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Prologue

The old truck rattled to a stop in the gravel driveway, dust curling up in the humid summer air. I killed the engine and leaned back, grinning at the neat white house with its lace curtains and flower boxes. Cute. Sweet. Innocent.

Exactly the kind of place I didn’t belong.

The front door opened, and there she was.

Aunt Mary.

She stepped out onto the porch, brushing a strand of chestnut hair out of her face. Soft, modest dress that skimmed her knees. Bare feet. She had the kind of smile that made a man feel like he’d been forgiven for every sin he’d ever committed.

“Ethan?” she called, voice light and warm.

I hopped out of the truck, grabbing my duffel bag from the bed. “That’s me,” I said, giving her a lazy grin. “Hi Aunt Mary.”

“We’re so glad you’re here. John should be home soon, but come on in and get settled.”

Inside, the house smelled like pie and lemon polish. A fan hummed somewhere down the hall.

“You can put your things in the guest room,” she said, leading me down the hallway. Her hips swayed just slightly with each step—nothing intentional, just natural. But I noticed.

I always noticed.

The guest room was small but clean, the quilt on the bed looking like it had been made by hand.

“Let me know if you need anything at all,” she said, standing in the doorway. “I’ll get you some lemonade.”

I flashed her my most innocent smile. “Thanks, Aunt Mary. You’re already spoiling me.”

Her cheeks flushed just a little before she disappeared down the hall.

I dropped my bag on the bed and sat down, smirking to myself.

Sweet. Naïve. So damn pretty.

This was going to be fun.


Chapter 1

I wandered out of the guest room, following the clink of glass from the kitchen. Mary stood at the counter, pouring lemonade from a pitcher, her back to me. The cotton of her dress clung to her in the summer heat, just enough to hint at the shape beneath.

“Need any help?” I asked, leaning against the doorframe.

She glanced over her shoulder, smiling. “Oh, no, I’ve got it. You just got here—sit down, relax.”

I stepped closer anyway. “Nah, I’m a guest, but I’m not helpless.” I reached for the glasses she’d set out. “Here—let me at least carry these.”

She started to protest, but I was already beside her, close enough to catch the faint scent of soap and flour. My hand brushed against hers as I picked up the glasses. I didn’t pull away. Neither did she.

“Thanks,” she said softly, cheeks pink as she turned back to the pitcher.

I leaned an elbow on the counter, watching the way her fingers tightened on the handle. “You always like this?”

She blinked. “Like what?”

“Sweet. Kind. Making me feel at home.”

Her lips curved into a bashful little smile. “Well… I guess I just like taking care of people.”

I let my gaze drift slowly down her body, then back up to her face. “Bet you do.”

She caught the look—of course she did—and her breath hitched just a little. “It’s just how I was raised, I suppose,” she said, turning to grab the tray so she didn’t have to meet my eyes.

When she moved past me, my hand brushed the small of her back—light, casual, like an accident. But I let my palm rest there a half-second longer than necessary.

She didn’t say a word.

“Thanks for the lemonade, Mary,” I murmured. “You’re already too good to me.”

Her cheeks flushed deeper, but she only gave a small, nervous laugh and led the way toward the porch.

The sun had dipped lower, spilling warm orange light through the kitchen windows. The air was heavy, sticky with summer heat, and Mary had tied her hair back in a loose knot as she chopped vegetables on the counter.

“You really don’t have to help,” she said when I stepped into the kitchen again.

“I know,” I said easily, rolling up my sleeves. “But I want to. Besides, it’d be a sin to just sit around and watch you do all the work.”

She laughed softly at that, shaking her head. “You’ve been here an hour, and you’re already making yourself at home.”

“Guilty,” I said, grabbing a cutting board from the rack. “Tell me what to do.”

She glanced at me, just a flick of her eyes, before handing me a knife. “Here—slice those tomatoes. Not too thin.”

I stood close—closer than necessary—my arm brushing hers as I started slicing.

“You always cook like this?” I asked, glancing sideways at her.

“Like what?”

“Like… you’re on one of those shows where the housewife makes everything look effortless. Pretty dress, perfect kitchen, even the damn pie cooling on the windowsill.”

She let out a surprised laugh, cheeks warming. “That’s silly. I’m just doing what I’ve always done.”

“Doesn’t mean I can’t appreciate it.” I let my gaze linger on her face for a beat longer than polite. “Makes a man feel lucky, walking in and seeing you like this.”

Her lips parted slightly, and she ducked her head, pretending to fuss with the carrots. “You’re too kind.”

“Nah,” I said, slicing another tomato slowly. “I’m just honest. Bet you don’t get many compliments, huh?”

She hesitated. “I… John tells me I’m beautiful.”

“Yeah, but when was the last time some guy told you how good you look standing right in front of him? The way that dress hugs your—” I stopped just short of saying it, smiling faintly as if I’d thought better of it.

Her blush deepened. “Ethan,” she murmured, but she didn’t sound angry. More like she wasn’t sure how to take it.

I set the knife down and leaned just slightly closer. “I’m just saying. You deserve to hear it. You’ve got this…” My eyes flicked down to her hands on the cutting board. “…soft, sweet way about you. Makes it real easy for a guy to get distracted.”

She swallowed, her fingers tightening on the knife handle. “You shouldn’t say things like that.”

“Why not?” I asked, my tone light, teasing. “It’s just the truth. Nothing wrong with the truth, is there?”

When she didn’t answer, I reached past her—close enough that my chest brushed her shoulder—to grab a dish towel from the counter. I took my time stepping back, enjoying the way she’d frozen just slightly.

“You tense, Mary?” I asked softly.

Her head snapped toward me. “What?”

“Your shoulders,” I said, nodding toward her. “They’re all tight. You should let me rub ‘em out later. I’m great at it—therapeutic, swear.”

Her eyes widened, a quick breath catching in her throat. “That’s not… appropriate.”

I smirked, leaning on the counter. “Neither’s half the stuff I’m thinking right now. But you don’t look like you want me to stop talking, do you?”

Her lips parted, but no words came out.

I picked up the knife again, grinning as I went back to slicing.

The kitchen smelled of garlic and onions sizzling in butter, the air growing heavier with heat. Mary wiped her brow with the back of her hand, her cheeks flushed from standing over the stove.

