits bouncing violently, her knuckles white where her hands gripped the edge of the bench.

"Ahh, fuck," she gasped.

I stood frozen in the doorway, the smell of sex thick in my nose, my cock throbbing against my zipper. The door hung open behind me, spilling the last light of evening into the shed.

Thomas kept pounding her, his balls slapping against her with each thrust. Her ass rippled under the force, pale and round, her thighs trembling.

I closed the door.

The latch clicked. Darkness pressed in, broken only by the dusty window casting a faint gray glow. My chest heaved, my breath loud in the quiet punctuated only by their fucking.

Thomas grunted, his fingers digging into Ava's hips. He pulled her back onto his cock, hard and deliberate, and she cried out.

"Yes, oh God, yes."

I moved along the wall, my legs unsteady, my hand trailing over rough wood. An old chair sat near the corner, half-buried under paint cans and coiled rope. I shoved the clutter aside and sank into it, the wood creaking under my weight.

My hands shook as I reached for my belt. The buckle clinked, too loud, but neither of them looked. Thomas was focused on Ava's ass, gripping it with both hands now, spreading her wide as he hammered into her. Her tits swung beneath her, heavy and full, nipples stiff and dark.

I yanked the zipper down and pulled my cock out. It sprang free, swollen and leaking, the tip slick with precum. I wrapped my fist around the shaft and squeezed, a groan catching in my throat.

Ava glanced at me from the corner of her eye. Her lips curved into a smile, breathless and wild, before her head dropped forward again.

"Mmm, fuck, don't stop."

Thomas didn't. He slammed into her, his rhythm brutal and steady, the wet sounds of his cock sliding in and out filling the shed. Her cunt gripped him, slick and tight, her moans rising higher with each thrust.

I stroked myself, slow at first, my fist moving from base to tip. Precum smeared over my knuckles, hot and slick. My eyes locked on them, three feet away, fucking without shame or hesitation.

They had expected this. They had known I would come.

And I had.

I stroked openly, my fist moving faster now, no attempt to hide. The dim light from the window caught the slick shine of precum coating my shaft. My cock throbbed in my hand, swollen and aching, every nerve ending alive.

The shed was small, cramped, the walls pressing in. The smell of sex hung thick in the air, mixing with sawdust and oil. Every wet slap of Thomas's cock driving into Ava's cunt echoed off the wood, sharp and obscene.

Thomas leaned over her back, one hand sliding up to grip her shoulder. He yanked her onto him harder, his hips slamming forward.

"Fuck, you're so wet," he growled.

Ava whimpered, her tits swinging beneath her, bouncing with each brutal thrust.

"Ahh, yes, mmm, don't stop."

Thomas glanced at me, his grin widening. Sweat dripped down his temple, his face twisted with effort and pleasure.

"Look at him," he grunted, driving into her harder. "Sitting right there. Stroking his cock while I fuck his wife."

Ava moaned, her head turning slightly toward me. Her eyes were glassy, mouth open, breath coming in short gasps.

"Oh God, yes."

My fist flew over my shaft, precum pouring from the tip, dripping onto my thighs. My chest burned, shame and arousal twisting together so tightly I couldn't separate them.

Thomas slapped Ava's ass, the crack echoing. Her flesh jiggled, pale and round, a red handprint blooming across the curve.

"You arranged this, didn't you?" Thomas said, his voice rough. "Made sure she'd be busy. Made sure Julie wouldn't come looking."

My throat closed. I couldn't answer. I couldn't speak.

But my cock grew harder in my hand.

Ava cried out, her body jerking forward against the workbench.

"Yes, fuck, yes, he did," she gasped. "He's such a good husband. Ahh, mmm, he knows what I need."

Thomas grunted, his fingers digging into her hips. He pulled her back onto his cock, burying himself to the base.

"That's right. He knows his place. Sitting there jerking off while his son-in-law fucks his slut wife."

Ava's moans turned ragged, her thighs trembling. Her tits swung wild beneath her, nipples stiff and dark against her pale skin.

"Oh fuck, I'm gonna cum," she whimpered.

Thomas hammered into her, his rhythm relentless. The wet sounds filled the shed, mixing with her cries, his grunts, the slap of flesh on flesh.

I stroked faster, my fist tight around my shaft, my breath coming in gasps. My balls tightened, heat coiling low in my spine.

They acknowledged me openly now. They spoke the truth I had been hiding from myself. I had arranged this. I had positioned Julie, cleared the path, created the window for them.