“Here,” I said, stepping up behind her, close enough that my chest brushed her back as I reached for the wooden spoon. “You’re doing too much. Let me stir.”

She froze just slightly, eyes flicking over her shoulder. “It’s fine, Ethan—”

“Nah, you’ve been working hard.” My hand rested lightly on her hip as I leaned past her to take the spoon. I felt her breath hitch, but she didn’t move away.

I started stirring the pan, my other hand still resting on her hip like it belonged there.

“You always this helpful in other people’s kitchens?” she asked, her voice just a touch unsteady.

“Only when the cook looks as good as you.”

Her head whipped toward me, eyes wide, but I just grinned down at her, like I hadn’t said anything wrong.

“That’s—” she started, but her words faltered when I let my thumb brush small circles against her hip through the thin fabric of her dress.

“That’s what?” I asked softly, still stirring.

“…not appropriate,” she whispered.

I leaned a little closer, my mouth near her ear. “Neither is the way you’re letting me touch you right now.”

Her lips parted, but she didn’t say a word.

I set the spoon down, still standing behind her. My hands slid up her sides, slow, teasing, until they grazed just under the swell of her breasts before dropping away again—like it was nothing.

“Relax,” I murmured, stepping back just enough to grab the knife. “You’re all tense again. Gotta let yourself loosen up, Aunt Mary. Makes life a whole lot easier.”

Her hands fumbled slightly on the cutting board, her knuckles white as she gripped the knife.

“You know,” I continued casually, slicing a pepper, “you’ve got this way about you. Like you’ve never been told how damn pretty you are.”

“That’s… not true,” she said quietly.

“Bet it’s not often,” I shot back, glancing at her. “Bet nobody’s ever told you what they really notice when they look at you.”

Her face turned even redder, and I let the moment hang there, watching her chest rise and fall faster than before.

“You’re trouble,” she whispered, shaking her head just slightly.

“Mm,” I said with a smirk, letting my fingers trail lightly along her lower back as I stepped past her to grab the salt. “Guess you’ll just have to keep me in line, then.”

Mary bent to grab a pot from the lower cabinet, her dress pulling just slightly across her hips. I didn’t even try to hide the way my eyes lingered.

“Need a hand?” I asked, already stepping closer before she could answer.

“I’ve got it—”

But I was already there, crouching down behind her like I was just helping. My chest brushed her back as I reached past her to “help” with the pot. My hand slipped over hers, then—just a little lower, grazing the curve of her breast through the thin cotton.

She froze, her breath catching.

“Oops,” I said lightly, setting the pot on the counter as if nothing happened. “Didn’t mean to—guess this kitchen’s a little tight, huh?”

She straightened, her cheeks burning. “Ethan…”

I leaned against the counter, smirking. “What? It was an accident. Don’t tell me you thought I did that on purpose.”

Her lips parted like she wanted to say yes, but she couldn’t get the words out.

“You’re so easy to fluster,” I murmured, stepping in closer again, my fingers brushing the small of her back as I reached for the pepper shaker just past her. “Cute, though. Real cute.”

“You shouldn’t—”

“Shouldn’t what?” I interrupted softly, my mouth near her ear. “Notice how soft you are? How you blush when I touch you?”

Her breath came quicker now, chest rising and falling as she stared at the cutting board like it might save her.

“You know what your problem is, Aunt Mary?” I asked, my tone low, almost teasing. “You’ve been good for so long, you don’t even know what it feels like to be wanted. Really wanted.”

She turned toward me then, her lips parting, but I stepped even closer, close enough that her back bumped against the counter.

“You ever have a man look at you and think about ruining you?” I asked softly, eyes locked on hers.

Her fingers tightened around the edge of the counter. “Ethan…” she whispered, like she was warning me.

But she didn’t step away.

And I knew then that she wasn’t going to.


Chapter 2

The dining table was set simple—roast chicken, vegetables, cornbread still warm from the oven. Pastor John had said grace, and now he was talking about the upcoming Sunday sermon, his voice steady and earnest.

I nodded at the right times, smiled when I should. The perfect polite guest.

But my eyes were on Mary.

She sat across from me, shoulders a little stiff, her gaze fixed firmly on her plate as she cut into her chicken. She hadn’t looked at me once since we sat down.

I let my foot brush against hers under the table. Just a light tap.

Her eyes flicked up—quick, sharp—but I just smiled easily, like nothing had happened, and went back to my food.

A few minutes later, while Uncle John was rambling about the church budget, I slid my hand under the table, slow, deliberate. My fingers found the hem of Mary’s dress, resting lightly against her bare knee.

She stiffened immediately, her fork pausing halfway to her mouth.

“Something wrong, hon?” John asked, glancing at her.

She forced a smile. “No, I’m fine.”

I stroked my thumb against the inside of her knee.

She set her fork down a little too quickly, reaching for her water glass.

“So, Ethan,” John said, turning to me. “Have you thought any more about trade school? Or college?”

“Yeah, I’ve been thinking about it,” I said casually, my hand sliding higher, just an inch. “Plenty of time to figure things out, right?”

Mary’s breathing had changed—slightly faster, shallower. She was staring at her plate like it was the most fascinating thing she’d ever seen.

My fingers traced small, slow circles higher up her thigh, just under the tablecloth.

“You’re young,” John said with a friendly smile. “No rush. But you’ve got potential. I can see it.”

“Appreciate that,” I replied smoothly, my thumb brushing the edge of her panties.

Mary let out the tiniest, barely-there exhale, her knees pressing together instinctively—except I didn’t move my hand.

“Everything okay, Mary?” John asked again, noticing her odd stillness.

She nodded too quickly. “Mm-hmm. Just a little warm, that’s all.”

I grinned into my glass of water.

The plates were stacked in the sink, and John had gone to the living room, humming softly as he thumbed through his Bible.

Mary stayed behind, sleeves rolled up, rinsing dishes at the sink.

I leaned against the counter, drying the plates she handed me.

“You’re quiet,” I said softly, just loud enough for her to hear.

She didn’t look at me. “I’m just… tired.”

“Mm,” I murmured, stepping closer, close enough that my hip brushed hers as I set down the dish towel. “Didn’t seem that way when I had my hand on your thigh a few minutes ago.”

Her hands froze in the sudsy water. “Ethan,” she whispered sharply, eyes darting toward the doorway.

“He’s not listening,” I said, glancing toward the living room where John’s voice hummed quietly. “Relax.”

“I don’t think—”

“Don’t think what?” I interrupted softly, leaning down so my mouth was near her ear. “Don’t think you liked it? ‘Cause you didn’t move my hand away.”

She turned her head slightly, eyes wide, her lips parting like she wanted to say something.

But I didn’t give her the chance.

I slid my hand into the warm water beside hers, fingers curling lightly over her wrist. “You’re so damn sweet,” I murmured. “But you’re not gonna tell me you didn’t like it. Not after the way you breathed when I touched you.”

Her face flushed hot, but she didn’t pull her hand back.

“You’re trouble,” she whispered.

I smirked, leaning in even closer, my chest brushing her back. “And you’re already letting me ruin you.”

Before she could answer, I turned her gently by the wrist. She stumbled just slightly into me, and I kissed her—hard, fast, before she could stop me.

Her lips parted against mine for just a second—just long enough for me to know she wasn’t going to push me away.

Then she stepped back, breath quick and shaky, her eyes darting toward the living room.

I grinned, voice low. “Guess you really are tired, huh?”

Mary’s breath was still uneven, her lips parted as if she might finally say something—anything—to stop me.

Instead, I let my hand slide slowly up her side, fingers brushing over the soft swell of her breast before I stepped back, casual as ever.

She gasped softly, eyes darting toward the doorway. “Ethan—you can’t—”

“Can’t what?” I murmured, my voice low but steady. “Can’t touch you? Can’t kiss you?”

“You know exactly what I mean,” she whispered harshly, glancing nervously toward the living room.

“Yeah, I do.” I tilted my head, smiling faintly. “Thing is, you didn’t stop me. Didn’t move away. Didn’t tell me no.”

Her lips pressed together, but she couldn’t meet my eyes.

“You liked it,” I said softly, taking a step closer again. “Didn’t you?”

“That’s not—” she started, but I cut her off, leaning in just enough that my mouth nearly brushed her ear.

“Be honest, Mary. You wanted me to do it again.”

Her shoulders stiffened. “I… I didn’t…”

“Didn’t what?” I teased. “Didn’t like my hand on your thigh? Didn’t like it when I kissed you just now?”

She closed her eyes, exhaling shakily.

“C’mon,” I murmured, letting my fingers trail briefly along her waist before stepping back. “Say it. Say you liked it.”

Her eyes opened, meeting mine for the first time, wide and nervous. “Ethan, please…”

“Please what?” I asked with a smirk, grabbing the dish towel again like nothing happened. “Please do it again?”

Her lips parted, but no words came out.

I winked at her, drying my hands. “Didn’t think so.”

And then I walked out of the kitchen, leaving her staring after me, flushed and shaken.


Chapter 3

The house had gone quiet, the only sound the hum of the old ceiling fan down the hall.

I stood just inside my doorway, leaning against the frame in a t-shirt and loose sweats, waiting.

Right on cue, Aunt Mary came down the hall with a basket of folded laundry in her arms, her bare feet silent on the wood floor.

She didn’t see me until she was right next to my room.

“Evening,” I said softly.

She startled, clutching the basket tighter to her chest. “Ethan—you scared me.”

“Sorry.” I smiled easily, letting my eyes drift slowly over her. She wore a soft cotton nightgown, modest but thin enough to hint at what was underneath. “Didn’t mean to.”

She tried to step past me, but I shifted just slightly, blocking her path. “Need help with that?”

“No, it’s fine,” she said quickly, her eyes flicking toward the preacher’s closed bedroom door down the hall.

“You’re always working,” I said, brushing my fingers lightly over the edge of the laundry basket. “Cooking, cleaning, fussing over everything.”

“It’s just what needs to be done,” she murmured.

I stepped closer, my hand still on the basket. “You ever do anything just for yourself, Mary?”

Her lips parted. “Of course I—”

“Yeah?” I cut her off softly, my hand sliding from the basket to her hip. “When?”

Her breath hitched, her fingers tightening on the laundry.

“Feels like all you do is take care of everybody else,” I murmured, leaning closer. “Don’t you get tired of that?”

She swallowed hard, eyes darting to my door—still open just behind me.

I let my hand trail from her hip to her thigh, slow, deliberate. “You could put that down for a minute,” I whispered.

“Ethan…” she said again, her voice barely audible now.

“Say no,” I teased, smirking. “But you won’t, will you?”

Her knuckles whitened around the basket, but she didn’t move. Didn’t take a single step back.

I grinned. “Knew it.”

Mary’s knuckles were still white on the laundry basket, her chest rising and falling faster now.

I stepped in, close enough that her back brushed the wall.

“Easy,” I murmured, sliding my hand along her thigh, fingers slipping just under the hem of her nightgown. “You’re shaking.”

She gasped softly, eyes darting toward the preacher’s door again.

“Relax,” I whispered, leaning so my mouth hovered near her ear. “He’s dead asleep by now. You know it.”

“Ethan…” Her voice was a breath, more plea than protest.

“You like this,” I teased, my thumb brushing the soft skin of her inner thigh. “You’ve been thinking about it since dinner. Don’t lie.”

“I haven’t,” she whispered quickly—but her voice cracked on the last word.

I chuckled low in my throat, lips brushing her ear. “Liar.”

Her breath hitched when my hand slid higher, fingers just grazing the edge of her panties.

“You’re dying for me to touch you,” I murmured, my lips close enough that she could feel every word. “Admit it.”

She shook her head, biting her lip.

“C’mon, Aunt Mary,” I whispered, my free hand brushing her hair back so I could kiss just below her ear. “Say you don’t want it. I’ll stop.”

Her fingers trembled around the laundry basket—but she didn’t say a word.

I smirked against her neck. “That’s what I thought.”

My hand pressed firmer against her thigh, inching higher. “God, you’re so damn sweet,” I murmured. “Bet you’ve never even been touched like this before.”

Her breath was quick, shaky, her eyes half-closed now.

“You’re already mine,” I whispered, lips ghosting against her jawline. “You just don’t wanna admit it yet.”