I was no longer just a witness.

I was an accomplice.

Ava's body convulsed, her back arching sharply. She screamed into her fist, biting down hard to muffle the sound.

"Fuck, fuck, yes!"

Her cunt clenched around Thomas's cock, her legs shaking as the orgasm tore through her. Thomas didn't slow, pounding her through it, his face twisted with concentration.

My hand flew over my cock, precum flying from the tip, splattering my shirt. The shame crushed me, but I couldn't stop.

I couldn't look away.

Thomas pulled out suddenly, his cock glistening and slick. Ava whimpered at the loss, her body trembling against the workbench. He grabbed her arm and pulled her upright, her heavy tits bouncing as she stumbled backward.

He dropped into another old chair near the wall, his legs spread wide, his cock jutting up thick and hard. He gripped Ava's waist and pulled her onto his lap.

She straddled him facing me, her thighs spreading wide over his legs. Her round ass hovered over his cock for a heartbeat before she sank down, taking him deep in one motion.

"Ahh, fuck!" she cried out, her head falling back.

Her fat tits bounced as she started to ride him, her pale flesh glowing in the dim light. The sharp tan lines cut across her curves, highlighting every jiggle and swing. Her eyes locked on mine, glassy and wild, her mouth hanging open as she ground down onto his cock.

Thomas gripped her hips, his fingers sinking into her soft flesh. He guided her rhythm, pulling her down hard, driving his cock deep.

"That's it," he grunted. "Ride it. Show him how good you take it."

Ava moaned, her hips rolling, her tits hammering against her chest with each bounce.

"Mmm, yes, oh God, so deep."

I stroked faster, my fist flying over my shaft. Precum poured from my tip, smearing over my knuckles, dripping onto the chair. My chest heaved, my breath ragged.

Thomas's hands slid up from her hips to her waist, then higher, cupping her swinging tits. He squeezed hard, his fingers sinking into the heavy flesh, pulling her down onto his cock by them.

"Fuck, you feel perfect," he growled. "Made for this cock. Made to ride me."

Ava cried out, her body jerking.

"Yes, yes, I was made for you, ahh, mmm!"

Her eyes stayed locked on mine as she bounced, her pussy swallowing his cock over and over. Her thighs trembled, her ass clapping down onto his lap with wet slaps.

And then I saw it.

Really saw it.

The way her body moved with his. The way their rhythm matched perfectly, like they had done this a thousand times. The way her curves fit against his frame. The way her face twisted with pleasure, raw and unguarded, in a way I had never seen with me.

They looked better together than any couple I had ever seen.

The realization hit me like a fist to the chest. My hand faltered on my cock, my breath catching.

They belonged together more than she and I ever did.

The truth crushed me and aroused me simultaneously. My cock grew harder in my grip, swollen and aching, my balls tight and heavy.

Thomas released one tit and slapped it hard. The crack echoed. Ava's breast bounced violently, red spreading across the pale flesh.

"You want it?" he grunted. "Want me to fill you? Breed this perfect cunt?"

"Yes!" Ava screamed, her voice breaking. "Breed me, Thomas, oh fuck, breed me!"

Her hips slammed down faster, desperate and wild. Her tits swung in his hands, her cunt gripping his cock like a fist.

"Beg for it," Thomas growled. "Tell him what you want."

Ava's eyes found mine, her face flushed and sweaty.

"I want his seed," she gasped. "I want him to breed me while you watch, ahh, mmm, while you sit there and stroke!"

Thomas groaned, his hips bucking up to meet her.

"Take it then. Take my cum. Let me fill you."

"Yes, yes, give it to me!" Ava wailed. "Pump me full, breed your slut, make me yours!"

Her body convulsed, her back arching sharply. She screamed, her cunt spasming around his cock as the orgasm ripped through her.

Thomas thrust up hard, burying himself to the base. His face twisted, his mouth opening in a guttural groan.

"Fuck, take it, take all of it!"

He pumped thick streams into her spasming pussy. Ava moaned, grinding down, milking him, her tits bouncing as another wave hit her.

"Oh God, yes, fill me, breed me!"

I couldn't hold back. My fist flew over my cock, my hand a blur. Heat exploded through me, blinding and brutal. Cum erupted from my tip in thick ropes, splashing onto the floor, onto my legs, streaming over my knuckles.

My whole body shook with the force of it, my vision blurring as I watched them. Watched her take his seed. Watched them fit together perfectly.

Watched the truth I couldn't deny anymore.