Mary’s breathing was quick and shallow now, her fingers gripping the laundry basket like it was the only thing keeping her steady.

I leaned in closer, my chest brushing hers as my hand slid higher—slow, deliberate—until my fingers slipped under the edge of her panties.

She let out a soft gasp, her knees buckling just slightly.

“Easy,” I murmured, steadying her with my other hand on her hip. “I’ve got you.”

Her lips parted, eyes squeezed shut, but she didn’t pull away.

“You’re so warm,” I whispered, my fingers teasing along her slick folds, just barely touching where she wanted me most. “God, Mary… you’ve been thinking about this all night, haven’t you?”

She shook her head, but her hips shifted—just barely, but enough to betray her.

“Yeah, you have,” I teased, brushing my lips against her ear. “You’ve been wet since dinner. You liked my hand on your thigh, didn’t you?”

“Ethan…” she breathed, her voice thin and desperate.

I slid one finger against her clit, slow and deliberate. She jerked slightly, a soft whimper escaping her lips before she could stop it.

“Shh,” I murmured, grinning as I moved my finger in small, lazy circles. “Gotta be quiet, sweetheart. Don’t wanna wake him up, do we?”

Her head fell forward, her forehead brushing my shoulder, and I felt the tremble running through her body.

“Look at you,” I whispered, my lips grazing her temple. “Letting me touch you like this, right outside his door. Bet you never thought you’d be this bad, huh?”

A shudder ran through her, her breath catching as my finger moved faster, firmer now.

“You’re dripping,” I murmured, my voice low and filthy. “All for me. Not for him. Me.”

Her knees wobbled, and she let out a soft, helpless whimper that only made me grin wider.

“You gonna come for me, Aunt Mary?” I teased softly. “Right here in the hallway while your Uncle John sleeps?”

Her forehead pressed into my shoulder, soft gasps escaping her as my fingers worked her faster, firmer.

“You’re close, aren’t you?” I whispered against her ear, my lips brushing her flushed skin. “Can feel you shaking.”

She whimpered, barely nodding.

“Come for me,” I murmured, circling her clit with just the right pressure. “Right here. Right now. Be a good girl for me.”

Her breath hitched, then broke—her body tensing as she came, silent except for the smallest, helpless moan muffled against my chest.

I held her there, my fingers working her through it until her legs trembled so hard she could barely stand.

When she finally slumped against me, spent and shivering, I pulled my hand from between her thighs.

Before she could recover, I tilted her chin up and kissed her hard—deep, filthy, stealing the breath right out of her lungs.

She kissed me back. Not just letting me, but kissing me.

When I finally pulled away, her eyes were wide and dazed, her lips still parted.

I smirked, wiping my hand casually on my sweats like nothing had happened.

“Better get some sleep,” I murmured. “Big day tomorrow.”

She blinked, still trying to catch her breath.

I leaned closer, my voice a lazy drawl right at her ear.

“I want waffles for breakfast.”

And then I walked back into my room, leaving her standing in the hallway—flushed, trembling, and completely ruined.


Chapter 4

The morning sun poured through the lace curtains, the smell of butter and syrup filling the kitchen.

I strolled in wearing just a t-shirt and sweatpants, hair still messy from sleep.

Pastor John sat at the table, reading the paper with a steaming mug of coffee. “Morning, son,” he said with a nod.

“Morning, Uncle J,” I replied, flashing a polite smile before glancing at the table.

A plate of golden waffles sat right in the center, stacked high, steam still curling off them.

Perfect.

Mary stood at the stove, flipping the last one onto a plate. She didn’t look at me—not once—but her ears and cheeks were pink.

“Smells amazing,” I said easily, sliding into a chair across from John. “You really didn’t have to go all out for me, Mary.”

She set the plate of waffles down without meeting my eyes. “It’s no trouble,” she said softly.

“Guess I’m spoiled,” I said with a grin, loading my plate. “Was just thinking last night I’d kill for some waffles in the morning. And here they are.”

Mary’s hand hesitated just slightly as she poured the syrup.

John chuckled without looking up. “Well, you picked a good house to stay in—Mary takes care of everyone.”

I leaned back in my chair, fork in hand. “Yeah,” I said, smirking as I looked straight at her. “She really does take care of me.”

She froze for a fraction of a second—just long enough for me to know she heard every layer of meaning in my words.

“You sure these are just for me?” I asked, eyes locked on hers now. “Feels like you made ’em special.”

Her lips parted just slightly, her fingers tightening around the coffee pot. “I… they’re for everyone,” she said, voice barely steady.

“Mm,” I said, grinning as I cut into the waffles. “Still feels like they’re mine.”

John folded his paper and reached for the butter, oblivious.

“Don’t know how I’m ever gonna go back to eating plain cereal after this,” I said lightly. “Might have to keep you making breakfast for me, Mary.”

Her blush deepened, and she busied herself refilling John’s coffee—never once meeting my eyes.

I leaned back in my chair, grinning to myself as I took another bite.

The morning dragged on with the usual Sunday preparations—John organizing sermon notes in his study, Mary tidying the house, and me lounging around like the perfect, grateful houseguest.

Except every chance I got, I made sure she felt me there.

When she bent to pick up a stray pair of John’s shoes by the door, I brushed past her in the hallway, my hand lingering just a second too long on her lower back.

“Careful there,” I murmured, my voice low enough that only she could hear. “Don’t wanna give me another view I can’t forget.”

She stiffened, cheeks flushing hot, but didn’t say a word.

Later, when she reached for a dish on the top shelf of the pantry, I stepped in close behind her, grabbing it with ease.

“You’re too short for this stuff,” I teased softly, letting my hand slide briefly along her hip as I handed it to her. “Lucky I’m around, huh?”

She took it without looking at me, her fingers trembling just slightly.

And when she tried to pass me the broom by the back door, I let my fingers graze hers deliberately, curling around her hand just long enough to make her stop breathing for half a second.

“You shaking again,” I whispered with a smug smile, low enough so John wouldn’t hear from the other room. “Better hope I don’t make it worse later.”

Her eyes darted toward John’s study door—still shut—but she didn’t let go of the broom until I did.

I grinned, stepping back like nothing had happened, enjoying the way her chest rose and fell faster now.