They stayed locked together for a long moment, breathing hard. Ava leaned back against Thomas's chest, her body sagging, her tits rising and falling with each ragged breath. His cock was still buried inside her, his hands resting on her hips. Cum leaked from where they were joined, dripping down onto his thighs, pooling on the wooden chair.

I sat in my chair across from them, my cock softening in my fist, cum cooling on my legs. My chest heaved, shame and satisfaction warring inside me.

Ava lifted herself slowly, Thomas's hands steadying her. She rose off his lap with a wet sound, his cum streaming down her inner thighs, slick and white against her pale skin.

She pulled her tank top down over her tits, adjusted the fabric. Her cutoffs were still bunched around her ankles. She bent to pull them up, swaying slightly, her legs unsteady.

Thomas tucked himself back into his trousers, zipping up. He ran a hand through his damp hair, his breathing still heavy.

Ava crossed the shed to where I sat. She leaned down, her hands on the armrests, her face inches from mine. Her breath was hot, her eyes dark and knowing.

She kissed me.

Deep and slow, her tongue sliding against mine. I tasted sweat and something else, something raw. When she pulled back, her lips curved into a smile.

"You're officially one of us now," she whispered.

The words sank into me, heavy and final.

Thomas stood, stretching, rolling his shoulders. He walked past me toward the door, then stopped. His hand came down on my shoulder, a firm clap, his grip strong.

He didn't say anything. He didn't need to.

The grin on his face said it all.

He pushed the door open and slipped out into the darkening yard. Ava followed seconds later, smoothing her hair, her steps careful as she crossed the gravel.

I sat alone in the shed, my trousers open, cum drying on my skin. My handkerchief came out, and I wiped myself clean, tucking my cock away. The zipper scraped up, the buckle clinked.

My legs felt weak as I stood. I pushed the door open and stepped into the cool evening air.

Fireworks popped in the distance, bright bursts of red and white against the darkening sky. Voices rose from the backyard, excited and loud. I walked through the gate, my pulse still too fast, my mind spinning.

Julie appeared at my side almost immediately, her face glowing.

"Dad! Where were you? The fireworks are starting!"

She grabbed my arm, pulling me toward the lawn where guests had gathered in clusters. Carol waved from her chair. The Johnsons' kids ran past with sparklers trailing smoke.

"Just grabbing some supplies," I said, my voice steady.

Julie didn't question it. She leaned into me, her head resting on my shoulder as another firework exploded overhead. Green and gold rained down, reflected in her wide eyes.

"This is perfect," she said softly. "I love nights like this."

My chest tightened.

I scanned the crowd. Ava stood near the porch with a glass of wine, laughing at something Mrs. Henderson said. Her cheeks were still flushed, but no one else would notice. Thomas stood a few feet away talking to a neighbor, his posture relaxed, his smile easy.

Another firework burst. In the brief flash of light, I saw them glance at each other. Just a heartbeat. Just a look.

But I saw it.

And I saw the truth I had admitted in that shed.

They belonged together. They fit in a way that was undeniable, perfect, impossible to ignore.

The fireworks continued, colors streaking across the sky. Julie laughed beside me, her arm looped through mine. Guests cheered and clapped. Music played from the speakers on the porch.

The party wound down slowly. Families gathered their kids, thanked me for hosting, drifted toward their cars. I shook hands, smiled, played the role.

The yard emptied. The music stopped. Streamers hung limp from the fence. Empty bottles clustered on the picnic tables.

Ava stood at the edge of the lawn, watching the last guests leave. Thomas and Julie were saying goodbye near the driveway, his arm around her shoulders, her head tilted up toward him.

I walked toward Ava. She turned as I approached, her smile soft.

"Good night," she said quietly.

"Good night."

Julie and Thomas drove away, taillights disappearing down the street. The house felt suddenly still, heavy with the weight of what had happened.

Ava slipped her hand into mine.

We walked inside together.

And I accepted fully what I had become.

Architect. Enabler. Accomplice.

The man who arranged his own cuckolding.

The man who watched his wife and son-in-law fuck while his daughter sat oblivious outside.

The man who came harder from that truth than anything else in his life.
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Anniversary
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The backyard looked almost exactly like it had a year ago. String lights crossed overhead between the trees. White tablecloths covered the folding tables. The same neighbors stood in clusters holding wine glasses and talking too loud. I recognized faces from the wedding reception, aunts and uncles who had made speeches about young love and stayed on the dance floor until midnight.