Every touch, every glance—it was all stacking up.

She knew exactly what I was doing.

And she wasn’t stopping me.


Chapter 5

The house was quiet that afternoon, the air heavy with heat. John had retreated to the bedroom for a nap, his soft snoring just barely audible down the hall.

Mary was in the laundry room, folding towels on the counter, her hair falling loose around her face.

I stepped into the doorway, leaning casually against the frame.

“Need some help?” I asked softly.

She startled, clutching the towel a little too tightly. “I’m fine. Just finishing up.”

“You work too much,” I said, stepping inside, the small space suddenly feeling even smaller.

“I don’t mind,” she replied quickly, eyes fixed on the towels.

I stepped closer, close enough that she could feel the heat coming off me. “Bet you don’t mind this either,” I murmured.

Before she could answer, I took the towel gently from her hands, setting it on the counter.

“Ethan—”

“Shh,” I whispered, my fingers brushing her cheek as I leaned in close. “Don’t wake him.”

She trembled under my touch, her lips parting as if to protest—but I didn’t give her the chance.

I kissed her, slow and deep, my hand sliding down her side until my fingers slipped under her nightgown again.

She gasped softly against my mouth, her knees already going weak.

“You missed me,” I whispered against her lips, teasing her clit with slow, deliberate strokes. “Admit it.”

Her breath hitched, her hands clutching the edge of the counter like she might fall.

“You’re soaked,” I murmured, grinning against her neck. “God, you want this.”

She shook her head weakly—but her hips shifted against my hand, desperate for more.

“Say it,” I teased softly, sliding two fingers inside her. “Say you’ve been thinking about my fingers all day.”

A small, helpless moan escaped her, muffled against my shoulder.

“Good girl,” I whispered, curling my fingers just right. “Gonna come for me again, aren’t you? Right here while your perfect husband sleeps down the hall?”

Her breath came faster, her whole body trembling as she held on to me like she couldn’t stand on her own.

Her moans were soft, muffled against my shoulder, but her body gave her away—hips rocking helplessly as my fingers curled inside her, stroking just right.

“That’s it,” I whispered, lips brushing her ear. “Come for me, Aunt Mary. Don’t hold back.”

She shuddered hard, her knees nearly giving out as she came around my fingers, clinging to me for balance.

I kept moving my fingers slowly until her tremors faded, then slid them out, wet and glistening.

Mary was flushed, dazed, her chest rising and falling fast.

Before she could catch her breath, I took her wrist gently and guided her hand down—resting it against the hard length straining my sweats.

Her eyes widened, lips parting in shock. “Ethan—”

“Feel that?” I murmured, keeping her hand pressed there. “That’s what you do to me.”

She swallowed hard, her hand trembling, but she didn’t pull away.

“Go on,” I said softly, grinning. “You’re not that innocent anymore.”

Her fingers curled just slightly, and I hissed out a quiet breath.

“Good girl,” I whispered, guiding her hand to squeeze me through the thin fabric. “Yeah… just like that. You’ve been dying to touch me, haven’t you?”

Her lips trembled, but she still didn’t move her hand.

“Bet you’ve never had him this hard for you,” I teased, my tone low and filthy. “Not like this. Not like you have me right now.”

Her blush deepened, her eyes fixed on her own hand, on me.

“Get used to it,” I whispered with a smirk. “You’re not getting out of this anymore.”

Her hand trembled against me, still tentative, but she didn’t pull away.

“Mm, that’s it,” I murmured, my fingers wrapping lightly over hers, guiding her movements. “Squeeze a little harder… slow, like this.”

She followed my lead, stroking me through my sweats, her lips parted as she stared at what she was doing.

“Good girl,” I whispered, kissing her cheek, my voice low and filthy. “Bet you’ve never done this before, huh?”

She shook her head, her breath shaky.

“Yeah, I can tell,” I teased softly, letting her hand slip under the waistband. “Go on. Touch me.”

Her fingers curled around me, warm and soft, and I groaned quietly against her neck.

“God, Aunt Mary…” I hissed, guiding her pace with my hand over hers. “Just like that, baby. Keep going.”

She bit her lip, cheeks flushed as she pumped her hand along my length, still unsteady but eager now.

“You feel how hard I am for you?” I murmured, lips brushing her ear. “All because of you.”

Her hand tightened slightly, and my hips twitched forward in response.

“That’s it. Good girl. Don’t stop,” I groaned, my voice growing rougher as she stroked me faster.

My breathing quickened, my grip tightening lightly over hers.

“Gonna make me come, sweetheart,” I whispered, my forehead against hers. “Right here. In your hand. Don’t you dare stop.”

She whimpered softly, her cheeks red hot—but she didn’t stop.

With a sharp breath, I came, hot and messy in her hand, my body tensing against hers as I let out a quiet, strained groan.

I stayed close, breathing heavy, until the aftershocks faded.

Then I leaned in, kissing her slow and filthy, tasting her ragged breath on my tongue.

When I finally pulled back, I smirked, brushing my lips over her ear.

“Clean yourself up,” I whispered. “Then start thinking about how you’re gonna make it up to me tonight.”

I stepped back, fixing my waistband casually, grinning as I headed for the door. And I left her there—staring down at her messy hand, trembling, her chest rising and falling fast.


Chapter 6

Evening settled over the house, the soft glow of a lamp filling the living room. John sat in his armchair, glasses perched on his nose as he flipped through his Bible. Mary sat at the far end of the couch, her hands folded primly in her lap, while I took the seat beside her.

Close. Too close.

“Uncle John,” I said casually, leaning back with one arm draped over the couch, “you ever been out to that old fishing dock past Miller’s Creek? Thinking about checking it out tomorrow.”

John glanced up, smiling. “Oh yeah, plenty of times. Best place to get catfish this side of the county.”

As he launched into a story about his younger days, I let my hand slide casually along the back of the couch—close enough that my fingers brushed Mary’s shoulder.

She stiffened immediately.

While John rambled on, I shifted slightly, letting my fingertips graze the back of her neck in a way that could almost be innocent. Almost.

Her breath hitched, her hands twisting in her lap.

John laughed at his own story, looking over at me. “We’ll have to go out there sometime soon. Teach you how to bait a line properly.”