Ava moved through the crowd with a tray of appetizers balanced on one hand. Her dress clung to every curve, deep blue fabric stretched across her full breasts and narrow waist. The hemline stopped mid-thigh, showing off her long legs. She had pulled her blonde hair into the same loose updo she wore at the wedding, soft pieces framing her face. Her lips were painted dark red. She looked like sex wrapped in silk, and every man in the yard tracked her movement.

I stood near the grill pretending to check the burgers. My eyes followed her. She laughed at something Dave from next door said, leaning forward just enough that he got a clear view down her neckline. His gaze dropped. She straightened and moved on, leaving him staring after her.

"Dad!"

Julia's voice cut through the noise. I turned and saw her coming through the back gate with Thomas behind her. She wore a pale pink sundress that made her look soft and young. Her smile stretched wide. She practically bounced across the grass toward me.

"This is perfect," she said, wrapping her arms around me. "It's just like the wedding. I can't believe it's been a year already."

I hugged her back, feeling the tightness in my chest that always came when she looked this happy.

"Your stepmother did all the planning," I said.

Julia pulled back and scanned the yard. Her eyes found Ava near the patio. She waved and Ava waved back, blowing a kiss.

"She's amazing," Julia said. "I'm so lucky to have her."

Thomas stepped up beside her, hand settling on her lower back. He looked good in dark jeans and a white button-down shirt. Clean cut. Polite. The perfect son-in-law.

"Thanks for putting this together, sir," he said.

I shook his hand. His grip was firm. His eyes held mine for a second longer than necessary, then slid past me toward where Ava stood talking to my brother.

"Wouldn't miss celebrating you two," I said.

Julia grabbed Thomas's arm and pulled him toward the crowd. I watched them go. Ava turned as they approached. She hugged Julia first, then Thomas. Her body pressed against his for just a moment. His hand touched her hip. Nobody else would have noticed.

I noticed.

My cock stirred in my pants. I turned back to the grill and flipped a burger that didn't need flipping.

An hour later everyone gathered near the patio for the toast. I raised my glass. Julia and Thomas stood together at the front of the crowd. Ava stood beside me, close enough that her arm brushed mine.

"To Julia and Thomas," I said. "One year down. A lifetime to go."

Glasses clinked. People cheered. Julia kissed Thomas. Over their joined heads, Ava's eyes found his.

The party spread across the yard and into the house. People moved between rooms. Music played from the outdoor speakers. I lost track of Julia for a minute, then spotted her near the drinks table with Thomas and Ava.

She was laughing at something my cousin said. Her hand rested on Thomas's arm. He stood between the two women, drink in one hand. His other hand hung at his side.

Then it dropped lower.

His fingers found the curve of Ava's ass. He didn't grab. He just let his palm settle there, pressing into the soft roundness through her dress. Ava kept talking to my cousin. Her expression didn't change. Julia's fingers stayed wrapped around Thomas's bicep, squeezing as she laughed harder at the punchline.

My cock went hard so fast it hurt.

I stood twenty feet away holding a beer I couldn't taste. Thomas's thumb moved in small circles against Ava's hip. Julia turned to say something to him. He smiled at her. His hand stayed exactly where it was.

Nobody saw it except me.

Julia kissed his cheek and headed toward the house. Thomas's hand slid away from Ava's body. She glanced at him, then walked in the same direction Julia had gone.

I followed.

The kitchen was bright and crowded. Ava stood at the counter arranging dessert plates. Julia stood beside her holding a stack of napkins. Thomas came through the doorway behind me and moved to the island.

Ava appeared beside me holding two fresh glasses of wine. She handed me one and raised her voice just enough to carry.

"I set up the anniversary lights in the back garden," she said. "Same spot as the wedding photos. Who wants to see?"

A few guests murmured interest. Julia clapped her hands together.

"Yes! Let's recreate the pictures," she said.

People drifted toward the back of the yard. The string lights ended about halfway, and the garden stretched into darker shadows beyond. Tall hedges lined both sides. The old pergola stood at the far end, half hidden by flowering vines.

I hung back near the patio. Julia walked ahead with a cluster of relatives. Thomas and Ava moved with the group, keeping distance between them. Smart. Normal.

The crowd reached the lit area and stopped to admire the setup. Ava had hung paper lanterns from the pergola beams. They glowed soft white against the dark leaves. People pulled out phones for pictures.

Then the group started to thin. Dave from next door said something about grabbing another beer. Two neighbors headed back toward the house for refills. Julia stayed, but she was distracted by her phone, texting someone.