“Sounds like a plan,” I said easily.

My other hand slid down, slow and deliberate, until my fingers brushed her thigh just beneath the hem of her nightgown.

Mary’s eyes darted to mine, wide and panicked.

I just smiled, keeping my gaze on John, nodding like I was paying perfect attention to his story.

My hand slipped higher, fingertips teasing dangerously close to where I knew she was already wet for me.

She bit her lip hard, her knees pressing together, but she didn’t move away.

“You quiet tonight, Mary,” John said suddenly, glancing her way.

She jolted, forcing a smile. “Just tired,” she managed, her voice faint.

“You work too hard,” John said fondly before turning back to me. “Anyway, like I was saying—”

I took my chance, letting my fingers press softly against her through her panties, rubbing slow circles.

Her breath came faster, chest rising and falling as she fought to keep perfectly still.

“Everything okay?” John asked her again without looking up.

“Mm-hmm,” she said quickly, her voice a little too high.

I leaned slightly closer, my lips almost brushing her ear as I whispered so quietly John couldn’t possibly hear:

“Get up in five minutes,” I murmured. “Come to my room. Or I’ll make you come right here.”

She swallowed hard, her eyes darting to me in shock.

I grinned, pulling my hand away like nothing had happened, leaning back casually against the couch.

John kept talking, completely oblivious.

But Mary… Mary couldn’t sit still now.

Mary lasted three minutes.

Her hands fidgeted in her lap, her breathing uneven as John droned on about some church fundraiser. Finally, she stood abruptly, forcing a polite smile.

“I’m… going to get some water,” she said, her voice tight.

John barely looked up. “Alright, hon.”

I kept my eyes on the floor, biting back a grin as she slipped quietly down the hall.

I waited another thirty seconds, then stood, stretching lazily. “Gonna hit the sack, Pastor. Long day tomorrow.”

“Good night, son,” John said warmly.

I padded down the hall, slow, quiet, then pushed my bedroom door open.

Mary was there—standing in the middle of the room, hands clasped in front of her, chest rising and falling fast.

She looked at me like she couldn’t believe she’d actually come.

“Lock the door,” I said softly.

She hesitated for half a second, then turned and slid the bolt.

I stepped closer, slow, letting her feel the weight of every second.

“You didn’t even last five minutes,” I murmured, smirking as I reached for her wrist, guiding her closer.

“You shouldn’t—” she started, her voice barely above a whisper.

“Yeah, I should,” I cut her off, kissing her deep and hard, my hand sliding under her nightgown to grip her ass.

She whimpered against my mouth, her fingers clutching my t-shirt like she didn’t know what to do with herself.

I broke the kiss just long enough to murmur against her lips, “You want more?”

She nodded—tiny, helpless.

“Say it,” I teased, kissing her jaw. “Say you want me.”

Her breath hitched, her lips trembling. “I… want you.”

“Good girl,” I whispered, kissing her again as I backed her toward the bed.

When her knees hit the mattress, I pushed her down gently, standing over her with a slow grin.

“Not yet,” I murmured, my voice low and filthy as I slid my sweats down just enough to free myself.

Her eyes widened when I took her hand, wrapping it around me again.

“Warm me up first,” I said with a smirk, guiding her strokes. “You’re not getting it until you earn it.”

She whimpered softly but obeyed, her hand moving over me just like I’d taught her.

I groaned quietly, leaning over her as I kissed her deep, tongue claiming her mouth while her hand worked me faster.

When I finally pulled back, breathing hard, I brushed my thumb over her flushed cheek.

“Stop,” I murmured, gently pulling her hand away.

She looked up at me, confused, still panting.

I smirked down at her. “I’m gonna make you beg for it next.”


Chapter 7

Mary was still on her back, breathing fast, cheeks flushed and eyes wide as she stared up at me.

I grabbed her wrist, guiding her to sit up on the edge of the bed.

“You want it,” I murmured, my voice low and rough. “Say it.”

She swallowed hard, lips trembling. “I… want it.”

“Then get on your knees.”

Her eyes widened, but she didn’t argue. Slowly, she slid off the bed, kneeling in front of me on the worn rug, her nightgown pooling around her.

“Good girl,” I said softly, brushing my fingers through her hair. “You’ve never done this before, have you?”

She shook her head, blushing even deeper.

“You’re gonna learn,” I murmured, guiding her hand back around me, letting her feel how hard I already was.

Her fingers curled around me, tentative but obedient.

“Start slow,” I said softly, my thumb brushing her cheek. “Put your mouth on it.”

She hesitated for half a beat—then leaned forward, lips parting as she took me in.

A sharp breath hissed between my teeth as the heat of her mouth wrapped around me.

“Fuck, Aunt Mary…” I groaned, my fingers curling lightly into her hair. “God, you feel good.”

She bobbed her head slowly, uncertain at first, until I gently guided her pace with my hand.

“That’s it,” I murmured, my voice low and filthy. “Good girl. Just like that.”

She gagged softly when I pushed her a little deeper, but she didn’t stop.

I tilted my head back, groaning as she grew bolder, her tongue swirling along the underside like she’d figured out what I liked.

“Look at you,” I hissed, glancing down at her. “Preacher’s perfect wife… on her knees for me.”

Her eyes met mine, cheeks burning, but she didn’t stop.

I groaned again, hips twitching forward just slightly.

“Yeah, that’s it,” I growled softly, fingers tightening in her hair. “You’re gonna be so fucking good for me tonight.”

I pulled her back suddenly, my length slipping free of her mouth, wet and glistening.

She looked up at me, flushed and breathless.

“Up on the bed,” I said roughly, smirking down at her. “You’re ready now.”

Mary climbed back onto the bed, sitting on the edge as if she wasn’t sure what to do next. Her nightgown had slipped up around her thighs, showing just enough to make me groan under my breath.

“Lie back,” I said softly, my voice rough.

She obeyed, her hair spilling over the pillow, her breathing quick and shallow as she looked up at me.

I pushed my sweats lower and climbed onto the bed, settling between her spread legs.

“You’re so wet already,” I murmured, running my fingers slowly over her slick folds, making her gasp.

“Ethan…” she whispered, her voice trembling.