Thomas slipped past the lanterns into the shadows beyond. Ava followed thirty seconds later.

I waited. Julia stayed focused on her screen. I moved along the edge of the hedge, quiet, keeping to the darker grass. The pergola came into view. Thomas had Ava pressed against one of the posts. Her back arched. His mouth was on her neck. His hands gripped her hips and pulled her dress up over the curve of her ass.

Her head tilted back. Her lips parted. His hand slid between her thighs.

My cock strained against my zipper. I pressed my palm against it, squeezing. They were going to fuck right here with twenty people fifty feet away.

Ava's fingers worked at Thomas's belt. The buckle clinked. She got his jeans open and pushed them down. His cock jutted out, thick and hard. She reached for it.

Movement at the house caught my eye. The back door opened. Julia stepped out onto the patio. She looked left, then right. Her head turned toward the garden.

"Mom?" she called. "Thomas?"

She started walking toward the lights.

My heart slammed against my ribs. I stepped out from the hedge and moved fast toward Julia, raising my voice.

"Julia! Over here, sweetheart! I was just checking the lights!"

I walked toward her with my arms open, blocking her view of the pergola. My voice came out loud and bright.

"Your stepmother did such a great job with the setup. Come look at this strand. I think one of the bulbs is loose."

Julia stopped. She smiled and changed direction toward me.

Behind me I heard rustling. Fabric moving. A zipper. I kept talking, pointing at a random light fixture while Julia leaned in to look.

"I don't see anything wrong," she said.

"Must have been a shadow," I said.

Footsteps on grass. I turned. Ava emerged from the dark with Thomas behind her. Her dress was smooth. Her hair was only slightly mussed. Thomas's jeans were fastened. Both of them looked flushed.

"There you are," Julia said. "I wanted to get a picture of all of us by the pergola. Just like last year."

Ava's eyes met mine for half a second. Frustration burned there. Thomas's jaw was tight, a muscle jumping near his ear. His hands flexed at his sides.

Julia grabbed her phone and waved us together. We posed. She took three photos. She showed them to us, smiling.

"Perfect," she said.

I looked at Ava. At Thomas. At my daughter standing between them, happy and trusting and completely unaware.

They needed to finish what they started. I was going to make sure they could.

We walked back to the patio together. Julia looped her arm through Ava's and talked about how perfect the evening was. I picked up the wine bottle from the drinks table and refilled Julia's glass before she could set it down.

"Dad, I'm good," she said, laughing.

"It's a celebration," I said. "One year married. Drink up."

She smiled and took a sip. I kept the bottle in my hand.

My stomach twisted. I was getting my own daughter drunk so her husband could fuck my wife.

The party continued. Music played. People ate dessert. I stayed close to Julia, always watching her glass. The moment it dropped below half, I topped it off. She didn't refuse. She was happy, relaxed, enjoying herself. Trusting me.

I told myself to stop. Put the bottle down. Let her stay sober. Let tonight end like any normal family gathering.

I poured her a fourth glass instead.

An hour passed. She was talking to my cousin about their honeymoon, gesturing with her hands, laughing louder than before. Her cheeks were pink. She looked so young, so innocent, so much like she had when she was a little girl running through this same backyard.

What kind of father was I?

Ava appeared at my shoulder. She glanced at Julia's full glass, then at the bottle in my hand. Her eyes met mine. One eyebrow lifted, a question in her expression.

I held her gaze and poured Julia another splash.

Understanding crossed Ava's face. Her lips parted. She blinked once, slowly, then looked at Thomas across the yard. He was watching us. She turned back to me and touched my arm, fingers pressing briefly against my wrist.

"Thank you," she said quietly.

She walked away. I watched her go, my chest tight with shame and arousal mixed together so completely I couldn't separate them anymore.

Two hours later, the guests started leaving. Julia hugged people goodbye, stumbling slightly when she leaned in. Thomas caught her elbow. She giggled and pressed against his side.

"I think I had too much wine," she said.

"You're fine," Thomas said. "Just take it easy."

I walked over and put my hand on her shoulder. This was the moment I could stop it. Send them home. Put Julia to bed safely in her own apartment away from this.

"Why don't you two stay at the house tonight?" I said. "It's closer than your place. You can sleep in your old room, Jules."

Julia's face lit up.

"Really? That would be perfect. I don't want to drive."

"I'll drive us over," Thomas said. "She can rest in the car."

Ava finished saying goodbye to the last neighbor and came over. Julia reached for her, pulling her into a hug.

"Best. Night. Ever," Julia said, words slurring together. "Love you, Mom."

"I love you too, sweetheart," Ava said, stroking Julia's hair.

My throat closed up. Julia trusted us. All of us. She had no idea what she was sleeping under the same roof with.

Thomas guided Julia toward the driveway. She leaned heavily on him. Ava and I followed. Thomas opened the passenger door and helped Julia inside. Her head lolled back against the seat. Her eyes were already closing.

"I'll meet you there," Ava said to Thomas.

He nodded. His eyes held hers for a long moment. Then he looked at me. No words. Just acknowledgment.

I watched him drive away with my daughter passed out in the front seat. Ava stood beside me. Her hand found mine and squeezed.

My cock was hard.

"Let's go home," she said.

Thomas's car was already in the driveway when we pulled up. We parked beside it. Julia was slumped against the passenger window, mouth open, completely out.

Thomas opened her door as we walked over. He tried to wake her gently.

"Jules. We're here. Come on."

She didn't move. He looked at me.

"I'll get her shoulders," I said.

Between the three of us, we got her out of the car. Ava supported one side, I took the other, Thomas guided her from behind. Julia's feet dragged. Her head lolled. She mumbled something incoherent.

We maneuvered her through the front door and up the stairs. Slow. Careful. At the top, we turned toward her old bedroom. Ava opened the door and we guided Julia to the bed. She collapsed onto the mattress.

"I've got her," Thomas said. "I'll get her settled."

Ava and I stepped back into the hallway. The bedroom door closed. We stood there for a moment, listening to Thomas's low voice inside, coaxing Julia out of her dress.

Ava touched my arm and nodded toward our bedroom. We went inside and closed the door.

She reached behind her back and unzipped her dress. The fabric slid down her body and pooled at her feet. She wore nothing underneath. Her full breasts swayed. Her hips curved into her rounded ass. The soft blonde hair between her thighs was trimmed neat.

I pulled off my shirt and pants. Left my briefs and undershirt on. My cock pressed half-hard against the cotton.

I climbed into bed. Ava followed, sliding naked under the covers. She lay on her back. The sheet covered her to the waist. Her breasts stayed bare, nipples soft in the dim light.

We lay there. Waiting. Not speaking.

Minutes passed. I heard Thomas's footsteps in the hallway. They moved past our door. Kept going. The guest room door opened and closed at the far end of the hall.

Ava let out a slow breath beside me. I couldn't tell if it was relief or disappointment.

More time passed. Ten minutes. Fifteen. My cock softened. The house stayed quiet. I started to think he'd just gone to sleep. Exhausted from dealing with Julia. From the long night. Maybe the moment had passed.

Ava shifted beside me. Her breathing had gone slow and even. Almost asleep.

The doorknob turned.

I went rigid. Ava's head lifted off the pillow.

The door opened slowly. Thomas stood in the doorway wearing only his boxer briefs. His eyes locked on Ava first. Her breasts. Her parted lips. Then he looked at me.

The question hung in the air between us.

Ava's gaze moved from Thomas to me. Her breathing quickened. Her nipples hardened.

I got out of bed and walked to the chair by the window where I laid my clothes every night. I sat down. My cock thickened in my briefs. I looked at Thomas and nodded once.

He stepped inside and closed the door. The click sounded loud in the quiet room.

Thomas crossed to the bed. Ava reached for him. Her fingers wrapped around his wrist and pulled him down. He climbed onto the mattress. The covers fell away from her body. She lay completely exposed beneath him.

He kissed her mouth. Deep. His tongue pushed between her lips. She moaned into his mouth. Her hands moved to his shoulders, gripping muscle.

I palmed my cock through my briefs. Already leaking.

Thomas kissed down her jaw to her neck. His teeth scraped her throat. She gasped. His mouth moved lower, tongue dragging between her full breasts. He took one nipple into his mouth and sucked. Ava arched off the bed.

"Oh god," she breathed.

His hand found her other breast, squeezing, thumb rubbing circles around the nipple. He switched sides, sucking harder. Her fingers tangled in his hair. Her legs shifted restlessly.

Thomas hooked his thumbs in his boxer briefs and pushed them down. His cock sprang free, thick and hard, the head already wet. He kicked the briefs off. Ava's eyes dropped to his erection. Her thighs spread wider.

I pushed my hand inside my briefs and gripped myself. Precum slicked my palm.