I smirked, leaning down to kiss her deep, filthy, my tongue claiming her mouth as I lined myself up.

Then I pulled back just enough to drag my tip slowly over her clit, up and down, over and over.

She moaned softly, her hips jerking helplessly toward me.

“Feel that?” I whispered against her lips. “That’s how bad you want it.”

“Please,” she breathed.

“Please what?” I teased, still rubbing the tip against her entrance, just enough to drive her insane.

“Please…” Her voice cracked, desperate now. “I want you inside me.”

I grinned down at her. “Good girl. That’s all you had to say.”

I pushed in slow—so slow—until her walls stretched around me for the first time.

Her mouth fell open, a soft moan escaping her as her fingers clutched the sheets.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” I groaned, bottoming out inch by inch until I was fully inside her.

She whimpered beneath me, her eyes squeezed shut as she tried to take all of me.

“Look at me,” I ordered softly.

Her eyes fluttered open, meeting mine as I started to move, slow at first, just enough for her to feel every inch.

“Yeah,” I murmured, my voice low and filthy. “That’s it. Take me. You’re mine now.”

Her moans grew louder as my pace quickened, her hips lifting to meet me without even thinking.

Every thrust made her gasp, her sweet, innocent face contorted with pleasure she’d never felt before.

“God, Aunt Mary,” I groaned, leaning down to kiss her hard, deep, messy. “You’re so fucking perfect like this.”

Mary’s nails dug into the sheets, her eyes squeezed shut as I pushed into her deeper, faster.

“God, you feel so good,” I groaned against her neck, my hips slamming into hers harder now. “So fucking tight for me.”

She whimpered, her legs trembling around me, every thrust forcing another helpless sound from her lips.

“You like it,” I growled softly, my mouth at her ear. “You love me fucking you like this.”

Her head tilted back, lips parting. “Ethan—”

“Say it,” I demanded, thrusting harder, my hand gripping her hip tight. “Say you love it.”

“I—I love it,” she gasped, her voice breaking.

“That’s right,” I hissed, pounding into her faster. “Good girl. You’re mine now. You hear me?”

“Yes,” she whimpered, her body arching beneath me.

“You’re gonna come for me again,” I growled, my pace relentless now. “Come on, sweetheart. Let go for me.”

Her moans grew louder, her body tensing as I drove into her harder, deeper.

“That’s it,” I grunted, my forehead pressed to hers. “Come for me. Right now.”

She cried out softly, her walls clenching around me as she came, her body shaking under mine.

“Fuck—” I groaned, slamming into her through her orgasm, my own release ripping through me seconds later as I buried myself deep inside her.

I stayed there, breathing hard, kissing her messy and deep as she trembled beneath me.

When I finally pulled back, I brushed her cheek with my thumb, smirking down at her.

“Guess I’m staying a while,” I murmured.

Her flushed face said everything—she already knew she wasn’t going to stop me.

Mary was still trembling beneath me, her chest rising and falling in ragged breaths as I stayed deep inside her.

I kissed her once more—slow, filthy—then pulled out suddenly.

Before she could catch her breath, I grabbed her hips and flipped her onto her stomach.

She gasped, her face burying into the pillow. “Ethan—”

“Not done with you yet,” I growled, my hands spreading her legs wider.

She tried to push up, but I pressed a hand firmly to her lower back, pinning her in place.

“You’re mine,” I whispered, lining myself up again. “Gonna fuck you like you are.”

I pushed back into her in one deep thrust, drawing a muffled cry from her lips.

“God, you’re perfect like this,” I groaned, my hips slamming into her harder, faster.

She clutched the pillow, her knuckles white, her moans muffled but desperate.

“You love it,” I hissed, my voice rough as I drove into her deep. “You love how I take you, don’t you?”

“Yes—” she gasped, voice breaking. “Oh God—yes!”

“That’s right,” I growled, pounding her harder now. “Taking me so fucking good. Not so innocent anymore, are you?”

She whimpered, her body shaking as another orgasm tore through her.

I slammed into her through it, groaning loud as I spilled deep inside her again.

For a moment, the only sound was our ragged breathing, her body limp under mine as I stayed buried in her.

Finally, I pulled out slowly, running my hand over her ass before giving it a firm smack.

“You’re a mess,” I murmured with a grin. “And you’re mine now.”

She stayed facedown on the bed, too wrecked to move.

I leaned down, kissing her shoulder softly.

“Waffles tomorrow morning,” I whispered, my voice low and smug. “Don’t forget.”

And then I slid off the bed, leaving her ruined and breathless on the sheets.


Epilogue

Morning sunlight spilled through the kitchen window, golden and warm. The smell of butter and syrup filled the air.

I walked in, hair messy, sweatpants hanging low on my hips.

At the table, John sat with his Bible open, sipping coffee. “Morning,” he said cheerfully.

“Morning, Uncle John,” I replied easily, sliding into my chair.

Mary stood at the stove, wearing a fresh dress and a meek smile that didn’t quite hide the flush in her cheeks.

I glanced at the table—sure enough, a plate of waffles sat in the middle, stacked high and steaming.

“Smells amazing,” I said with a grin, meeting her eyes just long enough to see the way she looked away quickly.

“Thank you,” she murmured, setting another plate down.

“You really didn’t have to make waffles two mornings in a row,” I teased lightly, reaching for the syrup.

Her hands hesitated just slightly on the coffee pot before she forced a polite smile. “It’s no trouble.”

I cut into my waffle, casual as ever. “Guess I’m getting spoiled here.”

John chuckled. “Told you Mary’s the best at taking care of folks.”

I smirked, meeting her eyes again. “Yeah,” I said softly. “She really takes care of me.”

Her cheeks turned pinker, and she busied herself pouring John’s coffee.

“You’re quiet again this morning,” John said, glancing at her.

“Just… didn’t sleep well,” she said quickly.

I hid a grin behind my coffee mug, my foot brushing hers under the table—slow, deliberate.

She flinched but didn’t pull away.

I swallowed a bite of waffle and leaned back in my chair with a lazy grin.

“Guess I could get used to this,” I said lightly, my tone dripping with a meaning only she understood.

Her eyes flicked up to mine for just a second, wide and conflicted.

I grinned wider, stabbing another bite of waffle with my fork.

“Yeah,” I murmured. “Definitely could get used to this.”
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The House He Claimed: One Man’s House. Another Man’s Claim

The House He Claimed

One man’s house. Another man’s claim.

He brought me into their home.

He thought I was part of a program.

Thought I was temporary.

He didn’t read the fine print.

I watched her for years before I ever crossed their threshold. I knew everything—her routine, her voice, the way she kissed him like she was pretending. And when I walked into their life with a smile and a stack of papers, I wasn’t just invited in.

I was claiming the whole house.

Now I take her when I want. On the kitchen table. In their bed. In front of him. She opens for me without hesitation, moans when I touch her, leans into every slow thrust like she was made to carry what I give her.

She was supposed to be his wife.

She’s not anymore.

And soon, even her womb will forget him.

What You’ll Find Inside:

Freeuse kink
Breeding obsession & multiple pregnancies
Cuckold husband dynamic
Sleep play & casual use
Ritualistic domination
Public possession & humiliation
Soft aftercare & complete control
Long-term power shift
No safewords. No apologies.

Given to Him: A Dark Family Power Shift

She was dad’s wife.

Now she’s whatever I want her to be.

I didn’t ask for her.

I didn’t need to.

One clause in a contract. One overlooked signature.

And everything dad had—his home, his wife, his bed—became mine.

He thought it was symbolic. Temporary.

He didn’t realize it was permanent.

Now she sleeps next to me, plugged full of my release.

She doesn’t say no.

She doesn’t even flinch when I take her—half-asleep, on the kitchen counter, or right in front of him.

She doesn’t beg for forgiveness.

She begs for more.

And he just watches.

Because this isn’t a marriage anymore.

It’s a quiet war. And I already won.

This short, high-heat story includes:

Age gap
Step dynamic
Cuckold themes
Psychological freeuse power play
Pregnancy and breeding kink
Sleep use
Public/witnessed scenes
Casual control with no apology
A soft ending for the one who surrendered
And no redemption for the one who didn’t

The Guest Room : He Said He Needed a Place to Stay. He Meant Her Bed

I came back to the town that buried me.

No plans. No roots. Just a duffel bag and one name I couldn’t forget—Claire Dalton.

She was my high school English teacher.

The one who saw through my silence.

The one who used to sign her emails with just her first name—like she didn’t want to be “Ms.” anything when she talked to me.

It’s been years since then.

Years since I left this place.

But the moment she opens the front door and sees me on her porch—older, broader, harder than the boy she used to grade—I know she still feels it too.

The tension.

The history.

The wrongness we never touched.

She says I can stay in the guest room.

Her husband works a lot.

Her marriage is quiet.

Her life is too neat.

And I’ve never been neat.

Every day I’m under her roof, the lines blur.

The glances linger too long.

The walls get thinner.

Her rules crack at the edges.

She starts wearing my T-shirts and flinching when I say her name too soft.

I should go.

I’m not going.

Because I’m not the kid she used to teach anymore.

And she’s not untouchable.

Not with the way she gasps when I say what I want.

Not when she opens her legs for me behind her husband’s back.

I told her I needed a place to stay.

What I really needed… was her.

The Guest Room is a scorching, emotional, forbidden age-gap romance told entirely from the male POV. Featuring:

• Student/teacher tension turned second-chance heat

• A married heroine falling hard for the one man who sees her

• Possessive, dirty-talking hero with a slow-burn vengeance streak

• Secret kisses in the kitchen, ice cream parlor confessions, and sins that start on the pool chair and end in the shower

• HEA guaranteed


Prescribed Surrender: A Therapist/Patient Spicy Short Story Kindle

She came to me with anxiety.

Not the dramatic kind. The quiet, consuming kind. The kind that lives in the breath, the chest, the mouth. Emily showed up every week like clockwork—trembling, obedient, waiting to be told how to breathe.

Eight months in, I gave her something the textbooks don’t cover.

A new technique. Grounding. Oral fixation. Deep surrender through physical rhythm. The kind of therapy that requires trust, obedience… and a mouth made to serve.

Now she kneels.

Now she opens.

Now my cock is the only thing that calms her.

Prescribed Surrender is a therapist/patient dark romance short with explicit power dynamics, submissive obedience, and deep psychological spice. All told from his point of view.

Wrong Room: He Walked In. She Didn’t Stop Him.

When I opened the wrong door at a crowded family reunion, I didn’t expect to find Harper—my stepmom’s sister—naked under the covers. I didn’t expect her to whisper my name. And I definitely didn’t expect her to let me crawl into bed beside her.

She was older. Off-limits. Sweet and soft and shaking the first time I touched her. But the second she moaned my name, she became mine.

Now she sleeps in my arms every night, dripping with my cum, begging for permission to come, her body open to anything I say—even when the rest of the family is just down the hall.

This is our secret.

And I don’t share.

Told entirely from Luke’s POV, Wrong Room is a short, filthy, forbidden, power-driven erotic novella featuring:

Step-aunt / younger man taboo
Age gap (35f/24m)
Dominant male POV
Power exchange
Orgasm control & denial
Public risk / semi-exhibitionism
Spanking
Tit play / worship
Oral
Possessiveness / claiming
Risk of being caught
Aftercare & obsession
Wake-up sex
Praise mixed with degradation
Sex in family spaces (pantry, shared house)
Creampie & cum play
Light D/s dynamics
No pulling out. Ever.
Wrong Room is for readers who like their erotica dirty, dominant, and absolutely dripping with forbidden tension.

The Nanny: A Rough, Raw, and Totally Unprotected Nanny short

She’s my kids’ nanny. Twenty-four, bratty, and always pushing my buttons.

I’m her boss. Thirty, dominant, and sick of pretending I don’t see the way she looks at me.

Now the kids are away with their mother.

The house is quiet.

And she’s wearing those little silk shorts again.

This is a short, filthy, no-plot-all-spice story told in his point of view, featuring:

✔️ breeding kink

✔️ brat taming

✔️ spanking

✔️ zero protection

✔️ possessive daddy energy

✔️ and absolutely no pull-out. Ever.

She wanted attention. Now she’s getting filled.

Over the couch. Against the mirror. Face down. Full of me.

You’ve been warned.
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