Thomas positioned himself between her legs. His cock brushed against her pussy. She was already wet. He rubbed the head through her folds, teasing. Ava's hips lifted, chasing the pressure.

"Please," she whispered.

He pushed inside. One slow thrust. Her back arched. Her mouth opened on a sharp gasp.

"Fuck," Thomas groaned.

He pulled back and thrust again. Deeper. Ava's hands gripped the sheets. Her breasts bounced with the movement. He set a rhythm, hips driving forward, the bed creaking under them.

"Oh fuck, yes," Ava moaned. "Yes, Thomas."

I stroked myself faster. My cock leaked steadily. I watched his thick shaft disappear into my wife's pussy. Watched her face twist with pleasure. Watched her take him.

Thomas's pace increased. The headboard started tapping the wall. Ava's moans grew louder. Her legs wrapped around his waist, heels digging into his ass.

"Harder," she said. "Fuck me harder."

He drove into her with force. Ava cried out. Her head pressed back into the pillow. Her nails raked down his back.

"Ungh, god, you feel so good," Thomas grunted.

He pulled out. Ava whimpered at the loss. He flipped her over onto her hands and knees. Her full ass pointed toward me. Thomas gripped her hips and slammed back inside. The sound of skin slapping skin filled the room.

"Ah! Ah! Oh fuck!" Ava cried.

Her breasts swung beneath her with each thrust. Her ass jiggled. Thomas's fingers dug into the soft flesh of her hips. He pounded into her. The bed rocked. My daughter slept two doors down.

I stroked myself faster, my fist tight around my shaft. Precum dripped onto my briefs. The pressure built in my balls. I was close.

Ava buried her face in the pillow. Her moans came muffled. Her whole body shook.

"I'm close," she gasped. "Oh god, don't stop, I'm gonna come."

Thomas fucked her harder. Faster. Ava's moans rose in pitch.

"Yes, yes, fuck, yes, I'm coming, oh fuck I'm coming!"

Her body went rigid. She came hard, pussy clenching around him.

My cock pulsed. I couldn't hold back. I came into my hand, cum spilling over my fingers, hot and thick. My body went limp. I slumped back in the chair, gasping, hand still wrapped around my softening cock.

Thomas groaned, thrusting through Ava's orgasm. She collapsed forward onto her elbows, gasping.

"Where do you want it?" Thomas asked, voice strained.

Ava turned her head to look at him.

"Inside me," she said. "Come inside me."

Thomas's rhythm broke. He thrust deep one last time and groaned low in his throat. His body went taut. He held himself buried in her while he came, filling her with his cum.

He pulled out slowly and collapsed onto his back beside her, chest heaving.

"Fuck," he breathed. "You're the best fuck ever."

Ava laughed softly, rolling onto her side to face him.

I stayed in the chair. Cum cooled on my hand. My heart pounded. Exhaustion hit me like a wave. My eyes grew heavy. The dim room blurred.

I fell asleep sitting there, watching them lie together in my bed.

I woke to soft sounds. Movement. The wet slide of skin on skin.

My neck ached. My back was stiff. I was still in the chair by the window. Pale gray light filtered through the curtains. Early morning. Maybe five or six.

The sounds came from the bed.

I lifted my head. Ava was on top of Thomas. She straddled his hips, moving slowly up and down on his cock. The covers had been pushed to the foot of the bed. Her body was completely bare in the morning light.

Her full breasts swayed with each movement. Red marks dotted the pale skin. Bite marks on the curve of her right breast. Fingerprint bruises on her hips where Thomas had gripped her last night. Her blonde hair hung loose over her shoulders. Her lips were parted. Her eyes were half-closed.

Thomas lay beneath her, hands resting on her thighs. He watched her ride him. His cock disappeared into her pussy with each slow descent. She rose up until just the head stayed inside, then sank back down.

"Mmm," Ava hummed.

My cock hardened in my briefs. Dried cum cracked on my hand.

Ava leaned forward, bracing her hands on Thomas's chest. Her heavy breasts hung down, nipples grazing his skin. She rolled her hips. Ground down on him. Thomas groaned softly.

"God, you feel good," he whispered.

She smiled. Sat back up. Her hands moved to her own breasts, cupping them, thumbs brushing over her nipples. Thomas's hands slid up her thighs to her hips. He guided her rhythm. Slow. Steady.

The bed creaked quietly beneath them. Ava's breathing deepened. She bit her lower lip. Her head tilted back. Morning light painted her throat, her collarbones, the curves of her body.

"Touch me," she said.

Thomas's hand moved between her legs. His thumb found her clit. He rubbed slow circles. Ava gasped. Her hips moved faster.

"Yes," she breathed. "Just like that."

I sat frozen in the chair. My cock throbbed. I pressed my palm against it through my briefs.

Ava rode him faster now. Her breasts bounced. The marks on her skin stood out darker in the light. Evidence of last night. Evidence of what they'd done in my bed while I watched.

"Oh god," Ava moaned. "Oh fuck."

Thomas's other hand gripped her hip. He thrust up to meet her movements. The sound of their bodies joining filled the quiet room. Wet. Rhythmic.

Ava's fingers dug into his chest. Her back arched. Her mouth opened on silent gasps. She was close.

"Come for me," Thomas said. "Come on my cock."

"Mmm, yes, fuck, yes," Ava panted.

Her rhythm broke. She ground down hard on him, hips rolling. Thomas's thumb pressed harder against her clit. Ava's whole body tensed.

"Oh god, I'm coming," she gasped.

She came shaking on top of him. Her pussy clenched around his cock. Thomas groaned. He thrust up into her. Once. Twice. Then he went rigid beneath her.

"Fuck," he breathed.

He came inside her. Again. Filling her with his cum for the second time in six hours.

Ava collapsed forward onto his chest. Both of them breathing hard. His hands stroked her back. Her face pressed against his neck.

They lay like that for a long moment. Then Ava lifted her head and kissed him. Soft. Slow. Thomas's hand cupped her face.

She rolled off him and settled against his side. His arm wrapped around her. Her leg draped over his. His cum leaked out of her pussy onto the sheets.

Thomas turned his head to look at her. His fingers traced patterns on her shoulder.

"Every family gathering from now on," he whispered.

Ava smiled.

"Every holiday," she said. "Every celebration."

"Until we're old and gray," Thomas said.

Ava laughed quietly. Her voice was warm.

"Until death do us part," she said.

They both giggled. The sound was light. Intimate. Like sharing a private joke that no one else would ever understand.
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 * and current page are recalculated based on the current progress.
 */

function paginateAndMaintainProgress()
{
	var savedProgress = gProgress;
	setupBookColumns();
	goProgress(savedProgress);
}

/**
 * Update the progress based on the current page and page count. The progress is calculated
 * based on the top left position of the page. So the first page is 0% and the last page is
 * always below 1.0.
 */

function updateProgress()
{
	gProgress = (gCurrentPage - 1.0) / gPageCount;
}

/**
 * Move a page back if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goBack()
{
	if (gCurrentPage > 1)
	{
		gCurrentPage--;
		gPosition -= window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move a page forward if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goForward()
{
	if (gCurrentPage < gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage++;
		gPosition += window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move directly to a page. Remember that there are no real page numbers in a reflowed
 * EPUB document. Use this only in the context of the current document.
 */

function goPage(pageNumber)
{
	if (pageNumber > 0 && pageNumber <= gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;
		gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Go the the page with respect to progress. Assume everything has been setup.
 */

function goProgress(progress)
{
	progress += 0.0001;
	
	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;
	var newPage = 0;
	
	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {
		var low = page * progressPerPage;
		var high = low + progressPerPage;
		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {
			newPage = page;
			break;
		}
	}
		
	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;
	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
	updateProgress();		
}

//Set font family
function setFontFamily(newFont) {
	document.body.style.fontFamily = newFont + " !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets font size to a relative size
function setFontSize(toSize) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.fontSize = toSize + "em !important";
	//To prevent 1 page chapters from not reflowing to additional pages when increasing the font size:
	if (toSize > 1) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets line height relative to font size
function setLineHeight(toHeight) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.lineHeight = toHeight + "em !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Enables night reading mode
function enableNightReading() {
	document.body.style.backgroundColor = "#000000";
	var theDiv = document.getElementById('book-inner');
	theDiv.style.color = "#ffffff";
	
	var anchorTags;
	anchorTags = theDiv.getElementsByTagName('a');
	
	for (var i = 0; i < anchorTags.length; i++) {
		anchorTags[i].style.color = "#ffffff";
	}
}



d2d_images/ata_image.jpg





d2d_images/b2r_image.png
BOOKS 7)) READ





d2d_images/new_release_sign_up_button.png
Sign Me Up!





d2d_images/scene_break.png





d2d_images/atp_image.jpg
N

Strangelove





